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fAMILY DEPARTMEJTI
" JEISJS GREAT LOVE,"

POU PRINCIPAL PESTiVALI oP ADVENT, EASTI,
ASolNSIoN DAY, dc.

We sing of the wonders
Of Jes 'a great love,

Who came from the Father,
Prom glory above;

To seek poor lost sinners
In mercy He came

And died to redeera us,
From guilt and from shame.

And now W rejoice
In Jesu's great love;

And soon we'll behold Him
In glory aboya I

n.
O'er death He bas triumphed,

He rose from the grave;
To heaven He's ascended,

Almighty to save:
He stands interceding.

Our cause to maintain;
His morit still pleading,

Till He cometh again.
And now we rejoice

In Jesu's great love;
But soon we will praise Him

lu glory above i
I.

Behold I He returneth,
His "lkngdom" to claim;

All nations shall own Him,
And bow to His name;

Ris saints thon shall meet imti,
And with Him shalil reign ;

"Come quickly," Lord Jasus I
"Comea quickly " again I

For now wo rejoice
In Jesu's great love;

But thon we'Il adore Ilim
In glory above!1

St. Jude's. -Rev. Thomas Mils, MA.

GRETA'S EASTER IFFERING.
DY MINNIE N. KENNEDY.

It was the Sunday before Ash-Wednesday,
Quinquagesima Sunday, and the little girls in
Miss Ashland's class, gathered in a group about
the register at the end of the church, were talk-
ing over thoir plans for the coming Lenten sen-
son in subdned whispers.

Lent was not nerely a part of the Church's
year which grown up people observed, to them.
Young as they wore, for the oldest vas not
quite fourtoon years old, they realized that they
were not too young to follow in the footsteps
of thair Lord, and imitate as best tiey might,
Hie blessed life of self-sacrifice and self-denial.
They could not do grown people's work for,
thair Saviour, but they could euvo Hlim none
the less faithfully in thoir childish way, and
little sacrifices, and little duties well doue, as
unto the Lord, were as acceptable to Him as
greater deeds.

" Well, girls, what are we going to do this
Lent? " asked Miss Ashland.

Every year the girls bad choson some special
object as thoir Easter offering, and had boit
their best anergies to its accomplishment.

" Miss Ashland, I lad thought of something
that would be nice for us to do, only I don't
know whether dong it vould really be an Bas-
ter effering."

"Well, what is it, Nelle dear," said Miss
Ashland encouragingly, "tell me what it is, and
thon we will soon be able to determine whether
it will be worthy to be an Easter ofering."

j;
"You remember Walter Barton, who used to

sing with the choristers ? "
Yes, Mies .Ashland remembered him well, for

lie had the sweetest voice of then all, and when
he had sung the solo part in the anthems, his
face lad lighted up with solomn joy, as he sang
God's praises, and sometimes as his sweet boy-
ish treble floated through the church it seemed
as if one could catch an echo of the heavenly
choir.

" Yes, dear, I remember him well," Miss Ash-
land answered.

" He will never get over that bad fall ho had
last winter," went on Nelly. " The doctor says
that he wilI always be a cripple, and will never
be able to walk again. I was there last week,
and ho feot so badly to think ho would nover be
able to come to church again. He felt worse
about that than about anything else. His mo-
ther said she meant to get him one of those rol-
ling chairs that sick people eau wheel them-
selves about in, but that they were dreadfully
exponsive and it might be a good deal over a
year before she could save up money enough.
You know she's real poor and has to take in
washing to aarn ber money. 'Now I was think-
ing if we could only earn moncy enough this

.Lent to buy one of those chairs so he could go
to church every Snnday how happy it would
make him. But I don't know whether it would
really be an Easter offring."

" Inasmuch as ye have done it unto the lest
of these My brathren, ye have dono it unto Me,"
repeated Miss Asbland gently. "I think that
would be a very acceptable Enster offcring, my
dear child, and I am glad yon thought of it.
What do you say, girls, to Nellie's plan ?

.'I think it would be lovely, if we could do
it,' answered one of the others.

" But, Miss Asbland, those chairs cost a great
deal of money, and I am afraid we couldn't earn
it. If we were older we might, but I don't
know what we could do."

." I will try and think of some plan," said
Mise ABhland.

" SupPose you all come to my bouse next
Wedneday afternon after church, and porbapa
by that time I shall have contrived some way."

The girls had great faith in Miss Ashland's
powers of fading ways and means for any good
work they wanted to undertake. so they eager-
ly premised te come, and some of them aven
wiseod that Wednesday was ,not so far away
that they might know a little sooner what plan
they were to adopt.

