HAPPY DAYS.
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THE LAND OF NOWHERE.

10 you know whoro the summer blooms

or' all the year round, )

ea; Whore thoro nover is rain on & picnic

day,

deWhpro tho thornloss roso in its beauty
S Rrows,

id; 4nd little boys never aro called from

I lay 1
mg . Ob! hoy! it is far away,

' In the wonderful land of Nowhere.

Fo}xld you like to live where nobody

Fod scolds,
Where you nover are told, “It is timo
o Jor bed ;"
w@Mero you learn without trying,and laugh
T %’ without crying,
® t Whero snarls never pull when they
sk comb your head ?

8 v ! Then oh! hey! you must hic away
i To the wonderful land of Nov.rhoro.

aleg you long to dwell where you never noed

¥. waib,

b Where no one is punished or wade to

R oy,

Wrere a supper of cakes is nob followed
me. by aches,

c@ £nd little folks thrive on a diet of pic—
ipel. | Then oh! hoy ! you must go, I say,
.t 1 Tothe wonderful land of Nowhere,

.-
iM¥oth must driit down ths river of Idie
¢4 Dreams,
etk Qlose to the border of No-man’s-Land :
wsdog & year and a VSSY you_must sail away,
}‘ ind then you will come to an unknown
red strand.
M; { And oh! hey! if you got there—stay

3, i. 1111 the wonderful land of Nowhere,
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&Yy LITTLE LESSON FOR A LITTLE
®, yi | QIRL. .
Uy \ BY DOROTHY KEYS PACA,

go: LITTIE Mabel Owens was sick. And
what was still worse, she had been sick
Id fox some time, and was likely to be in

ere same condilion for many dsys to
d gome, which was “baddest ™ of all, Mabel
ought.

apf The trouble came about in the autumn
plévhen Mabel wenbd chestnut hunting and
fell from that tall tree that lcoked so
rexy easy toclimb and wasn't easy at
All. " Just as t! » daring adventurer reach-
$d vut for a still higher branch, something
'ﬁ:\ppeq and before she knew whab was
‘D¢happening she strack the ground with an
' uwfal bump, and ever since, her knee had
%030 dono upin a plaster case, and the
MEitle girl had to lis in bed, with nothing
2 &n do but amuse herself with her oyes and
iers the best she could. Then, too,

\0 (habel’s mother was poor, and obliged to
hetyeork to help in caring for the little ones,
* bo_the invalid couldn't have refreshing
drigks and dainty food to help her on to

R peedvery, and many times her throat grov
% ighed, and her head feverish anu o’.,
i ew she did long for some good things

d
K

ice-crean, and lemonade, and juss then ber
eyesTested on some artiticinl peaches orma

wenting & whito straw wall 1...ket.  “Ubl
how I would ltke saome peachrs®™

Mabel bad usked her mother t- hang
the basket in her room, for she thought
those peaches just tho pretticet she had
over scen. But now, the sight of them
only acted o8 a tormens, for the longer
she lookod ab thom the more sho wanted
some real peaches, and those she know «hoe
couldn’s have, for thoy were too poor to
hay fruit at that scason, fruit that camo
all the way from sunny Culifornis.

Still the longing was there, and turn her
eyes whero she would, she only saw great
yellowpeaches,and tinally 8 lump scemed to
risoupin her throat, and two big, salt tears
splashed down on the pillow ~ And just
then a happy thought came to her.

*“There,” she said, * I'm ashamed of you,
Mabel Owens! I'll shut my oyes real tight
and just pray to tho Lord to make me not
want those peaches.”

Following that resolve, she held her
oyes shut with her fingers and said cut
loud: “O Lord,please make me not to wanb
thoso peaches, evon when my throat is
very dry, and pleaso don’t let me forget
that I prayed to you not to want them,”
which was o very quecer psayer indeed ; at
lenst 8o thought the dactor, as he stoed in
the door and heard the words.

