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Our Poung rolks.

4 SONG FOR THE CHILDREN.

I'm not afraid of Jesus,
Though I am but a child,
Aund Ho the King of Glory,
Tho Lord, tho Undofiled.
Ho calls tho children to Him,
Each little girl and boy,
And in His arms Ho rests them,
And gives them love and joy.

I'll go and talk with Jesus,
And this is what I'll say—

¢ Oh bless and keep me, Saviour,
And ever with me stuy."”

For oh it must bo pleasant,
In Qumes of grief and fear,

To fecl His arms around me,
And know that He is near.

I'll go snd walk with Josus,
Along the Kings highway ;
He'll hold my haud securely,
And help mo every day.
And when wo reach tho city
Whose gates aro open wide,
What bappiness to enter
With Jesus by my sido!

' " THE CUILD MARTYRS.

‘ A TALE OF THE SCOTTISH COVENANTERS.

By the side of a brawling mountain stream
stood a bonnie Scottish lassie, with glinting hair,
and bare brown legs and laughing eyes. Poised
on one foot, she touched the water lightly with the
other, and then drew back with an affectation of
alarm.

“It's cauld, Donald, and it’s deep,” she cried,
with a merry Jaugh. “ Winna ye lift me across.”

“’Dee, nae; gin ye canna come yersel, ye maun
gang hame,” answered Donald from the opposite
bank.

“ Weel, gin I maun, I maun,” and with a dash
and a splash the little lassic crossed the stream,
and stood by her brother's side.

“ Donald, luik ! ” she exclaimed, laying her hand
on the boy's arm. “Canna yo sce—"

But the boy’s hand was on her mouth, and the
words arrested. ‘¢ Whis, Mysie, it's the sodgers.”

Up the mountain pass came the glittering bayo-
nets, and before the children could guin the shelter
of the underwood the open space by the stream
was filled with armed men.

“Min’ ye dinna tell them onything: bea brave
lassie, Mysic,” whispered the lad, putting on a
boid front. *They winna hurt ye.”

“Here, boy,” cried one of the foremost men, in
a tone of authority, “have you scen anybody puss
this way this morningi”

“No mony folks pass this way,” answered
Donald, evasively.

“No, perhaps not,” said the soldier, signifi-
cantly ; “but onc has passed, and that not an heur

ago. Bring the boy here,” he added, turning to
the men. And two of them seized the lad and

forced him to the horse’s side.
the man I speak of, mnan?”

“What like was he?” asked the boy, with o
warning glance at Mysie.

“The cub knows him,” ssid one of the men be-
hind. “XRobert Brock has been to his father’s
house often enough.”

“Do you knew Robert Brock § " asked the officer.

#1 ken him for & gude man, who never did ony-
Lody harin,” replied the boy, bravely.

¢ Well, then, which road did he take when he
passed hicro?”

“ 1 canua gay.”

“ Did you sec him 1"

“ Ay, I saw him.”

*Then which road did ae takel”

# What for do-ye want him?”

#To send o bullet through his head, as 1 will

*Have you seen

send ono through yours if you don't answor,” was

the brutal reply, and the boy turned pale.

“You may sond a bullet through iy head, gin
you like, but I'll no toll yo which way Robort
Brock wont. He's tho Lord’s sorvant.”

“Try the girl; she'll tell us fast enough,” sug-
gested one who had not spoken before, and a sol-
dier grasped the child’s delicate wrist, and drow
her forward.

“Dinna ye tell them, Mysic,” cried Donald, as
she passed him, but a heavy hand fell on his
mouth with cruel force, and checked the words.

“Now, child,” said the officer, slowly, *which
way went this saintly man of God1*

She cast a frightened look at Donald, and an-
swered with a cheering smile, a8 he wiped the
blood from his swollen lips:

“J canna tell ye, sir.”

“Will not, you wean.

or left road?”

; ¢ I dinna ken—1 mean I ken, but I winna tell.”
“‘Then I must tind some way to make you tell”
Slowly the mun's strong fingers closed round

the little wrist, twisting it till tho child screamed

with pain.

“Now will you tell?”

“Donald, Dounald, what maun I do?" sobbed
Mysie,

“Lat her be!" cried the boy fiercely.
her be, ye black-hearted coward1”

“I'1l let her be when she has answered wmy ques-
tion.”

“ Dinna ye answer, Mysic.”

“Silence!” said a soldier, savagely, ** leave the
child alone.” .

¢ Donald, he burts me sair,” sobbed Mysie.

“Will you tell?”

*1 canma.”

Again the brutal hold tightencd on the delicate
arm, and the tortured child sauk on the green
sward in an agony of pain and fear.

Wresting himself from the grasp of the soldier,
Donald sprang forward and lifted her up, his cyes
blazing with indignant wrath.

