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JEEUS' DEATH AND BURIAL*
(By Rev. P. M. MacDonald, B.D.)

1 thirst, v. 28. Jeeus still says, “I
thiret.” He thirets for love. He thirets
for prayer. He thirsts for service. He
thirsts for holiness. Whenever the
heart of a human being turns 4o Him
with a genuine impulse of penitence,
affection or consecration, the Saviour
sees of the travail of His soul and is
satisfied. X

They filled a eponge (Rev. Ver.) with
vinegar, . . and put in to his mouth,
v. 20. Dr. Btalker tells of two travelers
from America who met on board a
Rhine steamer. They got into oon
versation, and each soon learned
from what town the other came. They
were together for two daye, and one
of them was overwhelmed with kind
ness by his companion. At last he
ventured to ask the reason, “Well,” an
swered the other, “when the war was
going on, I was serving in your native
state; and one day our warch lay
through the town in which you have
told me you were born, The march
had been a long one; it was u day of
intense heat; I felt on the point of dy
ing from thiret, when a kind woman
came out of oue the houses and gave
me & glase of cold water. And I have
been trying to repay, through you, her
fellow townsman, the kindnese she
showed to me.” Jesus Himeelf has as
sured us, that ‘“‘whosoever shall give
to drink unto one of these litile ones
a cup of cold water only in the name
of a disciple, . . shall in no wise lose
his reward.” .

It is finished, v. 30. We can picture
the joy of Columbue, when, after J!e
had well nigh worn his life out in
seeking the means necessary for his
undertaking, after he had endured the
perilse of stormy seas and mutinous
eailore, he saw at last the sunlight on
the peaks of the new continen!, and
knew that his dream was true, his life
work accomplished. We can sympath-
ize with William Wilberforce, th»
champion of slave emancipaiion, when
on his death bed, a few houms before
he breathed his last, the news was
brought to him that Parliament had
agreed to the expenditure necessary to
set the slaves of the West Indies free,
and he died with the shouts of the
liberated multitudes ringing in his
ears. But infinitely greater was the
triumph of Jesus Christ, when from
the cross He cried, “It ie finished.”
¥or He had flung open the gates of
heaven to all mankind, and He could
hear the tramp of the redeemed hosts
to the end of time, as they marched
with glad songe to their eternal home.

They shall look on Him, v. 37. A
pioncer missionary to the Indiane of
the Northwest relates the following in-
cident. In a schoolroom where he
taught and preached, hung a copy of
the famous picture, “Behold the Man.”
A chief came into the room one day,
and, pointing to the pleture, asked,
“Who is that?’ “Why are His hands
bound?’ “Why are those thorns on
His head?’ Gently and earnestly the
missionary told the old, old story.
When it was ended, the chief went
silently away. But again and again he
returned to hear about “the Son of the
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Study John 19: 1742, GOLDEN
TEXT—Christ died for our sins ac
cording to the scriptures.—1 Corin:
thiars 15: 3.

great Bpirit.” Then hie visits ceased,
and one day the mission y, riding
across the prairie, saw a new-made
grave marked with a cross. On in
quiry he learned it was the grave of
the chief. He had suddenly been tak
en ill. On his death-bed he said to his
eons, “The story of the white man is
true. T have it in my heart., When I
am dead, put a crose over my grave,
that my weople may eee what is in
my heart.”

Dieciple of Jesus, but secretly for
fear, v. 38. “One touch of your con
quering hand”—that was the request
made to the Duke of Wellington by
a young officer detailed for some dan
gerous service, With the touch of his
chief tingling through hie veins, he
was ready to do or dare anything, So,
the matchlees courage of the cross has
often tranefigured cowards into heroes.
The noblest deeds in human history
have owed their inepiration to Cal
vary. “How ehall we dare,” eays
Archbishop Trench, with that croes in
view, to lay out our lives for self
pleasing and self indulgence, taking no
part in the eufferings of Christ which
we can avoid, choosing ever the feast
and never the fast?”

“Love so amazing, eo divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all.”

A psalm which cultivates the spirit of
gratitude ie a psalm which we ought
often to read. If we were more grateful,
both our joy ang onr strength would be
increased. Gratitude is born in hearts
whir}} take the time to count up past
mercies,

Throughout the Bible God is the
friend of man; and, especially in the
earlier books, man epeaks to God as a
man to hie friend. A growing sense of
the distance of God and of the reverence
due to him inspires the later speech
with a becoming humility; but many of

the older addresses are marked by an ,

ease, a candor, a bluntnees even, which
are peculiarly welcome as showing how
real to the epeakers, and how human,
was the God they thue boldly addressed.
--From “The Prayers of the Bible."—
John Edgar McFadyen.

