
TRE AITlIE PRESBYTERIAN. soi

out in the world. On our knees we gather
close arouîîd the sown wbeat-grain, and!.
wvith our tearsa nd prayers, -,ve watch anad
water it, and wouder whetber it uflt die or
gro.v.

Oh this sowing of the wbeat.grain 1 We
have somsihing to do -witb it. andl i is not
witbont teil and trouble, ttara andl risks. it
is stili done. With nîuch weepiaig the
preacher stilL, bears forth the preciouu seerl
in bis bosoni, and eows it on rockianil and!
Mayside, an'! cloking weeds illid spiny
thorns, an'! lais faitbfunlaess. his iisk and!
reckleessness, are flot altuays ir mitch of
seprning gond, and! yuu ton, my lienterp, in
your home yoîacler, sow the iiireCic-u5
iiheat-grain ; and arounal it, ou your knees,
you %vait, and! ý%atch, eud wveep, and!
work, nigbt an'! day, fur it growiug.
t'An'! you sornetiane-s fear it is noV gaing ta
grow at ail." Thon there are
other soweris for the precious ivheat-
grain, earnest Ohmirtian workerq, mes, andt
women of fi.ith and.prayer, who go far forth
ta s0w the ýworld'a waste-lauds, who floil
thoir way to the haunts of the wretcbed andl
wicked, an'! tîmere tbey risk it. Tbere mnust
be more or less cf risk, if any good içt ta be
doue, if thewbrai s-to be won for Christ.
Tbe grain of wbeat must be cowvn.

Sowving.the sec'! 'tith an aching hearb,
Sowing the tteel while the tear-drope start,
Sowing in hope til! the reapers corne
Gladly ta, gather the hiarveat-horne.

Oh what 8hall the hnirvest be ?
IV. TRE DYINGO0F TRE WHIEAT-CORATYý.

"I xcept a corn of wheat faltinto the
gromund and dieè."

The nîoisture an'! wtarmth of the soi!
cause the wtheat-grai n sa'tvn in it to graw,
an'! gr livth mnens decay. The .hifc.eerni
derives its nunisbrnent frorn the bodiy o! the
wheat-grain, uuitil. it lias sent forth a littie
rootlet inta the surrounding soi], and! by that
tine the grain itself is gone. You look for it.
but iVcannot be foun'!. Thelife and!growth
frornits-elf have uscd. up ail itssubstance.
1V is dIca'!, gone. An'! anly by this e-elf-dy-
ing, strange ta, say, cau it live. The wheat-

gri uxt itself die, perish utterly, if there
nstabefrorn it another better life.

And that is true of ai ife ana growth. It
is ont of the graves of 12st ycar' beauty, out
of the death of last yeuar's life, that this
year's is ta corne. Lest ycar's flowers ha'!
ta fade if wve are ta have flowers thie ycar ;
an'!, a:) unsel!flsh, so self.sacrifiCing, were
lest year'a flowers, that tthey bowedl their
justly airnired heaa, an'! bld thernselves in
the earth, di'!, that other fiawera rnight risc
in their 8teadthia scason, an'! be admrn-ai in
their turn.

There is sornethîing sail iii ail this. Ifere
hi a ha-autiful fi,)%%cr. It lookq as if it carne
ouit of the garden 8-! Go'!, 80 lavly. ie it.
«Yuu eay. 1 rnust koep tis beautiful flower.
%Vhy niay it noV blou on and on thrilugh
years ? Btit you cannt keep your flowver.
lu a few days it fades, aud i gone. It falis
loito the grumuin' nnd dies, au'! theros is a tear
of .lisappointrnnt standing in vour eye, and
1 hear yoiu say bitterly : « 1\bat iB the use o!
flow-8. raisitig, jnst as soi'n as 1 get thern Vo
blonrn %%'ell, tbey luegin to faile an'! die."

Ie y-.ur hontue bloorns out a beitutiful flower,
au villy flower perheps. How sweet that
flower i.sto y.'ui! With wbmmt cale and! tender-
iess you have grou iV ta the perfection it

bas corne. Its beauty an'! fr.agrance gladien
ail your borne an'! heart, an'! voix say in yonr
'tvay, ««I will keep this lovely flower, and! let
iV Meo min Va please me." But yi-ur aieighbor
aver the way bas Eccu, and admire'!, an'!
love'! yonr one flower. And there cornes a
day 'tvhen ho asks yon ta give birnyanr anc
flotver to bloom, for hills. It is liard. You
tors away your hea'! to, bide a test. Yon
konew iV would coine, rnust crme, ta this, in
somme shape or other, au'! there le au unut-
terablenesa of grief in yaur heart. Stili, you
hring yourself ta feel that it is the way of
flowers ta be plucked, aund witb a nob!e uin-
selflsb-ness you give UPé yoîîr --ne floiver. and
there la iu y.iur borne an'! heart a3 if a ho'!
o! grave bcd becux openeui, ils if a coffin lied
bemn brougbt iu, and! as if the.e ha'! hecen
saitl this - Earth ta earth, asiles ta ashes,
duuat ta dust 1"

God bcd anc Son. Anil wliat a Smi. an
goal., sa glaonsu! lu luis bo-oîn dwelc tlîat
anc Son. auud the. jny, the raptiare, of lais
'!welline thére, wcre such as iio ilîturan
tongue cau tel!. But tiiere carne a timne
'tvben.He muet be given up. And! Ie -%as
given up, and the Ettrnat Father'a bosiin
wÇs ernpty, ne Son there. Par down arnîd
clonds an'! darknespi sin and! sorrow sud
wvoe, the Son o! Go'! lived and! taileal, jwept
an'! wnrked, suiffered and. sacrifice'!. At lest
an awful pall %ras r.apread wide over tbe
hearen. God's One Son wa9 dca'!; the On]y
Begotten of the Father sVIlI lu the semible
silence af the tonab.

An'! His deati iras necassary. just as
the whcnt-grain's dyiîug is necessary ; çao the
Cbnist's dying! is neces-ary. 'Yeu sav, %.Ha
there, O murderers ! Stay thet spiking, tbat

prcnthat rnacking, that scoorging, tlîat
crcfug o! yours ! Let the Christ live !
Let Hlm weep, an'! work, and! loveand lire.
.But Go'! sala : .let the s piklng an'! pierc.

lige go an ; let the Christ diea! Therc i lno
ather wzay for the wîidMis good-an'! sun &1
vatlau ta6 be wraught ont. Let the cruel
crucifficion, go an.


