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Grandma smiled and shook her head,
and said, “Yes, ther. is—guess what it is.”
They both guessed many things, all very
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Then the little girl understood the text.
God loveth a cheerful giver, and if he
sces your heart going with your missionary
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WILL HE LOVE

An Enghsh paper tells natis
woman in India who came to the home «
the missionary with bare feet and lookin
very weary, yet showing by her counten-
ance that there was some matter about
which she was most anxious.

When asked what she wanted, she drer
a piece of crumpled paper from her dress
which proved to be a bit of a torn tract, anl

she held it out to the missionary sh
said, “ These are good words. They sa:
that your God is love. Do you think he
will love me 77

This was a strange idea to a woman of
India. She had been tanght from he
carliest childhood that all the gods wer
full of hate. Every storv she had ever
heard about any of the numberless gods her
parents and kindred had worshipped, was
concerning their wars or the bloedy sacri
fices they demanded.  Indeed, the word
love had never been mentioned to her in
connection with any divine beine.

Can you wonder that it was a surprise
to her to hear of a God who cared for his
ereatures, and whose very name was Love !
I think that if we had been trained as she
had been, and suffered what she had suf
fered, and ove had come to us and told ns
of a loving Father in heaven, shonld
have been willing to go far and through
Le Lot sun to ask something more about
this
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NEAKNESS TO IHEAVEN.

The nearness to }n‘:l\'un s r‘llj_:;fv.-t(-t] ln.\'
the epithet, * Christians, there is
only a veil botween us and heaven. A veil
is the thinnest and frailest of all conceiv-
aile partitions. It is but a fine tissue, a
delicate fabrie of embroidery. It waves
in the wind; the touch of a child may stir
it; an accident may rend it, the silent ac-
tion of time will moulder it away. The
veil that conceals heaven is only our em-
bodied existence; and, though fearfully
and wonderfully made, it is only wrought
out of our frail mortality. So slight is it
that the puncture of a thorn, the touch of
an insect’s sting, the breath of an infected
atmosphere, may make it shake and fall.
In a bound, in &8 moment, in the twinkling
of an eve, in the throb of a pulse, in the

h of a thought, we may start into dis-
embodied sp iirits, glide unabashed into the
company of great and mighty angels, pass
i » lig H and amazement of ete rnl!\
the great secret, gaze upou :pl( n-
which flesh and blood could not sus-
tain, which no words lawful for man to
utter could deseribe! Brethren in Christ,
there is but step between you and
death; between you and heaven there is

but a veil.—Selecled.
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