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<'To send a bullet through lus head, as I "lNot just yct, xny lad," said the officer,
wiIl send one through yours if you doli't with asmile. ",I'm going to knowwhiclî way
nswer," was the brutal reply, and the boy Robert Brook went fiirst."

t1irued pale. "ThMin ye mnalin gang to them as'll tell ye,
"iYc may tend at bullet throngli my head for 1 winna," was the brave rep]y,

gin ye Iike, but l'Il net tell ye which way "9 Take the child away froin li," said the
Rtobert Brook we'nt. He's the Lord's servant." officer, pereilnptorily.

siTry the girl : she'I1 tell us fast eniuughl,'' "1Nae, iuac, Donjald ! dinna let theni tak
suggested oue who bad not spoken before, aîîd mne awa', " secarncd Mysie.
a soldier grasped the chili'!s delicate ivrist and But wluat was the strengthi of the boy
drew lier forward. agaizust that of the stalwart men 1 Roughly

leDinna ye tell thein, MLýysie," eried Donald, they nnclaspcd the child's bands and dragffcd
as she pased him ; but a heavy biaud feil on lier away.
bis month ivitli cruel force, and checked the 11 Is sile your sister 1 " aeked the officer of
%wor(ls. Donald.

"lNow, child," said the oflcer, slowly, "&Ay, my ai sister, anl' gin ye lat lier bo. 1
"livhiieh way went this saintly man of God V" dinun care what ye do tilliune."

Shie ast a frigliee look atDnl, n ill yon lot lier tell nie what 1 ask, or will
alnswoed with a chcering sunile as lie wipcd yon tell me yourself"
the blood froni bis swolleii lips: leI winna belp ye to find good Rlobert

111 canna tell ye, sir." Brook. "
Il Wîll not, you mean. Dicd lie takze the "lSet the child against that; stum.p."P

riglit or left ruad J" witli bis heart beating almost to suffocation
I dinna ken-I mnenu 1 ken, but I winna Donald wvatelied thein.

tell." what wcre they going to do witlî Mysie?
"«Then I muet fuud Sonle way to inake you Surely tluey ivotld not hurt sueli a, wee baira!1

tell," They were incii, îlot fiends.
Slowly the mn's strong fingers closed round "l ,mny boy, once more. MWhiclî ivay

the little ivrist, tili. thc chuld scrcan'ýcd ivitil %vent the godly 1%obort Brook? "
pain. " 1Gin yc tear my tougue out, I wuinna tell

"Now, will you tell? e
"Donald, Donald, wlîat maun 1 do?" sobbed "lFire 1

Mysie. A 'vreath of bine sunoko floatimmg away
IlLat ber be," cried the boy, fiercely. l"Lat toNvard the biner licavens. A mlass of fair hair

lier be, ye black-he.trted coward 1" dabblcd in blood. A littie whlite face on the
"l 'il let lier bo"ivlien sile bas answered my greenu, greent grass.

quecstin." With a cry of liorror the boy thr'u huruseif
"Pinmua ye answer, Ilysie." beside the stili little fornii.
"Silenice 1" said a soldier, savagcly, "b lave "lMysie, Mysie, speak! It's ycr ain brithcr

the child adone." Donald. "
";Doniald, lie iuurts me sair, " sobbed Mysie. But the Jîfe h.qd gone out forever from the
ccWill yau tell ?" happy bîuue eyes ! Tite silence of death. was on
111 cannia." the parted lips.

.Aauthe brutal hold tiglitemîed on the I"Throwv the cbild into the Streamu," came
delic:itc amni, and the tortured ebuld sank 0o1 the cold inexorable comnmand,,and in a moment
the green sward iii ail agony of pain and fear. the pure waters bItished iii God's sunlight

wvitlu the blood of nil innocent life.
Wresting huzuseif froun the grasp of the sol-, "19For the ]abt tinie, Wliich way wuent Rlobert

dier, Donald spman g forward amîd lifted lier np,Brk"
bis eyes blazimug ivith indignant wrath. Fn n, ele teduteaby Y

Ifts brave wvork for men," lie cried, with, have shot my bonuuie wee sister andi no'v ye
bitter contcntpt, "lto, hurt a wee bit of a 1mnay shoot me ; but l'Il nover help yc wi'
lassie !,3y bonnybrave Mysie ! Dinna greet, your black work! Godt'vill tak' care o' Rlobert
l'Il tak ye hamne." Brôck."

The cluild, cluug to him conlvilizively. "Ilt's an easy tbiing to talk of dying, boy,"
"Dinna Jet thein toucli me, Donald! T alc-' mec saiti the officer.

hamne to nme mither." 4"I'd ra ther gang ta heaven wi' dlean lîan's
"lAy, that 1 ivill, Mysie ; dinna greet, " Said than stain tiieni wui' the blood of God's servant

the boy, Soothinigly. Jand live.",


