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I'M LOST.

WERE you ever
loss, my child ? One
spring evening a
friend and myself
were walking along
a beautiful country
road The sun was
jast sebting, all gold
and purple, and
everjshing looked
very levoly inieed
Jasy io front of ua
was a httla girl
walking slowly a-
long, whom we found
to bs crying bitter-
ly. At firab we
could noé tell what
she said because of
her sobs; bubt after
a little time, we
found out she was
gaying, over and over
sgin: “I'm lost”
Pregently ohe told us
that har pavents had
only jast coms to
the villags, and tha®
her mother had sent
her ¢o the shop ab
the coramer of the
strest where thres
ways meb, She bad
taken the wrong

_yoad, and now was
: logh, Well, wo com-
: forted khe poor child,
i and pub her xight for
; hoer home, to which
| she went still sot-
_ bing with fright.
[ ow, I know a
reab many boys and
girls like this child
—they are loss, They
do aob know where
shey are going. How
is it with you? You
know you will not
gtay in this world
forever. Do you
know where you
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THE SLIDE.

will go when you
loave it1 The little
girl @wae griong farth.
er and frther from
her home every step
she took , and eo 1
18 with all who are
not the L.ord o Beery
day they ged firther
and farther away
from 'm

I Bpow where 1}
am gwung when |
.gave thie wor. ! an't
an 4. ghigeande ~¢
other persons, for
the Lord Jesusis tha
Way. “I am the
Way,” he saya He
will Jead you, if you
ooly ask him He
will be your Swiour
and your friend And
then you will know
where you ara go-
ing; for he will have
to'd you. Has ho
yas so spaken to
you?

MARY'S PRAYER.

HERE is a prayer
a dear little girl uvold
to say. C uld any»
thing be sweeter?
What o vory dear
little girl #ho must
have been' How
many of my dosr
little readers will
learn Mary's prayer ?
nnd then say it with
heart and soul ia
overy word ?

“Dear God, bless
my two littlo eyes,
and meke them
twinkle happy. Bless
my two little enrs,
and make the— tear
my mother call mo.
Blesa my two littlo



