
We Mhttll come Willi J<<.v una gluUnenB.

Wr jhall gather round the throne.
F'iif, to face wJth those that love us,

vVe shall know aa we are known.
And the sonK of our redemption
Shall resound through endles« day,

When the shadows have departed
And the mists have rolled away.

W* knew that Heavsn is very near

te the earth. So near. In fact, that

when they say on earth: "He is

Ijone!"—t^-Ht very moment, in heaven,

they say: "He's come!" So near is

earth to heaven that angel messenserK
pass to and fro: "I am Oabriel that

stands in the presence of Ood." So
near that the voice of prayer can be
heard and answered. So near that the

music of that everlastlnB sphere has
been heard, aKain and again, by mys-
tic souls. So near that members of

the anKellc host have a practical in-

terest In the transactions of earth and
the events of time. So near thnt

ever and anon, the dying saint has had
a vision of the beauty and glory of

that everlistlnfi country. When the

nlU pilot of Boston harbor lay dylns.
hv suddenlv lifted his emaciiited form
and exclaimed: "I sec a light." .\

friend who was watching near by in-

quired : "Which light? The Rostoii

I.iijht?" He answerei "No." Anain
his friend inquired: "^hi' Highland
Light?" No!" sHid the old pilot. Once
more his friend ventured a seoi;;raphi-

cal guess: "The Minot L,i(lht?" "No.
no, no!" said the lying sailor, i seo

the lisht of lilorv.' Thousands have
seen that litjht: "a light ne'er seen on
land or sea"—the liKht of glory!

We know that heaven is a splendid
place for a good investment. Spiritual
"interest" is a supernatural com-
pound. It more than matcheK the

compound interest of another sphere.

There Is a divine usury which more
than eiiuals one thousand per <'ent. of

our earthlv currency: "Go. .«ell all

that thou hast, and give to, thi- poor
and thou shalt have treasure—treasure
In heaven, where moth doth not cor-

riiiit. ni>r iheives break, through ami
steal." To .Jesus hciixen seemed to be
M) real. To the ri h vouiii,' ruler

he.iven seenicil to be -so unreal. V»'hcn

William H. N'anderbllt. the poss"sso!'

of one hundred railllon dollars, s'.vcot

hv a gust of an^cr. d'^oii'jed dead in

his own oarlor. he was worth -"X-
aitly- iKithini?. .Vot a farthin" h<i<l

hf to pav the boatman who fi-rricil

his Hi'.ked soul over t*" river <>(

d»nth. Nothing: Kxu .iv- notliiuir'

What a slender thrcrid hinds the

richest man to his bag of ifold. *'ii-

lumlms betrgerl his wa' fri ni court to

lourt. offe'-ing thi' kiurs of the

larth a new world. Mut the sovi"-

elgns of the old world had no eye tn

see Ih" spleiiors of such an iiTip'-rial

)>ossession. So heaven goes ItcU'-lnK
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