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Oulr J)I1unç Jfollits
A SONG FOR THE CHIL OWEMT

I'm not ai raid of Jeaus,
Tbough I amn but a cld,

Aud Ilo the Ring of Glory,
The Lord, tho Unduflod.

le cille tho cblldren to Hini,
Uesli littho girl and boy.

Anul in is arma la resta tjeni,
And gives theni love and joy.

l'Il go and talk Witb Jeansi,
And tbis ia what l'Il say-
Oh blesa aud keep nme, Sam'iour,
A.nd over with me atuy."

For oh it mnust ho pleasant,
In tunes of griet and fear,

To feed Bis arma around me,
And know that lie ie near.

l'il go aud walk ulith Jeas.
Along the King s higbWay;

Bell ibold my baud aecuraly,
And help mea every dey.

AKnd Wheu Wire ach the City
WVbose gates are open ide.

WVhat happiuesa to enter
Witb Jesns by my side!1

TIJE CIJILD .1ARTYRS.

A TALE OF THE scorrîSU COVENANTEmts.

By the aide of a hrawvling mountain streain
stood a bonnie Scottisbi lassie, witli glinting huair,
and haro brown legs and iaughing cyea. Poised
on one foot, she toucbed tire waîter 1ligbtly with tire
other, and tlien drew back with an affectation of
alarni.

IlIt's cauld, Donald, and it's deep," site cried,
with a merry ]anghi. IlWinna ye lift rue acroaS."

"Dee, nao; gin ye canna comte yersel', yo matin
gang haine," answored Donald front tAie opposite
batik.

"lWeel, gin L mauin, 1 mnatn," and witb a dasb,
and a rpliash ice littie lassie crossed tîhe streami,
and stood by lier brotlîer's aide.

deDonald, luik 1" sIte exclainmed, laying liter baud
on the boy's arm. "lCanna ye sec-"

But te boy's band was on ber mouth, and the
wordsanrrested. IlWbis, blysie, it's the sodgers."

Up the morintain pass caine tire glittering bayo-
nets, and before tire cbildrcn conld gain the shielter
of te underwood the open space by tic streamn
was filled with armed mon).

"lMn' ye dinna te11 thim onytbing: h.a a bravo
lamsie, Mfysie," whispered Lire lad, pattin-g cu a
bold front.I "They 'wiîmna hurt ye."

"lHere, boy," cried oné~ of the( forêoot men, ini
a tone of autlîority, Ilhave yon st-en anybody pass
this wa-y this morning 1 "

"lýNo înony folks pass tlîis way," answered
Donald, evariveiy.

"INo, porhaps not," said te soldier, signifi-
cantly ; "lbut one has passed, and that flot an hîeur
ago. ]lring the boy bore," lie added, turning ta
the men. And tîvo o! tîmont seized tr lad and
forced him to te iiorse's aide. "lHave you 8een
the mnan I spealk of, mian 1 "

«'What hile 'vas ]iel" asked tire boy, witb a
'warniug glance at Ilysie.

"lThe cub knows bim," said one o! the mexi ho-
bind. lRobert B3rook lias heen te lus fathcr's
bouse often cnougb."

'< Do you knew Rbhert Brock- " asked te oficer.
491 ken him for a gude man, wbo nover did ony-

body barin," replied the boy. bravely.
-W'll, thon, wvhich rond did lie tale 'ilon ho

passed boeo?"
1I cainna say."

'Did you me 1dm 1"
"Ây, I saw hlm".
"Thon whiich road dit? ào tale?"
"What7 for do'yo waut hlm?" I
"To send a bulle~. tbrough his bend, as 1 will

sond one throughi yours if you don't ansvor," 'vas
tire brutal reply, and the boy turnod pale,

IlYou miay sonti a hullot througli iny liead, gin
you liko, but V'il no tell yo whicli 'ay Robert
Blrook wvent. Ile' tire Lord's sorvant,"

IlTry the girl; shtl'il tell us fiast enough," ang.
gested one who lind îlot spoken before, ond a sol.
dier graspod the child's delicate wçrist, aud drow
lier forwuîrd.

"lDinîta yo tell thei, MjNyoie," cried Donald, au
site passed hit , but a hieavy Itand f-Al on bis
mnouth witb cruel force, and checked tire wvords.

IlNowv, cbild," Raid tire oflicer, slowly, Il which
wvay wvent tbiîi saintly nmai of God 1Il

She cast a frighteîîod look at Donald, nd an-
swcred with; a clîeeriîg tiiiiile, as hu tviped the
blood froin bis swollen lips:

"«I canna tell ye, sir."
Il ViIl îlot, you inîcaxi. Did lie tale the riglit

1or ]ef t rond 7'
I dinna Ion-I men 1 kon, but I winna teIl"

"Then I mnust tind sonle -%vay te traIe you telI."
Slowly the nu.6n's strong thîgers elosed round

tire little wrist, twvisting it tilI tînt clild screaxiiecl
wvith pain.

"NoN wili you tcil"
"Donald, Donald, what matin 1 do?1" sobhed

31ysie.
"Lat lier be!" cried the boy fiercely. '"t

ber ho, ye black-bearted coward 1 "
"ll'Il let ber be whlea site bas answvered iry ques-

Lion."
"Dinna yo answer,Myi"
"Silence!1" said a soldier, savagely, Illeave the

chuld alone."
"Donald, ho hurta mie sair," sobbed M1ysie.

1I canna."
Again the brutal hold tigbtencd on the dolicate

aria, and tire torr.urecl cluild sntl on tue green
award in aitnaoîy of pain and feur.

