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AT BEDTIME.

When my good-nights and prayers are said,

And I am warm tucked up in bed,
I know my guardian nngel stands
And holds my head between his hands.

I cannot see his gown of light,
Beenuse I keep my oyes shut tight.
For if 1 open them I know

My pretty angel has to go.

But whilo my eyes are shut I hear
His white wings rustling very near;
I know it is his darling wings,

Not mother folding up my things.

THE ENCHANTED GROUND.
BY BEECHHOLME.

*“ Mother said ‘Come straight home,’”
urged Jessie.

“Woll, this i3 straight; it's only going
through the wood instead of along the'

dusty old road. Come atong, Jess. Look
how shady and pleasant it is in there,
just like Dene Wood, where we used to
gather primnroses before we came to live
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ivery long time, sho ventured to put into
words o thought that was in Edgar’s mind
also, *“Aren't wo a long time getting
i through the wood 7"
“ Wo shall be out directly,” said Edgar
: doubtfully,
! But they scemed every moment to got
“into moro difficulty os the trees grow
thicker, and they could hardly see the path

At lust Idgar gaveup.  “We aro lost,
Jessio,” he said, with a very pale, anxious
look on his face.

. “Like the babes in the wood,” said
Jessie, feeling quite important for a mo-
.ment. “ O Edgar, what will mother do?”
+ And Jessie at that thought began to cry.
“We shall not be lost long; don't cry,
,9oid Edgar, trying to speak cheerfully.

*“Be quiet, Jessic, while I shout.” And he
put his hand up around his mouth and
gavo a long, shrill *“ Halloo."

Both children were terribly startled
when, as it by magic, a little 0ld woman
appeared from behind the trees and asked
what was tho matter.

“We arc lost,” said Jessie, in a half-
frightened tone, for she was guite inclined
at first to think that the little old lady,
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here. Perhaps there will be
and violets here.”

“ Mother does love violets,” said Jessie;
“but then, Edgar, we know our way over
every little bit of Dene Wood, and this
looks so big and—-"

“Well, come or not, just as you like,
shouted Edgar, already half over the stile
lending amongst the tempting shades, and
poor Jessie could not choose but follow, for
she was too timid to attempt to go home
alone.

And indeed it was lovely in the wood—
“far nicer than Dene Wood,” Edgar de-
clared, and Jessie soon forgot her foars
when, in a clear place among the trees, on
tho loveliest fairy-like banks, she found
two or three real violets.

“ You sce, Jessie,” said Edgar, “the path
leads quite straight along the side of the
r?]nd, 8o we sre going straight home after
a .l|

But, unnoticed by the children, they
were gradually leaving the edge of the
wood and going farther into its depths
After walking what seemed to Jessio a very,
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]with bright, dark eyes and brisk move-
wments,was a fairy;and was she bad or good?
| “Wecome from Bursham,” added Edgar.
i " Ob, my little dears!" said the old lady,
, taising her hands in astonishment. “ How-
rever have you wandered here, for you are

: four good miles from Bursham 2 ”

- * We had been on an errand for mother

. to Wolston,” Edgar explained, “and we

+ thought we could get back throngh the

| wood.”

., “No, never! unless you had some one to
guide you; and then it is a round-about
way.”

. “It seemed to go straight by the side of
the road,” said Edﬁ(ur, rather shamefacedly.

“ My little gentleman, did you ever read
about Christian and Hopeful getting on the

" Enchanted Ground and ther. to Doubting
Castle ©  That was because they thought
the path ran straight by the side of the
road. But there, perhaps you knew no
better.”

“Yes,” said Edgar slowly. * Mother
tld us to como straight home. It was all
my fault,”
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* Well, well, child, you bave had your
punishment, Come now with me and rest
o bit,”

“Can't you tell us the way howne 7" said
Jessie, who had quite decided tho old
woman was good, a3 sho had read “Pil-
grim's Progress.” ¢ Mother will be so
frightened.”

“Who is your mother, my dear child ?"

“Mrs, Briggs, and father is the Wes-
loyan minister ab Bursham.”

But Jessie was more surprised than ever
when the old lady gave her a hearty kiss,
and told her she was the image of her
father.

“Do you know him?"” said Edgar.

“Ido very well, my boy, and, what's
more, he is coming to preach at our little
chapel to-night, and you can stay with me
till he comes.”

Edgar looked as if he would like to do
80, but Jessie said, “ Oh, thank you; but
motl..r would be so frightened.”

‘ Well, my dear, she very likely would,
but you can’t possibly find your own way
home, und I have no one to send with you,
and it is too far for my old legs—and for
your young ones, too, I'm afraid. Well,
come and rest a bit, at any rate,” And the
children thankfully agreed.

What a nice little cottage it was! only
so lonely—just on the outskirts of the
wood.

Mrs. Spires—that was the old lady's
name—gave them some bread and butter
and milk ; and then she remembered that
Jones' milk-cart passed every night, and
she was sure he would take the children
to Bursham, as it was only a little out of
his way.

So the children’s adventure ended hap-
pily—more happily than at least one of
them deserved—for the ride in the milk-
cart was quite a treat. But when they
drew up at their own door, and saw
mother’s pale face, and heard her tell how
alarmed she had been at their long absence,
they resolved, or, perhaps, I should say, thab
Edgar resolved—not to travel from the
straight road onto the Enchanted Ground
again without a sure guide.

Later on in the summer their father
took them himself through the wood to see
old Mrs, Spires. You may be sure she was
delighted to see them, and Jessie told her
how she had taken her for a fairy, which
amuced the old woman very much indeed,

KATIES PRAYER.

Katie climbed up into the broad window-
seat, to have a nice time with her new pic-
ture book. And just asshe was beginning
to dream a lovely dream about two little
girls in a picture, Robbie came and wanted
to get up there too. Now Katie wanted to
be alone very much. and when she saw
Robbie coming, she felt just like saying,
“Qo away.” Shall I tell you whatshe did ?
She whispered a little prayer to Jesus, like
this: “Dear Jesus, make me a good little
sister to Robbie” And then she put out
her hand and helped him up, and they had
a happy time together. I think Jesus an-
swered Katie's prayer; don’t you ?



