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No. 1.5

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



)

lips, and mnke thom sponk kind and true.
Bloss my two hands, and mako them do
o0d, and nod toush what thoy mustn't,
gl(ea my foo$,and mako thom go whoro
thoy ought to. Bless my hears, and make
it love Josus, and my mother and father
and Georgio, and evorybody. Pieaso never
lot ugly sin got hold of mo—nevor, never,
for Christ's enke, Amen.”
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FOUND AT LAST,

A LITTLE girl stood by her mothor's
death-bed, and heard her last words.

“ Jessio, find Josua”

When hor mother was_buried her fathor
took to drink, and, Jessio was lefb o0 suoh
care ay o poot neighbour could give hor.

Ono day ehic wandered off with a little
basket in ker hand, and trudged through
one eirect oftor another, nob knowing
whers she wont, She had started out to
fiad Jesua. Ab lasd sho stopped, from
utter,weariness,' in'frond of a saloon. A
young man staggered_ont_of the door and
almost over her. He uttered tho namo of
him sho was seeking.

Can you tell me where He is?” she
inquired. :

* What did you aay 1" he asked.

“ Will ‘you please tell_me where Jesus
Christ is 7 for I musb find him "

The young man looked at her cariously
for a minute without speaking;:and then
his face sobered, and he_said in a broken,
busky vaice, hopelessly

“1 don'd know, child—I don't know
where be is.” ) )

At length the little girl's wanderings
broughs her to s park, A woman, evidently
aJewess, was leaning agains the(railing,
looking dieconsolately ab the green grass
and tho trees.

Jessio wend up to her timidly. '*Per-
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h;ss she’can tell me where hois,” was the-
c

d’s thought. Ina low, hesitating voice
she agked the woman

THI SUNBEAM.

* Do you know Jesus Chried 1"

Tho Jowoss turned fiercely to fac* hor
qusestionor, and in a tone of euppressed
pasion exclaimed :

“ Joaus Ohrisb is doad 1"

Poor Jossio trudged op, bub egon & rude
boy jostled againsb hor, and snatching her
basket from ber hand threw it into $he
stroed, Crying, she ran to pick it vp The
horsos of a passing séreet-car trampled hor
under their feet—and she know no more
till sho found horsolf stretched on & hos-
pital bed,

Whon the doctors como thab night they
know $hat she could nod live until morn-
ing., In tho middle of she nighs, after che
had been lying very still for a long time,
apparently asleep, eho suddenly opened her
oyes, and $he nurse, bending over her heard
bor whisper, while her face lighted up with
& smile that had some of heaven's own
gladness in ibs

“ 0 Jenus, I have found you at last | ”

Then the tiny liﬁwere hushed, bu the
queationing spirit had recsived an answer.

MILLY'S COAST.
BY M. LOUISE FORD.

TEE enow was very deep, bub the top
was all shiny and smooth, for it had rained
in the night and a fine crusé had formed
on top.

Milly stood at $he window watching the
big boys go down oa ihsic sleds in dhe
field back of the houts, It was great fun,
and they had such & good time the little

irl thought she would like to try ib too.

o after they had all run off 4o school, her
mamma bundled her up warmly, and help-
ing her down the steps said, “ Bave a nice
time, dear, and mamma will wateh you
from the window.”

She had never tried coasting alone
before, but it looked 8o easy she was sure
she could nfanage i she wasn's bub five
years old.

Sha was very caroful at firsh, and sat on
the sled with her fat little legs sticking
straight oubin front, and had several very
nico consts over the hard eruet.

“The boys don’t go so; guess Il try
the other way,” she said fo herself; and
after quite a time of getling herself fixed,
she lay down on her stomach, and the litile
fab legs stuok out behind as sho <w' :
spinning down the field. S

But ob, dear me! The heavy sledh had
broken tho crust away down at the end of
tho field, and Milly couldn’s see very well,
and counldn'b steer horself in this new posi-
tion Whiz! wend the sled, fastor and
faster every minate, until ib reached the
broken place, and then, instead of going
over ib, it wenb right under the crust,
Milly and all; and all that conld be seen
of the little girl was two feot ticking out
of the snow and waving wildly in the sir!