Wrestin& li înself froin the graspl of the soidier,
Donald sprang forward and lifted lier up, bis oyes
blazing witli indignant wvratb.

IlIt's brave work for nien," ho criod, witb bitter
contenîpt, Ilte hurt such a wvee bit of a lassie! Î%y
honnie, brave Dyi:finna grect, LII take ye
bain.

The child cltîng to hini convulsively. ' Dinna
let thein touch site, Donald': Tak' rue haute to ïny
mithor."

"Ay, tbat I Wiîl, *âysie, ditina -reut," said te
boy, soothingly.

"N ',ot just yet, mny lad," said thet officer, %vitli a
stmîle. Il l'i going to kîîow wlinch çay Robert
]3rock 'vent first."

"lThen yo mauin gang te thîcîn as 'Il tell ye, for 1
winna," was the brave repiy.

'< Talc the clîilcl away front ii," said the ofi.
cor, percinptorily.

"lNae, nae, Donald! dînîta let tirent take nie
awa'," screaxned Mýysie.

But wlîat wnas the strpngth of a boy againat tlîat
of tho stalwart men l Rougbly tlîey unclasped
the cbild's banda, and dragged lier away.

"la abe your sister 1' asked tire oficer of
Donald.

",Ay' my ain sister, an' gin ye lat lier be, Iý
dinna care wlîat, ye do tii! mue."

Il Will yo lot ber tell rite wîbat 1 al, or wvill you
tell mie yourself?"

I winna lîelp yo ta firid good Rlobert Blrookc."
" Set the clîild against that stump."
With bis heart hcatiîîg aliost te suffocation,

Donald watcbed tbem.
'W bat wer thoy going ta do ta Mygie i Suroly

tboy would not hurt sncb a wvec ba-irn!1 They
woe men, not fiends.

"4Now,,'my_,boy, oîico more. Whlîi wny weiit,
tbdogodly flobcrt,Broclc 1

"Gin yo tear niy tonguo out, 1 winna tell ye."
"Firo 1 '

A wvreath of bitte ainoko Iloating away toward
tiro biner licaverîs. AL iîîas of fair liair dabbled
in blood. A littie white face cri tire greenl, green
graue.

WVith. a cry of liorror the boy throw blînisef
besido tire etil little fornm.

Il1%y aie, M1ysîe, speak I it yer ain britlîer,
Donald 1 "

But tire life iîîd gonc out for ever front te
happy bitue oyea I The silence of deathi was on
the pu rted lips.

'<Tbrow te child into tho streani," camie the
cold, intexortiblo coiînand, and in a moment flic
pDure ntra blutlîed in God'a sulighit with tire
hlood of an innocent life.

"For tho st Limie. '\Vlicli way wvent R~obert

"lFin' out," roplied tire dlînîntlasx boy, Ilye have
shot îny bolinie wec sister, and niow you may bhoot.
nie ; but l'Il never belpi ye wi' your black work!
Ood will tak' caro o' Robert Brook."

"Lt is ant easy thing te talk of dying, b)oy, said
tire officer.

Il 'd ratiier gang to liîaven,çi'cleant hnn's tlîan
atain theni wi' tie blood of God's servants and
byve.",

"lOnice."
Stendfast and cain wvai the bravo young face;

silent and firmi the youlig lips.
"Spealr, tlîou youm, fool ! " cried one of the

soldiers, roughly , dost t.hink we shal nlot catch
Ilobert Brook 1 Thy silence does but delay bis
death an hour or so. Save thy life and speai.

"I canna stain nîy bitru' wi' blood."
Twice."

Tite fair, green, sxniling eartli below, the higli
archcd heaven ahove, the broad streaium nurntur-
iniz over ita rocky bed, tire sweet-voiced birds mak--
ing glad tho morningr air, ail nature brighit and
pure and beautiful, -ipeaking of goodness and love
te cars that beard itot, to soureil and cruel licart.

"«Thricc. Fire!" N
Once more tire curling snioke I Once more tho

hlood.stained turf ! Down the miountain aide
pressed the soldiers, eager f or their proy, and Lte
waters flowed calinly on over tire sulent dead. Up
toward tho clear bUne sky was turned the proud
young face of the tanrdered boy, and tie fair liair
of bis Ilhonnie wvee sister " floated over his haro
hrown hreast, and only the crinisonecl %ave, and
deep.clyed turf, bore wvitncss of the cruel deed ;
but God and the angels watchied over tic lonely
resting place of the little Scottisli martyrs.

NEA TNESS LN GIRLS.

Neatnes s a good thing for a girl, and if sh4
doua not learn it when sbe is young, site nover will.
Lt takes a great deal more ncatness te miako a irl
look. 'n'el thtan it does to miake a boy look passable.
.Not because a boy, te start witli, is butter looking
than a girl. but bis clothes are o! a <lîfierent sort,
nlot s10 many colours in thein; and people do not
expect a boy tVolook fio prctty au a girl. A girl
thaît iii not neatly drcss<l is calledl a sloven, and
no one likes te lcok at lier, -ler face inay ho
pretty,'and lier cycs bright, but if tliere is a spot
of dirt on ber chck, and lier fligýer8'utnds are black
with ink, and ber shocs are not laced or buttozied
up, and ber apron us dirty, and lier collar i4 not
buttoned, and ber skirt is torn, sho cannot be lil-ed.
1 went into a littlo girl's rooru Once, and ail lier
clothes 'wero on the floor, and lier pînythings, î.oo.
Learn to ho nezat, and wvlen you have learned it,
it will alniost tako care o! itself.

IJlDesED arc flio pure in bcart: for they 31hah
sec God."-.faIL v. S.