But, heing a wisc doctor, he didn't lob
the little girl know he had overheard
her appesl, for he saw she was too feverish
and excited then for much talk, so he just
drew his own conclusions and decided that
this patient nceded something besides
medicine.

After some cheerful talk and a fow jokes
the doctor left, inwardly talking to him-
gelf as he drove off :—

«Peaches,”’ shesaid. She wants peaches.
Hum ! rather expensive desire, that! Well,
1 suppose she ought to have them. The
Lord wouldn't put it in my heart to send
them to ker if he didn't want her to have
them ;" so, driving straight to a fruit
store, & basket of the longed-for fruit was
purchased and sent on its way to give
happiness to one littls soul, while up above
one more unselfish act was recorded for
that good old doctor.

At first Mabel couldn't believe her oyes
when the pretty little basket of _real
peaches was placed on the bed beside her
And it was not until one was peeled, and
ber hot throat felt the cooling fruit “just
gliding down,” as she expressed it. that
the fact was realized,—she actually bad
what she longed for—peaches.

“ And to think, mamma,” she said, “I
prayed tho Lord not to let me want therm,
because I thought I couldn’t get them,
and here they come, just as though ho
sent them ; isn't it funny 7"

“ Not * funny,’ Mabel, dearie. It only
shows that we have a very loving Father,
who always finds a way to holp us when
he sees we are trying to help ourselves.”

‘ LzaBN o cultivate a choerfnl temper.

“FOR ME™

LirTLE Carrie was u heathen child, about
ten yoarw 012, with black eyeefdark skin,
curly hair, and light nead form. A little
whale after shie hegau L o to school, the
teacher noticad «no day thas little Carrie
did nos look as happy as usual “My
doar,” she kaid, “ why do you look so’sad 1™

“ Becauss 1 am thinking.”

“ What are you thinking aboub?”

« Oh, teacher ! I do not knuw whether
Jesus loves mo or not”

“ Carrie, did Joaus ever invito little chil-
dren to comoto him?”  The littlo girl
ropeated the verse, * Suffer littlo childron
to come unto mo,” which sho had recently
learned at achool.

“Well, who is that for!"

In an instant Carrie clapped hor hands
and said, * It is not for you teacher, isit?
for you nre not a child. No, it is for mo’
for mo 1"

from that hour Carrio know that Joaus
loved her; and she loved him back with
all her heart.

Now if the heathen children learn that
Jesus loves them and beliove his kind
word as soon as they hear him, ought not
we, who hear so much about the dear
Saviour, to belisve and love him too?
Every onc of us ought tu say, "It is for
me it is for mo!” and thruw oursclves
into the arms of the loving Saviour.

POLLY'S ANSWER

MoLry aid Poll
Sunday -school m!
schocl clasa,

“Do you think, children,” asked the
toacher this morning, “that God has re-
membered to give us any blessings ?”

“Yea'm," said Molly.

“Yes'm,” said Polly.

“ Well, when he has gaven us €0, many
nice things, what ought we to do 1™

“We ought to bo glad about thew and
enjoz them,” said Poll{.

* \We ought to thank him,” said Molly,
giggling a little at Polly's queer answer

¢t mo tell you something about Molly
and Polly. When it rains, Polly remem-
bers how bright it waslast weck, and what
good times they had, but Molly forgets
that it ever has been ¢'oar weather. When
the sun shines, Molly thinks “it 18 o
awfully hot,” bus Polly likea to* fool overy-
thing grow.” Molly does not sce why she
has to study such long lossons. She wishes
she could play all the tie , Polly says that
working hard beforeband wnkes recoes all
the more fun when it comes.

Molly wishes she could have as many
playthings and parties os hor noxt-door
neighbours; Pol says she wouldn't
change places with anybody 1n the world,
go mauy nice things are always happening
to her.

That Sunday morning when BMolly
loughed at Pollys queer answer, the
teacher said she thought it was a good
ono; she ssid sho thought that being glad
over our blessings waa one very nice way
to be thankful. What do you thunk ?

belonged to the same
tofthe same Sunday-