Mamma was watching, and in & minute
was harrying out to help her; but a man
paseing by hed scen it all, and rescned
Millg', gobbing and crying in pain an:

el _

Such a looking face you never savs,

3
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tho skin wns scraped by tho hard snow,
ond it was b’ecding badly.

“ Poor little girlio!” said her mamma,
comfortingly, as sho carried her home.
“She triod to bo like a boy and counldn's
Mamma's sorry, 8o sorry ; she was having
such a good time all by herself.”

All winter long Milly's poor little faco
troubled her, and sho could not go out
with tho others for a long $ime. And
when she did ge$ up courage to coast onse
more, she didn's 4ry tho boye’ way again.

Py

GOD WANTS THE BOYS AND
GIRLS.

(Gop wants the merry, merry boys,
The noisy boys, the funny boys,
The thoughtless boys— .
God wants the boys with all their joys,
That he may aa gold make them pure,
And $each Q{em trials to endurs;
His heroos brave
He'll h%ve ‘.ben; be,
Fighting for trat|
%nd %utity.
God wents the boys,

God wanis the happy-hearted yirls.
The loving girls, the besb of girls,
The wors$ of girls—

God wanta to make she girls’his pearls,
And so reflect his holy face,
And bring to mind his wondrous grace.

That beautiful

The wrorld may be,
And filled with love
-~ And purity.
God wants the girls.

OBEYING PLEASANTLY,

“ AUNT Mary,” said Harry, “eanIgou
to the top of the house and fiy my kite 7"

“No, Harry, my boy; I thiok thatis a
very dangerous sorb of play.”

“All right; then I'll go out on the bridge,”
said Harry.

“ Barry, what are you doing 7" said his
mother ono day.

“Spinning wy top, mother.”

“Gun's you take the baby out to ride #”

“ All righ$ ?” shouted the boy as he put
h}i;tOp away in his pooskeb and h&stane(f to
acbey. .

" " 4Uncle Williom, may I go over to the

sbore this morning t” said Harry.

“Ves, Harry,” said his uncle; “ I shall be
very glad to have you go"

“But I can’t spare you to.day,” gaid his
mother. “I want ~ou 80 go ond with me.”

“ All right,” said Harry..

No matter what Harry was asked to do,
or when refused, his constant answer was,
“All right;” he never asked, * Way can't
X" or, “Mustn't 12" Harryg had learned
to obey in good humor.

A LITTLE boy was asked, “ Who made
you?” “God made me,” he said. “Wh
do you think God made you 2" was asked.
*"Because,” he said, “he wanted a little

for , bo y to love him"”
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PRAISE THE LORD.
BY MRS, P. ALDERMAN,

I TaANK theo, Father, for the hour
Of daylight's freshost smile.

With riainF sun I seo thy powor

In corded leaf and opening flower;
All these my heard beguilo.

Is is, dear Lord, thy opening hand
That feeds the birds and me;
+ Nothing so small in all $he land
; 'Thy wondrous skill and love hath plann'd
ub thou dos$ alwaya see.

Sure he will watch and care for me;
He fashioned all my frame;

I know his love would have me be

From every sin forever fres,

. And triumph in his name.

{ So sweelly ha invites to come,

¢ I'll reach to him my hand,

And led him lead mo day by day

By his own will, in his own way,
To heaven's blissful land.

=

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER,
OLp TesSTAMENT HWTORY.

e, e i e T e

‘B 0. 2848.] Lzason 1V. ([Januery 28.
GOD's COVENANT WITHE NOAH,
Gon. 8. 8-17, Memory versss, 11-18,

GOLDER TEXT,

" 1 do sed my bow in the cloud, and it
ﬁmll be for a $oken of a covenanb bekween
o and the earth.—@Gen. 9. 13,

OUTLINE.