LIGHT FROM THE EAST.
(By Rev. James Ross, D.D.)

SPONGE—~The same substance that
we are familiar with to-day and which
has been known and used from the
earliest times. It is an animal, vet
it grows like a plant attached to a
rock, in the warm sea water near the
coast of Syria, Asia Minor and Greece.
The sponges are gathered by divers,
who pluck them from the rock, and
bring them to the surface in a net-
work bag euspended round their necks.

ALOES—A resinons aromatic wood,
which grows iin China, India, and
some parte of Arabia, and was ap
parently found at one time in the Jor
dan valley. The perfume was obtain-
ed by burying the trunke and larger
brgnches of the tree in the ground,
until the odorless white wood rotled
away, leaving the red, resinous part,
which was valued, not only for its
scent, but also as a medicine for gout
and rheumatism. Tt was ueed also for
burning as incense, and was often
carried about the pere « as a disin-
fectant. It has no co nection with
our drug, aloes, which is the dried
juice of a Weset Indian plant of the
same name.

THE CHRISTIAN'S TREASURES,
By Rev. Theodore L. Culyer, D.D,

The constant question in the haunts
of business men is, Where shall 1 find
a safe investment? Our divine Master
anticipated al. such question when he
said, “Lay not up for yourselves treas
ures upon earth, where moth®and rust
corrupt, and where thieves break
through and steal; but lay up for your
selves treasures in heaven.” Paul was
probably accounted a poor man at Cor
inti.; for he earned his daily bread
with a tentmaker’s needle. But in
God's sight he was a millionaire. He
could say, “I know whom T have believ
ed, and . . . that He is able to keep
that which I have committed unto Hin
against that day.” The great apostie
had made Jesus Christ his trustee. He
had put his affections, his soul, and
his everlasting hopes into his Saviour's
hands; and when he reached heaven he
knew he would find the great deposit
safe. He had laid up nothing that
moths could consume or rascals steal.
Hig investments were in the real estate
that never depreciates, and the Son of
God had charge of it. So may every
true Christian—whether in a brown
stone mansion or in an attic—congratu
late himself that what is most precious
to him is in the keeping of the Saviour.

The grand old tentmaker had other
treasures laid up on high also; ali the
glorious spiritual results of his life
were there. Brother and sister in Christ,
50 are yours and mine, however humble.
And whatever we give up for our Mas-
ter's sake increases our heavenly trea
sure. The profits which we might make
and which we sacrifice in order to keep
a clean conscience add to our wealth,
for they make us “rich toward God.”
Hoarding money, stealing time from
prayer and Bible reading, uursing popu-
larity, all are wretched.y impoverishing.
Giving up for Christ is an enriching pro
cess. Whatever we lay down here in or-
der to please and honor our Master will
be laid up to our account yonder. Our
God is a faithful trustee, He keeps His
books of remembrance. He will reward
every one according as his works shall
be. Two talents will pay a grand
dividend; yes, and even ome talent will
sparkle when some humble mission
school teacher presents her class on the
last great day and says. “Here am I,
Lord, and these children I brought to
Thee!” When we speak of salvation as
by grace and mnot “of works,” we must
not forget that other truth that God
will judge us all according to our works.
They will be laid up there. If the sel-
fish sinner's ‘“‘wages” are paid in hell,
the Christian's wages are paid in heaven.

Compound interest will make some of
Christ’s servants magnificent million-
aires. All that Paul gave up of worldly
pelf and profit and fame and ease aund
emolument will stand to his credit up
there; and the results of ali this life of
self-sacrifice for Jesus have been going
on accumulating every day for eighteen
centuries, and who can tell what they
will amount to when the judgment
morning breaks? People sometimes
speak in a pitying tone of “poor min-
isters with small salaries.” Wait until
the treasure chests are opened up yon-
der, and see if any ome will cal. that
hard working soul-winner poor. John
Bunyan when in jail comforted himself
with the thought that he had “rich lord-
ships” in those souls whom he had led
to Jesus, What a Croesus the old
tinker of Bedford will be when he comes
into full of his inheri I
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