
•THOU SHALT NOT STEAL* 7

indiflited in Mript fine atUie point o( a DMdk.
Fnl Hood uneuily, ihifthg from foot to 'wt.

unoHtain how to begin.
" Wdl, Pwil, my Ud," iidd the minirter at iMt, "hM"•"» heen too mueh tor you, or is it the Gredi t

"

Thi« he Mid becMite it WM hii fovourite jeet Heknew very well that hie boy wm more apt to be found
out m a broMl-buttocked Omtlrad fbhino-nnMk
hMilinc on m line, or curled up with a book,liidi inMme 1^ wood corner wanned by the sunehine and
OTer«n(tled by the breese. Paul would not touch
hia Greek and Latin booka tiU the beginninc of the
next Mhool term.

».—.-» •«
True, when Paul flrrt reached home, the minister

wmddapp«Mnt a day when the kd was yet fresh oil
theironfc The "Pilgrim's Progress," he ^rouM call it.
beoMse he wistel to test his nephew's advance along
the Ui^way of letters.

*

It was on the tip (rf Paul's tongue to reveal the
threatened incursion of the Lees and the treachery
to which, m a moment of madness, he had promised
to tend himself

. But each time something seemed to
seal his t<aigne. The faint sweetness ol the littie
Vpsy s blood gjued his lips, together with the admix-
ture of his own, white aU the time his cars bussed
witb the words she had made him say, "Thus we
nungte our hearts' blood and are for ever and ever
bound one to the other!"

~«" crer

Hestood dissy and confounded, till his uncle calledmm from hu daydream by bidding him help himself
from the bbrary and be off. The minister was busy
that day and could not work while his nephew—yes.
even the flower of his heart, stood awkward and un-
oertam before him. As he always wanted a book
nimseU, he supposed that was what Paul came for.
So Paul took from the shelves the second volume

of Oiambew's BaUad* of Scotland and departed, the
tettoness of a repentant Judas in his heart, but never-
tl^ss supremely happy, because conscious of the
famt sweet taste on his lips.