1. The Covenant, v. 8-11.
2. The Token, v. 12-17.

g
&
§ EVERY-DAY HELPS.
1
&

Mon. Find oub why God sent a flood
upon the earth~Gen. 6. 1-7.
+ Tues. Read about the great flood —Gen.
7. 17-24,
1 Wed. Read lesson versos.
4 Thur.Learn the Golden Text.
5 12?;& Find & boautiful promise—Gen.
¥ Sat, Learn why we think God will keep
his covenans.—Deub. 7. 8.
¢ Swn. Think how dangerous it is to
forget God.

DO YOU ENOW—

2

< How long had Absl been dead? How
many years make a century? Why did
God eay he muss punish the people? How
did ho punish them ?

What good man lived then? What did
Eod tell him %o build? What did he tell
‘him #o take into the ark? How many
#nen and women went icto the ark? Eight |

{ When did Noah and his fam'ly come
ub of the ark? Wha was the firsé thin
}hey did? Who game and talked wi

\

:K:._.._.s

! = -
Noah? What did dlfe Lord say he would

make? What is & covenant? What
promise did the Lord make? What is the
gign thay God remembors his promiso 7 OF
what does the rainbow remind us?

1 WILL TRY 10 REMEMBER—

That God wunis to maiko a ocovonant
with mo—Hob. 8.10.

That Jesus is the medintor of this
covenant.—IHeb. 12, 24.

CATRCHISM QUESTIONS.

Where is God ! Qod is everyw here.

What can God do? God can do what-
ever ho will.

B.0. 1922] LrssoN V. [February 4.
BEGINNING OF THE HEBREW NATION.

Gen. 12, 1-0. Memory verses, 1-8

GOLDEN TEXT.

I will bless thee, and make thy name
?0?; and thou shalt be a bleasing.—Gen.
22

QUTLINE.

1. God’s Call, v, 1-8.
2. Abram's Faiih, v, 4-8.

EVERY-DAY HELDS.

23[015. Rend God’s call o Abram.—@Gen
12, 1.9,
Tues, Learn the promise God made to
Abram Qolden Yaxh,

Wed, Learn how old Abram was when
God called him.

Thux. Learn from the lesson where God
mebd Abram,

Fri, Find when Abram's nasme was
changed, and to what—Gen, 17. 1-5.

Sat, Sec how mauy times Abram is
mentioned in Galatians,

Sun. Learn Jesug's call to you--Math
11, 28, 29,

DO YOU ENOW—

Who lived in the land of Ur? How
long after Adam did Abram live? How
long before Christ came ?

Whom did Abram worsbip? Who spoke
to him one day ? What did ho tell him to
do? What promise did he make them?
Did Abram know where his new home
wonld be? Why did he obey Qod?
Becauss he believed him. ;

Who went with Abram ? What did he
take along? To what land did the Lord
bring them? To what city did Abram
first come? What did he build there?
Where did he next stop? What did he
build there? What did the altar stand
for? Worship.

1 WL TRY 70 BEMEMBER—

That Qod calls me to leave sin and come
$0 him—2 Cor. 6. 17.

That if I obey him he will make me his
ghild—2 Cor. 6. 18.

OATEOHISH QUESTIONS.
Does God know all things? Yep, God

knows all things; evory thoughd in man's
hoard, ovory word, and every achion.

Will he call us to account for all we
think and do? A tho last day God shall
bring ovory work into judgmont, with
ovory gecrod thingf. whebher it bo good or

whethor ib bo ovi

WHAT ARE YOU GOOD FOR}

* CuiLbREN,” said Mr. Brown, * whab s
my watch good for1”

“To keep time,” the children answered.

“Bub suppose ib can's bo mado to keop
time, what is ié good for?”

« It is good for nothing,” they replied.

« Aud what is this pencil fori"”

“To mark with,” said tho children.

« Bub supposo it has no load, and will
nob mark, what is i ﬁood for?"

“@Good for nothing,

“Well," said Mr. Brown, “ what is the
uso of my knife 1"

“To cut with,” answered the little ones,

« Suppose it had no blade,” ho asked
again, “then whas ig he knife good for? "

“(ood for nothing.”

el me now,” eaid Mr. Brown, “ what
is a boy or girl good for? What is the
chief end of man?”

