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visit, The expensé of the Journey would
be. borne by him. They ail wanted to see

lier and Victor and little Isa very much.
Mrs. Kenby had thrown herself on thd

1loor, inr an abandon of happy tears. Baby,
n s ft staccato notes, with authoritative
rowns, -was, unheetlcd, tugging anxiOUslY

and enquirligly at her mother's sleeve.
Then Mrs. Max read:
Tell Victor not to fail us, for we expect

to have plenty of Christmas moonshie--
*an -

But the beautiful, tear-wet face of the re-
stored daughter was suddenly litted. Over
its -heart-glow fell a still, white shadow.
Mrs. Max was startled by the shadow, and
she rend the few remaining lines falteringly,
while the .young woman arase, and with
strange calmness seated herseilf. Soon she
'was shivcning as if wrapýed in ice; bier
hands elenhed; lier face a beautiful, exci

site agony.

'It is ail good-oh, poppy! It is all good,
but-but-the--moonshine'

.;What do yen mean by "moshine"?' ask-
ed Mrs. Max, bewildered..

A pink wave swept over the face of Mrs.
Kenby, a soft wave that,deopened and grew
still and red like a stain. The elder woman
never forgot the midnight in the large,
clear eyes as theother -answered:

-It- is brandy!
Then the eyes fell and the red stain slow-

ly faded.
They think no harm in It there.'

-The words followed each other slowly;
thon sittlng .grect. she added with a ittle
sparkle:

My. pOpPy means only goodness. I know
he wants .s. Oh baby!'

She caught up Isa; and as Mrs. Max hand-
ed lier the -letter she thrust it n ber basom,
but gave:the envelope to the. child.

ý'A letter from poppy . es; a or
Read it, precieus. Da-h! Dah. .

The joy had conquered. It needed only
her'husbaud's reinark .to kill the fear He
said with a firm, proud set ta his head, as
ho finished reading the letter at night:

'We will dispense with the moonshine, I
think. It Is a good thing-to let alone. Ill
sign the pledge, Mr. Max, before I go.'

Presently. he added "with a glance. at bis
wife:

'There used ta be a right smart sight of
illicit distilling golng on in the mountàins

over there, and.the distillrs got 'o be called
mooishiners beècause they did their work at
night, and, finally their ; output got ta bo
"moonshine," It was a bad business, but
profitable. The old gentleman-my father
-was a silent partner in one of them affairs
once. He always keeps it by him. He'd
eel worse to hear I'd signed the pledge than

ho did te hear I was married, I recko .
But hesnever gets drunk, and bas no excuse
for those who do.'

Later Victor Kenby thought he wauld wait
tilthe had returned from 'up kentry' before
pledging hinslt to total abstinence. He
vau hoping for bis fatiher's favor, since the
'little inheritance' -had somewhiat modified
lis wife's position. But Mr. Kenby, senior,
showed no signa of relenting.

They went te the mountains and the

moonshine.
In three weoks the Maxes wondered that,

neither had wvritten. Soon there were ghast-
ly rumors; . Then came the tragical facte.
Wh.ile 'unsteady' from liquor two boyish
uncles of little Isa tossed ber fram a ban-
mock .in the barn, and ·the, injury proved
fatal. 'Victor accused thom òf killinig the
child andsdrlving bis wifer mad. He as
promptly shot, but lingere d for severai days,
a wonder .t ail who beheld hlm for forti-
tude, gentleness, and resignation.

His vife survivëd him only a fow weeks.

All tbree sleep together la a little church-
yard that overlooks the Shenandoah. And
the fiery traffic still glitters on the moun-
tains and dazzles in the valleys; and stars
and mon look coldly down upon the curse.-
'National Temperance Advocate.1

nice storles In them; I really enjoy them.
We live in a very liealthy climate up north,
and have nany vacant 'lots' ta play in. We
have 'Tecters,' and every boys' game. We
neversmind what kind they are. In the win-
ter we take our sleds and go to thehills, and
have a gay old time. We have à dog:and a

bid I wou like' to have a parrot best asa pet. Last night I had a long letter writ-
Witnesse- For Chist. ten ta yen, and as I was drying it up over

The home of a Malagasy pastor 'who had the gas, it caughvon fire. Hoping that ail
rny little friends will have a jally gaed time

spent twenty yearsa Christian wark was thil winter. I romain, yours trdy,
recently burned by armed rebels. His two ELLA R.
nons and himself were baund, talken ta a fI any o our rcaders know of anyone
camp, 'and there offered theii. livos 'if they who would like to accept Ella's kind offer,
would giveoip Christ. 'Wewill never deny they should send us the address, which we

whatyen îll, rcpid will publish In the 'IMo3snger,'- and Eila
aur Christ, se do. rhat youaill,ureplied then forward ber papers. Edtr.]
Katsimikotona. The sans sugiested-a Mn-
som. 'No,' Éaid he, 'w"e will neither bay Our Aberfoyle, Ont.
lives nor selil our religion.' Sa died three Dear Editor,-Wa take the 'Messenger,' and
witneses for Christ, and they are net the I am' very fond of reading the Correspon-

m ,denoe. ,'Lain vcry fond et reading, andI
only-thre.- 'he Chronicle of the L M. S. read a number af boks, sarine f which

are the folayvng:-'A Prince of the House
of David,' 'Melbourne House,' 'Dalsy,' 'ILit-Patient in. Well Doing tle Women and Good Wives,' 'John Halifax,( . , Gentleman,' 'The Arabian* Nights,'(By Susan, Tenul Pcrmy.) 'Swiss Famiiv Robinson '"The Paunv Series

She Tested lier. foot -on the treadle,
The click of the needle 'as stayed;

The longseamn was finished, and round lier,
White garments, like snow-drifts, were

laid.