“Tt’s brave work for men,” he cried, with bitter
contempt, *‘ to hurt such a wee bit of a lassie! My
bonnie, brave Mysie: Dinna greet, I'll take ye
hame.” i

The child clung to him convulsively.
let them touch me, Donald !
mither.”

“ Ay, that I will, Mysie, dibna greet,” said the
boy, soothingly.

* Not just yet, my lad,” said the officer, with a
smile. *I'm gong to know which way Robert
Brock went first.”

“Then ye maun gang to them as ‘Il tell ye, for 1
winna,” was the brave reply.

¢ Take the child away from hin,” said the offi-
cer, peremptorily.

“Nae, nae, Donald! dinna let themn take me
awa',” screamed Mysie.

But what was the strength of a boy against that
of the stalwart men? Roughly they unclasped
the child’s hands, and dragged her away.

“Is she your sister]™ asked the officer of
Donald.

Did he take the right
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*Dinna
Tak’ me hawe to iny

dinna care what ye do till mne.”

*Will ye let her tell mo what I ask, or will you
tell me yourself?”

«1 winna hélp yo to find good Robert Brock.”

*¢Sct the child against that stump.”

With his heart beating almost to suffocation,
Donald watched them.

What were thoy going to do to Mysic! Surely
they would not hurt such a wee bairn! They
were men, not fiends.

tbo"godly Robert Brock 1" .

*“ Ay, my ain sister, an' gin ye lat her be, I'

“ Now,lmy_boy, onco more. Which way Went

— e —— . ———— i [ - —— -

“@Gin yo tear my tonguo out, I winua tell ye.”

“Fire!”

A wreath of bluo smoke floating away toward
the bluer heavens. A masg of fair hair dubbled
in blood. A littlo whito face on the green, green
grass.

With a cry of horror the boy threw himself
besido the still little form.

“Mysie, Mysie, speak! it's yer ain brither,
Donald 1”

But the life had gone out for ever from the
happy blue cyes! The silence of death was on
the parted lips.

“Throw the child into the stream,” came the
cold, inexorable command, and in a moment the
pure waters blushed in God's sunlight with the
blood of an innocent life.

“For the last time. Which way went Robert
Brock1”

“ Fin’ out,” roplied tho dauntless boy, *“ ye have
shiot my bopnie weo sister, and now you may shoot
me ; but I'll never help ye wi' your black work!
God will tak’ care o’ Robert Brock.”

It is an easy thing to talk of dying, boy,” said
the oflicer.

*I'd rather gang to heaven,wi’ clean ban's than
stain them wi’ the blood of God's servants und
live” '

“Once.”

Steadfast and calm was the brave young face ;
silent and firm tho young lips.

“Speak, thou young fool !” cried one of the
soldiers, roughly ; “dost think we shall not catch
Robert Brock? Thy silenco does but delay his
death an hour or so. Savo thy life and speal. ™

“T canna stain my hen’ wi’ blood.”

“ Twice.”

The fair, green, smiling earth below, the high
arched heaven above, the broad stream murmur-
ing over its rocky bed, the sweet-voiced birds mak-
ing glad the morning air, all nature bright and
pure and beautiful, speaking of goodness and love
to cars that heard not, to seared and cruel hearts,

“Thrice. Firel” ) .

Once more the curling smoke! Once more the
blood-stained turf! Down the mountain side
pressed the soldiers, eager for their prey, and the
waters flowed calmly on over the silent dead. Up
toward the clear blue sky was turned the proud
young face of the murdered boy, and the fair hair
of his “bonnie wee sister” floated over his bare
brown breast, and only the crimsoncd wave, and
decp-dyed turf, bore witness of the cruel deed;
but God and the angels watched over the lonely
resting place of the little Scottish martyrs,

NEATNESS IN GIRLS.

Neatness is a good thing for a girl, and if she
does not learn it when she is young, she never will,
It takes a great deal more neatness to make a girl
lcok well than it does to mrke a boy look passable.
Not because a boy, to start with, is better looking
than a girl. but his clothes are of a different sort,
not so many colours in them ; and people do not
expect a boy to look so pretty asa girl. A girl
that is not neatly dressed is ealled a sloven, and
no one likes to look at her. Xer face may be
pretty, and her cyes bright, but if there is a spot
of dirt on her cheek, and her fingers' ends are black
with ink, and her shoes are not laced or buttoned
up, and her apron is dirty, and her collar is not
buitoned, and her skirt is torn, she cannot be liked.
T went into a little girl’s room once, and all her
clothes were on tho floor, and her playthings, too.
Learn to be neat, and when you have learned it,
it will almost take care of itself.

“ BLESSED aro the pure in heart: for they shall
see God."— WHait. v. &



