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“ [I"S VERA WELL.

1t's vera weel, thrvughout the day,

When ta‘en up wi' watk or play,

To think 2 man can live alway
Wi'oot a wifey.

It's vera weel when cla'es are new,

To think they'll always last su,

And look as well as they do noo,
Wi'oot a wifey.

But when the aoles begio to show,

‘I'he stitches rip, the buttons go,

\Vhat in the warl’s a man to do
Wi'oot a wifey.

It's vera weel when skies are Jear,

Wheo's fricns are true and lassies dear,

To think ye'll gang through life, nae fear,
Wi'oot a wiley.

But clouds will come the skies athwart,

Lassies will marry, {rien’s maun part;

\Vhat then can cheer your saddened heart ¢
A dear, wee wifey.

It’s vera weel when young and hale,
But whea you're auld, aqd cr:uqd. and frail,
Aad yow blithe spatits ‘gin tofadl,

You'll want a wifey

But mayhap thea the lassie deas,

Will treat your offers wi* a sneer;

Because you're cranky, gray and sere,
Y e il get nac wfey.

Then haste ye, haste, ye silly loon ;

ase up and scek about the won,

And get heaven's greatest earthly boon,
A wee bit wiley.

BABS SUNDAY MORNING.

BY ANNA PIRRFONT NMVITER.

It was Sunday morning, and Bab and
I were spending it at home.” Usually wo
went to church, accowpanied by Bab’s
papa, for Bab was an inveterate church-
goer. No one could be more eager than
she for church time. There was such a
pleasing excitement in getting into all her
good clothes, in making sure her *fve
centses ” were tucked into ber glove, ready
for the * k'lection,” in tho happy walk to
church, with one dimpled bhand nestling in
papa’s, and her little fat legs taking two
steps and a skip for every ono of his long
strides.

Once there, how dclighted to walk up
the aisle, glancing shyly under her wide
hat brim at many & friendly face: De-
lightfu), toc, to help bunt the place in the
bymn-book, and then join in the singing
with might and main, if not cxactly with
the spirit aud the understanding. Then
camo tho eng-~«ing task of slipping an
envelope out of the strap infront of her,
and printing, with infinite serionsness and
baby patience,
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What a pleasnre it was to tuck tho
‘“five centses” into the envelope and seal
it ap, and how greai was the ever-recur-
ring fear that tho clder would forget to
hand tho collection plate into our particu-
lar pow. The feat of dropping her con-
tribution whea the plato was oxactly op
posite to her always sent & deep flush to
ber pink choeks, and the little smile of
dolight at accomplisbing her task often
brought an answering gleam from tho
clder’s oyes as ho passed on,

The rest of the service, I gricvo to say,
wasnot nearly so interesting to Bab. She
had an inward conviction that tho sermon
was an entiroly unnecessary part of the
service, and could never understaud why
her faintest whisperings were 8o rigor.us
ly repressed. Yce, there was no doult
that the scrmon was s trial to Bal. Dt
the opening servier wss so delightfal it
much overbalanced the rest. To stay at
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home on a bLright Sunday wmornit g, just
because mamma had a very bad cold, and
because papa ¢ really wae afraid to try
her alone,” was a very great strain on her
baby temper.

T bad told nurse Kate to bring Bab
into my room, and then go to church her-
solf. So we two woro left alone, I with
my favorito church paper,and Bab with
a pile of picture books large enough to
keep her busy all morning, as I fondly
imagined. But thisX soon discovered was
one of the many mistakes I make injudg
ing Bab's capacity, for X was just half
through my first article when a doop sigh
from Bab claimed my attention.

Y wish,” she said, looking me full in
the face, to render the remark more em-
phatic and reprehensible, ‘I wish I was
a heafen.”

“A heathen!”
what for, Sunshinet”

She did not look like sunshine that
moment, either, in spite of her flufiy
golden hair and dimples. There was a
determined little expression in her rosy
face that foreboded a thunder shower ; but
I had found « pet name judicionsly used
wag very soothing sometimes to baby
moods, and g0 I tried it. Thistime Bab
was beyond such blandishments.

#Cauge if I was,” she explained,

crossly, “Icould play with my dollies
when 1 has to atay home on Sundays.”

