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'ME Lfl'TLE GIRL'S HEAUT.
Trhe followving dialogue occurred

unie day beîween a pious Cather and
biis lIhîle daughter Every hatle girl
ivho reads this article, and every
other littie girl ought to understand
what God means wvhen lit say.s,
'IlMy son, [or my daughter,] give
me thine-heart." No little girl cari
go to, heaven tilI site bas given lier
lieart to God. Every littie girl who
reads this dialogue may suppose, if
she pleases, that ive have selected
and printed it to lielp lier to lear;i
something more about lier heart:

,P, srttW Maria, suddenly, one
day after she lind been thinking for
somne time ; 'lPa, what does- Iteari
rnean ? When you talk about rny
lieart, 1 can't thirik of anything but
those gingerbread liearts that we
eait.'

Yeti know, dear, that your heart
is flot anything thàit you cari see.'

IlOh, yes, pua; 1 knov my heart
is nlot like those, but I want ru know
%vhat it is like.'

l'You knowv there is sornething
.withiri you whieh loves and ites ;
this soinerhing is your heart. So
wh-en God saSs, 'give me thine
heart,' lie means 'love me.' '

-Pa, it seems as if 1 %vanted to
love God, but 1 don't kriow hov.'

' You know how to love me, don't
you V

' Oh,' yes, pa.'
' But 1 hever told you tb love me.'
' Oh, but thait is veÈy different.'
Dfferent4--how V
'Why, pa, 1 Aee -youi and knowv

ail about yoir, and you love me.'
4 13o y.ou love nôbody thàt you

124veneyer seen, Mari ti
1 d't;1as yMd e e toi :48 -deu'b

I love grandpa, and uncle George,
and auntCaruline. But then Ilhave
heard you talk about them, pa, and
1 know that y ou Io ve tliem, aud, they
have sent me presents.'

' So 1 have talked to you about
God, and you know that 1 love Him,
and he has mnade you more presents
than any body else in the world.'
Besides, you love people sornetimes
who-have nevergivenyou anything,
and wvhorn none of us have ever
seen. Don't you remember little
Hlenry and bis l3earer ?

&"&Yes, pa, 1 love Henry, I arn
sure."

"Yusee then it is possible to
love the character of the people
w.!omn you have neyer seen. Now
the character of God is infinitely
lovely ; he deser. es tu be loved more
than ail other beings together ; and
if yout love those ivho have beeni
kid tu you, only thinki wiat, God
fias dorie for you. Hie gave yon
parents, when you could net take

*car, of yourself ; he bias given you
Çuod and clothing, and health and
friends; lie bas watched over you
by nigbt and by day, and wben you
w ere sick he mnade you well ; and
tiv, when he cornes to you after al
this, and says, ' My daughter, give
ie thine lieart,' you Say, 'No, I

can't, 1 don't know how; I cari
love iny father and motheéri andl
brothers and siÉters ; but 1 cannot
love God wio, gave thcmn ail to

"&Oh, papa, 1 i]7i, 1 do love
him,"1 replied blaria, with -fervor.

"&Perhaps you think sa inow,
Mària."

"&Oh, I shail a:l*ays love him;
1 knôw 1 shall."1
Rê faiier à srled.