«Oh 4$hat's catechism,” said Willie
Brown. “‘To glorify God and enjoy him
forever.'”

“Very well. If a boy or girl does mod
do what e or she ie made for, what is he
or sho good for?” )

And tho children all answered, wikkound
seeming to think how it would sound,
“@ood for nothing.”

Dear boys and girls, if you aro nob scek-
ing “to glorify God and enjoy him for-
gver,” is ib not just as if you were “good
for nothing 7" ’

LITTLE BLOSSOM'S WIT.

THE quick w1t with which somo children
are gifted is illustrated in tho following:

« Mamma,” said little Gracie, whom we
call little Bloszom, as she tossed asido her
dolls, “may I go over ond sce Mra
Lonnis?”

“No, dear, not to-day,” roplied her
mother, who, knowing how often Gracie
ran over to “see Mrs. Lonnis,” was afraid
ghe might become troublesome; " sgome
other time you may.”

Gracio gathered up the rejected dolls,
bus sab for & timo in deep thoughh. At
last her faco brightened, and springing up
ghe eried . ' Mamma, let's play that I am
the mamma and you are my little girl”

¢ Very well,” emiled the unsuspecting
mamms, soxious $o amuse her lLithle
daughter; *now what must I1do? "

wAgk me if you may go to ses Mra
Loonnis ?”

« Well, mamms, may I go and ses Mrs.
Lonnis?"”

« Yes, my dear,” came the quick reply
from Mrs. Blossom, “and geb my bonnod
and I'll go, too.”

1t is needless to say they went—0ORild's
Gorn.
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QOING INTO THE ARK.—(Sce Lesson for January £4.)

WINGS 3Y-AND-BYE

“ WALTER," said o gentleman on a ferry-
boab to a poor, helpless cripple; “how is
ib, when you cannob walk, thas your shoes
ged worn 7"

A blush came over the boy's pale face,
but after hesitating a moment, he said:
“ My mother has younger children, sir, and
while she is out washing, I amuss them by
creoping about on the floor and playiog.’

“Poor boy!" said a lady standing
nisar, nob lond enonch, as she thought, to
he overhesrd, *“What a life to ieadi
What has be in all the fature to look for-
ward to 1"

The tear started in his eye, and the
bright emile that chased it away showed
that he did hoar her. As she passed by
him to step on shore, he snid, in a low
voice, bud with a smile: “1 am looking fa1-
ward to having wings some day, lady.”

Hoppy Walter! Poor, crippled, and
depefident on charity, yet performing his
mission ; doing, in his measuro, the Mas-
ters will, patiently waiting for the future,
he shall, by-and-bye, “mouns up with
wings as eagles; shall run, scd nob be
weary; shall walk, and not be faint.”

WHAT HENS SAY IN SLUMBER-
LAND.

“(Go 'way, you horrid chickie,” cried
Jaliey; “ you shan't have any of my bice
little yellow tomatocs. I want every one
myeelf.”

*But tho Biddie was very tame, and
perhaps very hungry, and doubtless
speciolly fond of yellow tomatoes, for sho
stepped slowly up, uatil she cou!d have
tuken bite abont with Jaliet.

-But the angry littlo girl sprang up,
clatching the pretty yellow-balls, and flew
up to the narsery. *Now, old chickie,”
she said trinmphantly,* you won'b go$ one.”
But havdly had sho enten her last tomato,
and put her head on the edge of the trun-
dlo-bed, before there stood the hen, with
bor fenthers roflled up, in the middle of
thé floor.

“Very woll, miss,” ebe said, “since you
won't obey the Golden Raule, you cau'h gob
the benofit of it. The hens have all agreed

1

nob to lot you havosanother cgg this
summer. Brindlo says you cau havo
on milk, Prircy will not ride you a
stop. tho birds will stop emging a9
soun 08 you appear, and puasy-cat Las
gone to hide bher kittens”

Julied eprang to her feet Mother
w13 rocking bay 6 crudle. and saying

[Huah gh sh

* Whero s tho ciirkio ?  asked Ju'iot

Thera's no chickon up hore,” whas-
pered mowma, raising ber finger,
* you'vo been as'eop.”

