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On so deop a mystery our language must

necessarily be imperfect, and open to exception;
but at any rate, thie day may H. be present in
our bearts £ May He consecrate us, young and
old, with a new fire of love 1 May Ho stir us
up te fresh deeds of devotion, freah triumphs
of selfsscrifice and self centrol I May He
purify and invigorate the seuls of those who
are prepariug te pledge themselves anew to the
service of the Lord Jeans Christ i As we kneel
arourd the Holy Table, and like John the
Peloved, lean our heada on the bosom of our
Master, may the Holy Spirit of Truth consume
in us everything that fa not of God, and send
us forih from this memorial festival of Hie out-
pouring clean and strong and rejoicing I-From
the Church/ Mesenger.

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
WILL YE GO AWAY?

Stands the priest in vestments spotlese
by the altar, meekly spread,

Waits te plead the Body broken,
And the precious Blood outshed.

Waiteth-yes, but ah, how sadly i
For, though few etill meekly pray,

From thoir Saviour's table turuing
Haste the multitude away.

"Net in all eur sin and sorrow,"
Thus they plead, "'tis botter so-

Botter leave the feast untasted,
Than to est and drink our woe."

Foigned excuses a]]! Nay bearken I
Bear the Blesoed Master say:

'This, that svery sin shall pardon,
How thon can ye go away ?'

How my seul the Fiend tormenteth:
'Ab, poor failure darest thou stay?'

Jesus' loving anwer pleadeth i
'Wilt thou alseo go away '

No, Lord Jeans; sin-étained, weary,
Just because I need Thee so,

Can I, dare I, ever leave The.-
bWhither, Saviour, could I go?

Weary 1 Yes, but Thon canat rest me;
Weak 1 In Thoe no more Isbrink;

Bungry I Now Thy Body feeds me;
Thirsty I From Thy wounds I drink,

Pitying Saviour, make us tarry;
Lest, in that last awful day,

Anguish tara wo bear Thes saying,
'Yo have chosen-go away II

-Minnesota Misionary and Church Record.

A BIT OF THE WOODS,

nY MABOS T NANDGaIIFT.

'I Saw such a pretty Lhing at Miss Stillman's
te day,' aid Kate Cameron to her especial friend,
Annie Elliot, as they walked selowly home
together on the last day of school, 'it was just
one of those little affaira that look so easy, when
once w. have seen thom, but which don't oeour
to everybody.

'Am I te bear what it was ?' inquired Anne,
amiling, as ber mate atopped speaking and
gazed at a steeple in the distance.'

'Oh. yes ' said Kate, coming back, 'I was
Qnly thinking-it was a contrivance made of
bireh bark, te bold flowers, and 1 atudied it
carefully for future reference. It was a piece of
birch-bark, about a quarter <f a yard long and
nearly as wide; and the two ends were sit for
three or four foches into thirds, and thon the
outaide thirds were wrapped over and stuck
inside the middle ene, and just pinned together
with a long, strong twig, and it was filled with
eartb, and ail sorts of pretty little growing
things-gras, and trefoil, and wild atrawberry,

and two or thre kinds of wild violets, and
ferns and the four different clovers, and it
looked exactly as if somebody had picked up a
little corner of the woods, and put it into the
birch-bark-it was too pretty for anytbing l'

'I don't know what the 'four difforent clovers'
can be,' said Anne, 'I only know of two.'

'Oh, Aune l' and Kate gave an impatient
groan ; Aune's ixdifference to flowers was quite
a little cross to her. 'Dan't yon know that
lovely pink clover with the queer name, and
the bright yellow, with flowers like little
button balls, that we found last summer on the
Cape Y Of course you do ! Bat now, se here
-I want yeu to help me make some of those
things to give away. Tom will get me the
bircb-bark-he's a dear boy, and nover happier
than when he la climbing-and we'll begin to
colleeot for thom the minute we are settled at
the Cape, and thon, the firat day we come iute
town for anything we eau bring three or four,
and gîve them te some of the people who can't
get away l'

'Snch as T sud Anne finished the question
with a doubting little smile.

'Oh, you noedn'tlooksceptical I I've thought
of several, already ; one la that little shoe-
maker, the hmpbacked one you know, Who
bas Lia shop in a cellar, and nover sees anything
but feet out of his widow; I noticed, the
other day, how he hobbled out and picked up a
rose somebody threw from au upper window-
a poor, half withored affsir. And another is
our washerwoman : she does love fliwers, and
abs bas a yard about as big as a dining table.
And another is that cross looking old womau
who rente s room in lier bouse-'

'Please translate l'
'In the washerwoman's-Sally Barton's-

bouse, Mise Particularl You knew perfectly
well what I meant I Anyhow, there are three
right away, and I know I shal think of more
by the time we've finished those, and it'a you
that's going te make the baskets, or boxes, or
whatever yon chne te cal them-yon know
you do that sort of thing particularly neatly.'

