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The older nidein, Maigret,
IRas onl twelve years old,

She'd deep blue eyes, and golden hair,
A spirit firm and bold.

The younger one was Alice call'd.
She'd but ton summers seen :

Her eyes were darlc, her hair nas brown,
A little Highland queen.

They with their father lived aloe,
Righ on the mountain side ;

Their inother died soie years ago
He was their only guide.

But are that mother slept, she calIld
The oldest to her bed,

And gave her Bible, old and laved,
To keep wh'en she was dead.

"I hava nat long ta stay, my child,
It ismy last request;

Oh, rend and prize tlîs precious book.
When I have sunk ta rest.

"Darkz times ara coming o'er the land-
The scourge, the stake, the sword-

And they who love the simple faith
May suffer for their Lord.

"I see the clouds-I liea the roar
Of bigotry's fiorce flood:

you, child, ay suffer for your faiti,
And seal it withi your blood.

"Should ever that dark trial comte,
De firn for Christ that day 1

Sa saying, with a faint, swct smlile,
Her spirit pass'd anay.

But in that tender liart those words
Held long a mystic sway;

Anld how she lpt that lest request
My story soon will Say.

Decar friends, 'tis well for you and ma,
We worship undismay'd;