Ash Wednesday dawned clear and cold, and
when the bells rang thoir summons to morning
service, the eîght little girls in Misa Ashland's
class were all in their places with their Prayer
Bocks in their hands, for tiey loved the fami-
liar verds 'wbieh were already dear Wo thoir
childish ears, and they knew where to find their
places and could follow the service as intelli-
gently as any older people.

They met at the church door after the after-
noon service and went home with Miss Ash-
land, trying to persuade her to tell them what
her plan was, but she told them they must be
patient a little longer, and though she smiled
at their aixions curiosity she would not gratify
it.

When they had taken their hats and wraps
off she led them into the sitting room where
they found the table covered with bits of bright
silk and flannel, scraps of cardboard, bits of
bright zephyrs and some cardboard and pie-
tures.

" Does that explain my plan to yo?" asked
Miss Ashland, smiling.

"'Oh, do tell us quick, Miss Ashland," ex-
claimed t4ellie eagerly. " What are all those
pretty things for? Do tell us quick."

The little girl almost danced up and down in
ber eagerness ta know, and as the other girls
were equally impatient, Miss Ashland did not
keep them waiting any longer, but proceeded
to unfold her plan.

"Suppose we meet here two afternoons of

every week all through Lent," she suggested,
" and I will show yon how to make all sorts of
pretty things ont of these scraps, thon on Eas-
ter Monday afternoon we will have a little fair,
and I think perhaps we will make 4nough mo-
ney ta bey Walter the chair."

''Oh, that will be a lovely way;" cried one
of the girls, while enthusiastic Nellie threw ber
arme about ber teachor's neck. ' You always
do think ot such lovely thinge. You are the
nicest teacher in the world." she whispered,

The other girls were cqually delighted, and
wore aîxious to begin work at once, but as it
was too late to do mach that afternoon, Miss
Ashland persuaded them to be satiafied with
appointing the aftéèIneons on which they were
to meet, aid promised te have somo work
ready for each of them, that they could do next
time. -i

They were punctual te the minute At their
next time of meeting, and some of them could
scarcely wait for the hour to ceme.

Perhaps you can imagine what a neige they
made as thoir tongues kept pace with eight
busy pairs of bands. Each one of them had
learned to do some kind of fancy work and
Miss Ashland had work al ready for eah of
thei.

" What can you do, dear ?" sho asked, as she
came to the youngest one of all, littlé Greta. -

" I can't do anything," murmured Greta,
sadly, as she drooped her head to bide her
crimson cheeks.

" You must not say that dear," said Miss Ash-
land, taking the little brown bands in her own.
"I know these are very busy little ?o%Âs and
accomplish a great deal. I am sure your
inother would not tell me that you could not do
any thing. Perbaps you mean th at you cann ct
do any funcy work."

" Ye,m, that is what I meant," answered
Greta, ber face growing bright again at her
teacher's praise,

"Can you kait ?'
"a, yes'm, I knit 'most all the childron's

stockingse." answered Greta. for ishe was a gen-
aine littie frauclin, and the shining needles
would click very rapidly in ber busy fingers.

" Then you shall knit some stockings of this
bright scarlet yarn," and Miss Ashland drew a
ekein from the pile of pretty things on the ta-
ble. "I want some for my little brother, and
when these are done I will buy thom and keep
thom for him tili next winter."

Greta was delightad te fiud that ignorant as
she ad thought herself there was yt some way
in which ste ceuld bclp, aud lier husy brown
fingers were soon flying nimbly as she wound
the scarlet yarn into halls. The two hours
passed all too quickly to the happy children,
and it was wiLh a sigh of regret that they put
their werk away wben the striking ef the dlock
warned thea that it was time for thom to go
home.

"Miss Ashland," said Greta, " may I take
this yarn home with me, and knit tl4e stock-
ings thora ? Then perhaps I eau learn to make
soma of these other pretty things and work on
them bore.

"l t will be very nice for you to knit in the
spare minutes at home," said Miss Ashland,
" and next time yon come I will show you how
to make these pretty crocheted mata."

Greta's face grew bright at this promise, and
her heart was very light as she hastened home.
ward, for she had her afternoon tasks yet to
porfonm.

With three youngeç;brothers and sisters there
was always plenty of work for the induatrions
little girl to do, and she vas very prond of,3bE-
in able to help ber mother.

When she reached home she fond a kind
neighbor standing beside ler mother's hed4 with
a look of great concern in lier face. _

"Oh, what is the matter?" criedi G.eta,
sprlnging forward in alarm.

(Te be continued.)