Anno was quite willing. She was les
observant and less talkative than, ber friend,
but quietly persistent lu what aho undertook,
and it was she who proposed a walk in search
of the birch-bark, the day after their arrival at
the pleasant seaside iarmhouse where they wore
to spend tbsir summer. Tom-Kate's younger
brother-enteredinto the quest with cheerful
alacrity.

I'll fetch you something svery time I go to
the wooda for a fish pol,' h. said, 'I suppose
they muât be little, pretty thinge, that sort of
Lide themselves ; i often find snch thinge, but
I nover thought before that anybody weuld
care for them. And I should think you might
twist the birch bark up into diferent shapes-
cances, and baskets, and sBch things.' He was
pleased tbat they applauded and adopted this
suggestion, and proved botter than bis word
about contributing. Some of the prettiest
flowers and mosses were those which he brought
home. ¶he work was so faacinating, and the
transplanted rmots, well watered and cared for,
so soon looked at home in their new quarters,
that the girls went on until six pretty minature
gaidens were finished, No twa were alike,
except in their prettiness, and, on the first
occasion when a small shopping expodition
made a legitimate excuse for a day in town,

tey arried the little gardoens with them fo
distribution.

Tom's help was valuable bore again ; ho
placed the bark boxes, in thraes, on a smrnal,
thin board, which just beld them, and Letted
atout twine about thom, finishing with a con-
veniet handle at the top, so that they were
really very little trouble in the carrying.

More than one aubdued exclamation of 'Oh,
how pretty l'gratified Kate and Anne on the
way into town, and amusement was added te
thoir gratification when a benevolent ]ookingold lady, seated just bohind them in the car,
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asked if their 'pretty barden' was for sale. They
checked their inclination te laugh, and Aune
quietly replied that it was not ; thon, struik by
the look of keen disappointment whicb flitted
across the motherly face, ahe surprised herseif
by obeying au impulse, Tnrning ·thut s
might face her listener, ah. said-

'We made them to give away, only for that,
I assure you, madam ; and if yo will allow me
to give one of mine to yon, I shall be very
glad.'

'But I am afraid I should be robbing some
one else,' replied the old lady, flushing like a
girl, and pausing with half outstretched hand.

'IL would be only au irdefinite and potential
someone else,' snd Anne amiled b-ightly, loosen.
ing the twine as she spoke, and handing one of
the vretty things across the back of the seat.

,My dear child, I will take your gift in the
spirit in which it le given l' said the old lady,
speaking as impnlsively as Aune had spoken,
'but it is but fair that yon should know why I
se coveted it. It la not for myself; I have a
young grand-daughter who bas been abut in
ber room for weeks, suffering in mind as well
as in body, for ah. la completely discouraged
about herself. She'used to spend hall ber time
in the snmmer walking and riding through the
woods and fields, and now that summer bas
come, she seems more heartbroken than ever,
and in the saddest way ; abe fa sullen, almost
vindictive, and ber one thought seems ta be
that she fa being punished boyond lier deserts.
I have taken flowors to ber, again and again,
but ah. seems perfectly indifferent te them, and
I thought perhaps the sight of these lovely
wild things, growing as theygrow in the haunts
ahe loved se Well, might touci lier heart with a
botter feeling.'

The speaker had been led on, by the look of
respectful eympathy in the bright faces before
ber, te speak much more fully and froely than
she had intended to do when e began, and
she ended with an apology for obtrading her
affaira in such a manner upon strangers.

'Though aomehow,' she said simply, vou
don't seem like strangers, my dears, and so I
am going te alk yon te tell me about what you
mean te do with the rest of your pretty gar-
dens.'

It was Kate who told, but both girls shared
in the warm, comprehending sympathy of their
new friend and all were sorry when they came
te the end of thoir journey, and were obliged to
separate. Kate gave an exnlting little chuckle
as they sested themelves in the street car.

'To think/ ahe said, gleefully, 'that it was
you, Mis Propriety, who responded te a
perfect stranger before I had the ghost of a
chance l

'She didn't seem like a stranger at all,' replied
Anne, 'ah. had a sort of 'everybody's mother'
look about-ber that made me feel as if I had
known ber for years. Look 1' ah. added,
lowering her voice, and guiding Kate's eyes
with ber own, A boy whose stwisted foot and
leg accounted for the cruteh beside him, sat
opposite, holding on his knee a heavy looking
basket. His face was so pale and thin that his
dark eves looked unnaturally large, and they
were fired, with hopeless longing, on the little
gardons which Kate carried. 'It's my turn
this time,' she whispered, as they rose to leave
the car, hurriedly detaching a basket as ah.
spoke, and as she passed the boy, she laid the
gift on the ugly burden lie was carrying, The
look in bis eyes, as he raised them, brought a
rush of tears te ber own. 'Oh,' ae exclaimed,
after a few munites silence, why haven't we
ever thought of this before?' Anne's answer
was an indirect one. She stopped at the door
of a sbabby little trimming-shop, saying,

'I can get the cotton and needles just as Well
bore as anywhere. They're sure te have
theim.'

It was pretty to see the face of the pale,
tired-looking woman behind the counter, when
Anne, handing lier a dainty canoe filled with
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