* Bub, mamma—" began Julieb; then
sho stopped and thought maybe sbe
had beon dreamiog  Sho wonb back
to tho yard, ond the tame old hen
strutted right up to her, to sce if there
were atr g yollow tomatoes left.

“ I'll got you ono, chickie,” said Julied,
So she unlatched the gorden.gate, ond
went boldly in, returning with two
beauties. And I don't think she was
ever quite so stingy again, after the visit
that hen paid her in slumber-lend.

-

OROSS SALLIE.

“Pur mo down! Puat me down! you
bad boy. Idon’s Jike you.” And $wo lit-
tle feet kicked hard against the shins of the
bti)gl;)oy who was lifting up the soreaming
child.

“O cross Salliel Shemo on Sallie!”
ceied half a dozen voices.

Little Sallie stood off and scowled ab all
of the mocking children,

“S:0 hero, S:llie,” said the boy who had
picked her up againsb her will, * I thought
you wanted to get up there, and couldn'}
‘oause you were too little. I didn'd pick

ou up to plague you.”

v Sall‘i)o stoo?igoﬂ‘ an looked into his face
The smiling eyes, looking down into
hers, pleaseg her. Thers was no teasing
sud mocking thero, only kindness. She
slowly drew near, and a$ lasé took hold ¢f
his hand. Soon the big boy had *“Oross
Sallie” 1 his lap, telling her sbories that
made her laugh,

“Ho! look at Oross Sallie !” called out
ono of the big boys.

“Who makes her crosa?” answered
Sallie’s friead. * Nice work it is for big
boya to tease little girls uatil shey make
them mad, and thea call them names.”

The big boy thought it was time to go
homo to supper, and Sallie smiled at her
friond, and said:

“Good boy; Sallie won't be cross any
more.

Sallio was good now bezause the big boy
}vg.s ;(;iood and had acted toward her as a

riend.

Ovn littlo boy of four, and his sister, a
year older, were “ playing doctor” one day,
and ho wae eelled in to see a sick doll.
When tho litile girl inquired what he
thought *the matter could be,” he replied,
“Seems a good desl like the new monie
(pneumonia), but I guess,” he added after
a little rcfection, “ there is come old monis

mixed in with it”

THE DELUOR.—(Se¢ Lesson for January 28,)

WHICH LOVED BEST'!

« I LovE you, mother,” said little Jobn;
Then forgetiing his word, his cap went o
And he was off to the gorden swing,

And left her wood and water to bring.

“] Jove you, mother,” said Rosy Nell:

“I love you better than tongne can tell.”
Then she teased and pouted iall half a day,
Beeansa sha goald not go oud to play.

“I love you, mother,” said little Fan’;

“ To-day I'll help you all I can; A
How glad I am that school doesn't keep |'B
So she rocked the baby till it fell asléep. B

Then stepping softly she bropght the
broom,
And swepb the floor and tidied the room}
Basy and happy all day was she, '
Helpful and bappy as child should be.

“T love you mother,” again they said—
Three little children going to bed.

How do you think that mother guessed
Which of them really loved her bash ?

ONE WAY TO OURE FAULTS.

No one has ever tested this remedy of
thoroughly as id ought to be tested. M
little group of mothers were talking ongh
afternoon aboud their boys, who werd
children of about the samse age, and of 41y
habit of exaggeration into.which the litt3
fellows had been falling. .

Said one mother: “I have reasoned witlg
my boy repeatedly, but so far withoge
success.” K

Another said: “I have been scolding
Willie overy day, but i$ scems impossiblg
to break him of tho habib”

Still another eaid: “I have bsen conll
pelled to punish my boy, and yet he dog
not seem to be cured of the bad habit” $§

Another said: “I believe that my chi§
has entirely broken himself of the habit.§

* How did you accomplish it ?” askod
choras of voices. ,

“ Well,” said $he mother quietly, “1 jo§
loved him out of i%.” . .



