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walnut tree, if the moon doesn't shine.'
.'Yes,' I said, ' but how eau we fiud

the berris if it's pitch dark, Vie ?'
«"Oh,' she said, 'it wen't be dark

long; it can't, because everybody kuows
it's Urne fer the sun te rise when the
meen gees down; and lots of times I'y.
seen the sun and moen shining both te-

ether in the sky, haveu't yeu,
ueeIrg.et'

di'- es,'9 Isaid, stumbling jute a
thoru bush, and beginninq te cry, 'but
Vie, this doesn't seern like the path;
where's the blaek walnut tree, and flat
rock ? They ought te b. hers, but they
aren't here!'1

"' We may b. a littie eut of the
path.; Georgie,' she said bravely, 1'but
anyway, we are in the rigbt pasture,
and here's a rock with a back te it, se
let'.sait dewn and wait,' and she put
her arrn in a metherly way around me,
and pillowed rny red heoded head upon
her shoulder. ý FIm glad I didn't put up
My hair.'

"' So'rnI, Vie,' said I, as 1 nestled
against the seft cushion. 1'Your hair
is the ieveiest 1 ever saw, Vie and mine
is short and stiff like bristles,

"' But yeu're real good, Georgie, and
as soen as èver w. get home I'm geing
te give you a real beughten doîl,' she
said, 'te have fer your very own birth-
day, and te keep always.'

Grandnether Gibbons did net need te
tell the cbildren that she had kept the
"boughten dol"; they had all seen it.
She semetimes stepped for a little,
'right here, tili the children cried eut,
"Ge on, please, ge on, grandina; tell us
what happened next."

"WelI, children, the next thing, it
seemed the stars al faded, and the.
darkness deepened around us. 1 don't
know how long we waited, wbile I lay
with my head pressed against your
great-aunt Victoria's shoulder, but I
heard ber calling te me, 'Georgie, this
will neyer do. You must net go te
sleep, w. must get up and walk
around.'

I den't want te walk around, Vie,
I said. 'I want te go home, that's
what I want.'

"' We'll walk toward home,' said Vie,
taking hold of my hand, and startirig
up. 'We're not in the path, but we
can't be far from it, and we must kep
walking, for you must net go to sleep.
Here's the black walnpit tree.'

" Vie gave a sudden spring forward.
and fell. She told your great-gr.an'it-
mother Hewe, after it was al ocî
that it seemed as if she fell miles and
miles. Then it came over her like a
flash, we had come through the wrong
bars, and were over the gorge! That
dreadful gorge where we wvere neyer a]-
lowed in bread daylight! Vie feUllfl
she stopped oa a ledge net larger thaîî
hier twe feet, but bier hair had been
caught by an eut-reaching tree branch,
and it held lier. True te bier nature,
her first thought, even then, was fer me.

Winnipeg, ber, 1909.

«'Georgie, are Yeu up there?' she
ealled. Her voice sounded through the
darkness far away.

"l'Yes, Vie, I arn here!' I think my
teeth chattered. 'Where are you?'

"' 1Stand stili! Don't stir a step!
Don't go to sleep, we're ever the gorge.
inm caught by my hiair and we muet

wait.'-
"No one will ever knew, children,

how long we waited. It seemed te me
as if ail at once I grew te b.e a weman.
It seemed te me as if Ged had given
Victoria's life into my keeping. I kcpt
calling down te hier, telling hier that it
would soon be lighter, and that I feit
sure that some way, somehow, I could
save lher.

"At Iast it came, children, the firet
streak of merning! I stooped ever, and
looked down that awful abyss, but the
sight only gave me courage. 'Vic,' I
cried, and my teeth didn't chatter this
time, for whenG~od wants us te do any-
thing, children, no matter how difficuit,
He'll give us the will and the streugth
te do it. 'Vie, I eau see you, you are~
net half way down. Do't loek'
don't look down, but keep stiUl a few
minutes, and I eau save you.'

IlHow did you do it, grandrna?"1'al-
ways asked the children.

I didn't know hew I was geing te
de it at first, but I began, very slow]7 ,
te make my way, net straight, but in
a zigzag fashion, slowly and carefully,
down te the sheif over which Vie hung.
There was a littie platform of rock, on
which I stopped. It was grewing light-
er every minute, as I reached up te the
twisted tree branch. Then God let me
see hew I was going t obe able te savo
my sister. You knew how I did it,
children."

"'You untwisted hier hair," fromn the
children in chorus.

"Yes, those beautiful, strong locks of
hair, ail kinked and snarled and held as
in a vise, par.tly with my teeth, partly
with my fingers, I loosened every gold-
en thread.

'Now,' I said, 'Vie, you are free!
Catch hold of this limb that I swing
down te youi Catch held and climb!'

"'Oh, Georgie,' she cried, Ilean'tl
I'm dizzy! 1 shall faint.'

"I could see that ber strength was
failing, but 1 wouldn't give up that I
could save ber; se I put ail of myseif
into ioy voice, and I may have prayed,
but I didn't know it, then.

"'No, yeu won't faint, Vie,' I ealled.
'You won't faint; you won't fail! You
can't; you've got the limb. Now here's
my hand; let's climb! We eau se
every step now, Vie.'

" We climbed slowly, step by step,
zigzagging, picking eur way up, and
gaining courage until at last we fell in
each other's arms, on to the level at the
top, and that is the way 1 met an cm-
ergency, the Thanksgiving and birth-
day we neyer forgot. And that is the
way I saved your great-aunt Victoriae~

A AN AXtOrs MOMENT.
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