* My poor little lamb,” T cried, gather-
ing my ungraminatical would-be heathen
intomy arms, “those poor folks don't
have any church like ours nor any Sun-
day, either.”

** Well, I don't lika Sunday. Oos can't
play.”

« Oh, dear,”” I answered, * but thers
are 5o many things yon can do, Let's
study the Sunday school lesson.”

« No,” objects my little rebel. I
don't went to study my Bible book. Ze
lessons ’bous Cain gettin' mad wif Abel,
‘causo no Gre came. Huh 1’ she went on
indignantly, * why dido't he strike a
match an’ light his own sac'fice 7 1doesn’t
want to hear dat Rible. X knows all ze
Bible now."

Overwhelmed by the exteat of Bab's
Biblical knowladge, T made« mental note
toindulge in theological explaunations at
some future dute, when Babis in & more
receptive mood.  Then T ask, weakly :

« Well, what do you want to do{”

“ T want to string beads,” she declar-
ed. -¢1f T dust wes a Caflic cook like
Mamio T could play with beads or San-
day.ll

« Oh, you don't have to be a Catholic
cook,” X replicd, cheerfully.

“ Mamma has & whole lot of Sunday
beads to play with. Il go and get
them.” )

As T hurried into my dressing-room
for the beads, I wondered whether, if my
Paritaa great-grandmother could see me,
she would cousider her pilgrimage in
vain, but I banished the thought and re-
turned with the boads, a strong sitk thread
and a necdle.

¢#Now, Bab, Ict's make s Sunday
string of brads! You know ever s
many Biblo verses, and for every ono wo
will put a boad on this string, big beads
for big verses, gold ones for thoss you like
best, and wee ones for the baby verses, or
thosu with little children in them.”

« Oh, mamma, won't that bolovely 1
cried my littlo enthusiast.

Then & discussion. onsued as to the
very ivngoeal verse she kaow, and, Lefore
wo could decide, all of Bab's verses wero

I echoed. ' Why,
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‘gonc over. We finally chowo, * They

shall be mine, eaith the Loid of hosts, in
that day when I make up my jowels ; and
I will sparo them,as o man sparcth his
own gon that servoth him.,” Then, as wo
bent over the beads, bunting the very
largest one, her wistful blue eyes wero
raised to mine:

“ Mamma, do you think ze dear Lord
would let me be His bracelct, alwaya close
on His dear arm §”

“Porhaps you may be, Bab,” I an-
swered softly ; and then followed another
question, shyly this time and a little hesi-
tatingly :

“ Mamma, when yous teached me dat
verse I finked why would ze dear Lord
spare us if He loved us? Yous oftop say
yous couldn’t spare me.”

Carefully and lovingly I told her the
two meaniugs of the word * spsre,” ex-
plaining how the dear Father sparcs us.
The little sigh of satisfaction which came
proved how much her baby mind had paz-
zled over that verse. I wondered to my-
solf why she had not asked the question
before, and thought bow strange it was
these little ones, who lie in our arms and
rest on our hearts day and night, so sel-
dom let us know their own secret
thoughts. How carefully and sympathe-
tically we must deal with them if we
would win their confidences. How many
a mother who has never known the real
child who has grown up at her knees!

Meantime Bab was intent on her
string.

“ Let's put my baby verse on next,”
she said ; and a gold bead was selected,
while Bab reverently repeated, * God is
love.”

‘ Blessed are the pure in hes:t, for
they shall see Go3d,” followed, and for this
we decidsd on a crystal bead. It's pure,
I told her, liko clear water, or Bab’s heart
when it is good and no paughty deeds
havo muddled it. Six green glass beads,
all alike, wore put on for the shepherd
psalm to remind us of its greon pastures,
and she confided to me softly :

“ Dolly "—1 wasalways Dolly whea
Bab loved me more than usual, when she
was giving mo some sweet confidence—
« I fink dat’s ze dearest onc of all. It's
dot zo dear Lord 8o in it. When I'm
playing lammic I always fink of zat
verse."

