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A\ Ay Lo and fro in the twilight pray,
Tms 1 the ferry for Shadowtown;

It Jdways ~ails at the end of day,

v Just as the darkness is closing duwn.

Rest, little head, on my shoulder, so;
A sleepy kiss is the only fare;
Drifting away from the world we go,

saby and I in the rocking-chair

See, where the fire-logs glow and spark,
Ghitter the lights of the Shadowland,

The winter rain on the window—hark *
Are ripples lapping upon its strand,

There, where the mirror is glancing dim,
© A lake lies shimmering cool and still ;

* Blossumsare waving above its brim—

. Those over there on the window-sill

. Rock slow, more slow, in the dusky light;

Sileutly lower the anchor down.
Dear little pussenger sy, “ Good-night,”
We've rerched the harbor of Sha towtown.
—Lillan Dynevor Rive,

SOMETHING TO DECIDE,
' Suk was homesick, at least not exactly,
though it was her first day at school, but
she was thinking, It was almost bed-time,
and she dreaded it.
’% For the first time in her life she must get

 Berself ready for bed in a room with threo

. ' and knew how things went.

Sther girls, strangers to her, aud two of them
Rt le'tst laughed and chattered so much that

‘ihe) made her nervous. If she could only

-fhp away to her room before the others, and
l‘mve a few minutes of quiet! But there
‘was no use in trying for that; the moment
%he bell rang they were all expected to

roop to their rooms.
If thie truth must be told, Sophie Baker

1"3015 a little like a coward. She did mnot
) %\ind brushing out her lovely hair before

_the girls, nor getting out her pretiy dressing-

:‘*ga.se and using her ivory-handled tooth-
é - . .
: ‘%rush nor even puiting on her dainty night-

, gress with its delicate lace trimmings; “the
thing that she did aot want to do was to
' &neel down before those girls and pray.
he knew there were girls who never did
,glus she had heard Mollic Andrews, only
few days before she lefc home, laughing

o bout a girl in school who kept her “baby”

Fhabits, and always “said her prayers” be-

:-’ ore she went to bed. And Mollie Andrews

$had been in boarding-school for two years
What was to
done? Sophie was the youngest of all
e girls, and could not bear to be laughed

; f 8t, and she “most koew,” she said to her-

, that none of thoce girls prayed. Yet

sl hiad never e Loy Iite one to Jeepowg @

, Nt praying, and it shocked ber tee thank o f
! uluing 8O,

Of course -he wouldn't, tat caldd Jt sl

;\“l' into bed, cover her head clowely, and

Cpray as well as she could on bt knees?

Thix was what she asked herselt with a
beating heart, while the girls buszed amund
her, busy with u last glanee at their next
duy’s lesson,

Sophice had been very carefully taught,
shu kuew that 1f she were sick and could
not kneel down, God would lw as well
pleased with her prayer in bed as he would
on her kuces, but how sbout creeping into
bed and praying because she was ashamed
to have others see hor?

1t made her cheeks glow to think of 1t.

“T'll never do it,” she said at last, deci-
dedly. “1 shall kneel down and pray just
as usual, even if they all laugh and poke
fun at me” After that she felt happier, it
was so comfortable to know just what she
was going to do.

1t took her longer to brush her hair than
usual that evening, and the merry voices
around her did not quiet the beuting of her
heart, but at last she dropped on her knees
and buried her face in the mllow and tried
to pray. It was very still all about her;
the girls might be planning sowe fun, but
they did it quietly. A sweet sense of being
with Jesus stole into Sophie's heart, and
when she arose, the loud beating which 1t
had almost seemed to her the rest could hear
was still.

But why were the other girls so quiet?
She looked about her, every girl was on her

knees.
One by one they arose quietly, with no

air about them of having done, anything
strange or unusual; they kissed one another
good-night, their voices just as happy as
before, but a little quieter, and very soon
the light was out, and they were resting on
their piliows.

“I have much people in this city.” It
was a part of a verse that Sophie had
learned not long before, and it floated
through her wind as she went to sleep.

Perhaps the Lord Jesus has “much people”
in that school where she had foolishly
imagined hersell the only one who prayed:
She did not feel lonely any more, and it
seemed to her very silly to have been afraid
to pray. What 1f she had jumped into bed
without 1t, and all the others had knelt?
How ashamed she would have felt.—Pa%sy.

Tiere is no velvet as soft as a mother's
lap, no star 50 lovely as her smile, no musie
so melodious as her voice, no rose so fragrant
as the memory of her love,

1
CHE CHILIVS CATECHIS
At ok who had heard a ool dod
ot the cate v once asked o there

wos net a0 Rty dosm,” for the Galdies
She meatt <hoater amd sampler torm

1, abeutt the came rebation to the catochnan
that a kitten has to a cat. Now, there s
such o beantiful litths book, xpectally o

pared for the youmgest eluldren. A huds
bit ot it will b piven with each Sanday -
schoal lesson, th cach number of the Sr.
LEAM, and we want every one of wr 1t
readers to earn it ol by heart atd say o,
first to their ma or pa at home, and then ta
the tencherat school.  We hiope that parents
will help the httle folk to learn and ay this
short lesson, and that each teachor will see
that 1t is not neglected A good plan will
be to have it said by the whole cluss to.
gether at the close of the lesson, It will unly
take a minute, or less, nud, if well learned,
will never be furgotten, and wiil bo a great
blessing to thu children all their hives long,

'l‘llE BARBM{’S H.
BY QUi

It was in cholera times that n man, sit-
ting in a barber's chair to have his beard
taken off, spoke of the cholera,

“It is my opinion,” said the barber, a«
he wiped the lather from his razor, *that
the disease is in thehair.”

“Then you must be very careful about
what brushes you uge,” replied his customer
thinking that, if the barber was right, he
was in danger of getting the disease from a

hair brush
«“(),” rejoined the barber, “1 don’t mean

the ‘atr of the ‘ed but the Aair of the hat-

mosphere.”
The gentleman laughed a guiet httle

laugh, aud went away wondering why the
barber had not learned to put lus ’s where
they belonged, and not to trot them out
where they where not needed.  I'ethap: he
had been told to mind his s and Q's, but
the schoolmaster had forgotten to tell him
to mind his H’s.

- twee .

ADY bl l'UJ{I'llA\I)

1 NEVER saw such a gir.  You are
always finding sometaing to do.  What 18
itnow?” “I'm going to sew a button on
my glove.” “Why you are not going ont,
are you?” “O o 1 ouly like to get
things ready beforchand.” And so this
little thing, that had been persisted in by
Rosa Hammond until it had become = fixed
habit, saved her tnore troubls than she her-
self ever had any idea of—more time too.
Try it. I you do faithfully, you will never
reliniuish it for the slipshod “ time-enough-
when-it's-wanted " way of doing.

“RY



