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saine time, if it were not for Susie I
would hope that it iight he soon. A
witt'ul look grew slowly upon lier face, and
her gaze vandered froi her visitor to the ricli
rose, whose weight slightlv curved its siendet
stiein.

I Telil my grand-daugliter u hat your favor-
ite hvmn is," suggested Mrs. Osborn.

" Would lMiss Trenerv be interested ?" ivith
a tiiid glance at Ilope. IHlope iurimured a
polite desire to know.

It is the hymn which begins
" We speak of Ihe e:ilms oif fthe blest,
That country so bright and so fah

And oft are its glorics conf esed-
But what miust i be tb e thete ?"

Tliat's what I so oftei ask mvself. hVliat
iust it be to be there ?"

" But what do you do ail day whlien you can't
work ?' asked Hope, her eyes becoming Iiiiid
as she thought of the long hours of the many
davs which this suifferinig humain being was
comipellecl to pass ivitlout occupation, alone.

l What do I do ? I think. Only sonetiies
I an in too nmeuch pain even to thiik.'"

"But wlien are you in such terrible pain?"--
began H ope, lier eyes suffusing as she thouglht
of lier own brilliant and joyous life, witlh lot a
wishi unigratified.

I'm afraid you'il think I'm preaching,
returnied Mliss Dale, " and I don't want to
preacli." Hope mlade a negative gesture, and
Miss Dale continued : \,lien I was a little
girl, and able to go to clurcli, I used to lcar
the mîinister speak of the peace of God whicli
passeth ail understandinîg. I usen't to think
aivthing of it then, for I was a healtly, iappy
child. But iiow, for long years, I have beei
wanting to have that peace. And wleni I
suffer too nucli to think of antthing else, i
pray for that."

" Surely, if anybod lias it, vou have," 31rs.
Osborn ventured.

Just a little siglit of it iow and then-just
enoughI to know that it does, indeed, 'pass ail
unîderstanidinîg.' At those times I seem to sec
ho' it is that martyrs have gone to the flamnes
with songs of salvation on tleir lips. I seem
to understand what Christ icant, when He
said, "l The kingdon of licavein is within vou."

Hope started. Shte recollected how, a little
while ago, she liad fretfullv vislied to be in
heaven, as an escape from the petty vexation
whichi visited lier balmy life. But lere was
one wlo, vith almost nothing to mîake existence
happy, was proving, in lier own neek and
quiet spirit, that those who are most fit for
licaven nust carry soniething of it with thei
tlere. She could say nothing. She dare not
glance at lier grandmnotler, thougli she felt
certain that those gentle eyes vould not con-
vey even an inplied reproach. Shte remîained

silent, wlile Mrs. Osborin, under the pretence
of rearraniginIg the invalid's pillows, slipped a
crisp live-dollar bill under one of thei.

Thank vou ever so much for comuiig,''
said Miss Dale, as Hope slook hIands with lier
at parting. " \Vould you care-do you tliink
-- \ou vill ever couie agan ?" Then before
Slaope could answer, the sick girl continiued,
glaicing at 'is. Oshorn, "She is so beauti-
fui. It does Ie good to see lier."

O I shall come ofiten," cried Ilope. "l For
it does me good to be witlh vou

" s Mrs. Osborn and lier granid-daughter
passed from the rooi, the suiliglit faded a
littie, and Miss D.dle glancing at tile rose, per-
ceived that it had begunî to droop.

The old lady and the vounîg girl rode away
in silence. But just before reachiiig home
Iope turned to lier grandiother and said

"I don't wislh I was in lieaven just yet,
grandma ; but I wislh that heaven was in ile.

i You have shown ie somîething iew. "- The
Churchman, X. 1'.
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n Di.:a Yorx; Fim.:Nos,.--It is a
real pleasure to have this op,,orttun-
ty af writing ta you. fo- i have a

great love for all girls ; Ind I want
ta teIl you of somîe iii tI c Pnnîjab,

so that vour hearts mav be varie towards

1 must ask you ta comîe with fme into a big
two-storied brick buildinîg, righit awav in the
nortl of India, two minutes' walk outside the
Hall Gate of the great city of Amiritsar. It is
the Alexandra Scliool (so naied after I1.R.-1.
Ile Princess of' Wales, bv leave of .R. H. flhc
Prince of W'ales), a boarding-scliool for upper-
class Christian girls. As ou walk along the
passage and look into tle big school-room
tlrougi the glass doors, you will sec four
classes of girls industriously at vork. The
roomi is a large one, w'ith whitewashed valîs
and raftered roof. We notice at once the
nuiber of doors-for there are actually ten-
and several of these are standing open. I n
eaci class the teachier lias a little wooden plat-
formî, and arouind thtis are arranged the child-
renî's desks.

Let us take a good look at the scholars as
they work on unconscious of our presence.
Bright, happy, intelligent faces they have, and
iiost of theni seeni really interested in thîeir

lessons. Tliey eaci have a desk of tleir own;
anld as they sit writing, or stand to answer
soie question, we feel as if ve miglit alniost
be in dear old England. But, no ; we
notice their skin is darker thtan ours, of a