After that wo went veryslowly * Sof.
fer the littlo children  was added, and
that long verso which it cost Bab 83 many
cfforts to learn .  © For we kaow that if
our carthly house of thie tabernacle were

* dissolved, we bave a building of God, an

houso not made with hands, cternsl in
the heavens.” How well I remember the
comment she made when I taught it to
her and explained, ¢ Dissolved, dearest,
is like = spoonfal of sugar; if you put it
in aglass of water you know how soon it
goes away.” * Oh, no, wmamma,” she had
interropted, cagerly, *it's not gone. Yous
dust can'tsco it. If yous taste ze water
it’s dust a3 sweet. I suppose zo desr
Lord dust changes us as casy as sugar.
\We's dere, only yous can't seo us.”

She remembered ono or two more
verses, and then our string was done. I
held it op in the snnlight and wo admired
it, and wishod wo knew moro verzes to
pat on. We decided to learn over so
many moro doring tho week and lay the
string away to show pepa when he rotorn-
cd. 1called Bab's attention to her pic-
tatc-books, and plunged eagerly into my
owan paper. In a minate my reading was
interrupted by that plsintive little ques-
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tion, so dveaded by tired mothers, by
which will bo asked a8 longas tho woryg
stands,

“Mamma, what shall I do aext

“Ob, most auything,” I answore),
recklessly, and tho reply came triumph.
antly :

t Den I’ll paint & whole lot of fairies’

“ Very well,” Teaid. * So am I going
to paint, but I mean to paint Bible pic.
tures.”

“Den I')} paint zew, too,” cried Bab,
falling hoadlong into my trap, justas]
knew sho would.

% Ob, mamma, let’s begin at ze infer.
once and paint all ze way froo.”

“Certainly,” I agreed politely,
though I felt a little bewildered. 14
often heard of drawing an inference, bat
never before of painting one. Meantime
Bab bad hunted up her paint-box and her
-own little Bible. She opened the bosk
at the first chapter of Genesis, whenl
found that * inference ” in Bab’s vocaba:.
ary corresponded to ‘‘entrance ” in mine
and we began to paint. I took a pieceof
paper and raled seven spaces for the seven
days of creation. ‘Then Bab carcfuily |
copied my page, her kindergarten training
onabling the little fingers to do almost as
good work as mine.

Next I divided my firet day, and paint.
ed it half black and half yellow, explain.
ing to Bab the tlack represented * in the
beginning the earth was without form
and void,” end the yellow, * God created
light and divided it from the darkness.”

« For thesecond day we filled upour
space with a large blue circle, a black line
drawn across showing . dividing of the
waters which were under the firmament
from the waters which were above.

The third space bad a circle witha
continent on it. Trees, apples and pump
king were grouped in tho corners to show
their creation. In the fourth space went
the sun, moon and starsin vivid greens,
blues and yellows ; and in the fifth =e
tried to make fowls and great whalw,
We did not succeed in this very well, bat
wo both learned the littlo sentonce, ¢ And
God saw that it was good, and God blessed
thew,” and we stopped a little while to |
talk about how sll animals were made by
the dear Lord, and because they have His
blegsing wo must be gentle and loving to
them.

A wonderful Adam and Eve wero st
in the sixth space, whom we clothed with
flowers to represent perfect happines
The svventh spaco was loft empty. Iex-
plained it represonted perfect rest, and
concluded my little lecture with the re
mark :

¢t S0, Bab, you seo the world wasmsde
insix days.”

*¢ Oh, no, mamma,” sho replied, quick-
1y, * you moan six of zodear Lord's dajs.
Zo preacher say that. Hesay a day wif
ze Lord isa tbousand years, and Katie
say, that's & drefiar long time”

¢ Certainly, Bab,” I answerod, makicg |
a moatal noto that not alt of Dr. Leog -
thy's sezmons had flown over Bab’s head. |
I wondered how many other portions hsd
taken lodgement in the rational atomsof
her brain, waiting thoro like bright asgels -
rozdy to meot and defeat thodark doakt
sod questions that are sorely hidde
down the pathway of lifo for my innocent
littlo traveler. .

at a footstep in tho hall below dir -
sipatod all Bab's theological enquirizs,
acd with & yell of delight Bab rushoea it -
hor papa’s arma and the Sanday morning
was over.—JInlerior, !



