
LITTLE SISTLR H
mouth. The next instant, unobserved, the had
•lipped rorn her chair and gone to the barn.
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a wh le. To think of old Betty, the gamett.
speediest, best mare I ever owned —" '»'""'"•

There were protesting screams from the barnIhey were mstantly recognized as Little Sister's.
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blocked the door, and rushed to the barn

old Betty , stall with an ax in his hand. On somestraw in a far corner lay a sorry-looking colt.But It was not alone, for Little Sister stood over
it, shaking her tiny fist at the black executioner,
and screaming with grief and anj;er:

You shan't kill this baby colt -you shan't

-

don t you come in here-don't! How dare you,
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"j*"" ''"" b'"'' ^y" had awed thenegro ,n the doorway. He had stopped, hesi-

tating, in confusion.
^

"C„? ^lY'J"^",^^'^d Uncle Jack firmly.
Come, Little Sister, let us go back to grandpa "

But for once in her life Uncle Jack had no influ-
ence over her She was indignant, grieved. She
fairly blazed through her tears and sobs : she wouldnever speak to grandpa again as long as she lived!As for Jim, she would kill him as soon as she