-She lifted her fane ta the window-
A face where.deep furrows were shown-

But the tracks were well tilled and whole.-

For. 'twas winter wheat she had sown.

Always working, wearing for ethems;
Lite's burdens her wamaen's heart knew,

For gleanizigs were oftentimes scatt'ring,
The kernels se many times few.

For years she had struggled on bravely;
.'Twas sacrifice all her life long.

For others she had to be.gat'rcr,
For'weak ânes she bad ta be- strong-

Now. weary andvorn wilth the striving,
She'd stop for a moment-to ask,

If life like hors was worth living,
Worth trying ta finish, the task.?

The sunbeams came into the window,
And they fell aslant on thé Böök

She took it and opened the cover;
Then turned o'er its pages ta look.

P'To them," sò she read-"who by patient
Coutinuance"-Ahl! whispered she,

T've lest heart, grown weary, and surely
These words were net written for me.

*"In well. doing"-Does that mean, I wonder
The work I'm trying ta do?

ÈIve most times been patient and faithful;-
And run up the seams strong and true.

"I'll give glory~and honor,"' the tear drops
Came into ber eyes as she read-

What glory, what honor, can ever
Came into this garrot?' she said.

'Not here, but beyond in that city
The King in Ris beauty will wait,

Ta crown the well-doer, who, patient
Continues, e'en up ta the gate."'

Then lier foot pressed hard on the treadle;
Her task must be finishod, she knew,

And ber life 'as well w6rth the living,
With such glory and horio in viÏew.

T'Union Signal.'

Correspondence
Toronto.

Dear Editor,-I am writing ta see if you
know of anyone whom you think would like
to read .the 'Messenger' and 'Children's Re-
caord.' I have quite a.few, and I don't want
ta get them ail torn as there are so many
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and the 'Elsie Series? I go to Sunday-
schooI, and we get the 'Sabbath Reading,'
and I think it is a beautiful paper. Your
interested reader,

DOROTHY.

Wyandot, Ont.
Dear Editor,-I am very much intercsted

in the Correspondence of this paper, and al-
'ways lool ta see if I know· any one who
writes in it. I spent my vacation in Mani-
toba, and had a very pleasant trip. I have
nat attended school -sice the nid-summer
holidays. There are a nuinber of mischiev-
ous boys who go ta our school. My chum's'
nane is Minnie and she is a very nice little
gtrl; she is full of fun.' We keep a dear
little pup, which is very fond of playing; we
call him Bruce.

I have two brothers and two sistcrs. My
brother,rides a bicycle, and can ride it very
Swiftly; 'ho cai ride' it down a steep hill,
wherë we' have lots of fun coasting in the
winter. .T.attend Sunday-school very re;ular-
ly, and try to learn verses out of, the bible,
ta say ta ry.Sunday-school teacher,-who la
a very nice lady. From your correpdent,

BESSIE G.

Grenfell.
Dear Editor,-I bave been herding all My

holidays and a few weeks before. We have
oighteen cattle, elight horses, two dogs tw.
càts,' fiftecn pigs, twelve- tnrkeys, ane goýe-
bier, and ever sa many liens. Our dogs n
named Oscar and Trixy, our cats are Tigei
and Esther. Our pigs, chickens and turkey
are not named. I. romain your eightyear.
old reader,

ANDREW S.

Grenfell.
Dear Editor,-I thought I would write ta

tell yau about our pet duck, and pet kitten.
Our little duck's name is Alexander the
Great', and kitty's nane le Tiger. They
played together at first, and slept togother.
One day when I came home from school I
found Alexander dead. We have another
duck, aud ais rtwa dogs. I remain your six-
ycar-old reader,

FREDDIE S.

Grenfell.
Dear Editor,-I thought I would write ta

yen ta thank you for my prize, the 'Reprint-
cd Stanies,' I thinli it is se beautiful and lu-
teresting. Both ny little and big brothers
lflnd it ta he so. My little-brothers, Freddie
and Andrew, are writing ta the 'Messenger,'
Freddie wrote bis all by himself, and he
would like ta see it in print.

EMILY E. S.

Keady, Ont.
Dear Editor,-I now take the p!easure of

writing a few lines. I hope I will sec t.bis In
the 'Messenger,' I neer saw my other letter
in it; but I sawmy-'name in the ist of
names. It la just a -few steps fron our place
ta the post-office. I go. nearly every Friday
night .for tbje .'Messenger,' I come home
and read nbarly everything. I. like the'
paiges eight and nine; as they are big print,
and easy ta rend. I remain your nine-ycar-

ADA B.
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