
oThe nLoolocpe 1.e'crie-i.
narrow street, a traveling carrnage,
which waLs pa'ising thiroisgh. lost
one of its wbeeis, aiid t1it- 1 IICUpants
were obligeti to rtmai:î at the inn
whilst waiting for ; lý e t epaired.
Then, upon thtc (1 Trkuess, came the
voice of that uuquiet music once
again, rising and falling in that
seif-same nielody that hati vexed
the simple souli, of the peasants ten
long years ago.

Some of the more daningamongst
them gathered round the uncur-
tained window to watch anti listen,
and beheld, in the centre of the
rooru, a face anti figure wbicb al
reniembereti, thougb none loved;
but before birn, with tender limbs,
curled up within a big arra-chair,
lay, baif asleep, a Ioveiy boy.

Suddenly, the violin was laid
aside, and Gaspard bent over the
chilti tii! bis black bead was toucb-
ing the soft flusheti cheek.

*Art thou tired, Rene ?"
"So tireti." murmureti the littie

one, plaintively, ciasping the arms
round the father's nerk.

IlWe will to roost, then, petit
oiseau," he answered. in tones that
noue had beard save ouly bis boy
aud one other.

The wind howied, and the ramn
dasheti against the glass. and the
watchers looketi in each otheis
faces and went home inarveliîg.

Saiti jean to Mere Barbot-
"Gaspard bas prospered, theu;

thy prophecy basunot corne topass. "
It wili corne to pass, " croahed

the old woman, spreading out ber
wrnkled bauds townards the blaze.

Iu the inn the chilti siept peace-
fuliy upon bi.s father's breast, and
in tha morning the borses were
ordereti, andi tbey wvent tbeir wayto Paris, wbere Gaspard wasalready
the idol of the theatre goers. more
especiaily of the wornen. Perbaps
this was cbiefly because be wvas s0
colti; not the fairest among tbem
couid boast of baving won from
him more than bis habituai graceful,
courtesy. A ktw who had seen bis

love for bis boy, sougbt- to please
hirn by loadiug the chilti with
caresses andi bonbons. but this was
one of those rare masculine natures
wbich are flot easily moveti, yet,
haviug once inveti. remain always
faithfut. though it be only Io a

Quecýold. grey tmorning. when
tbe brcatb of a sharp east wiud was
steaiing in tbrougb every crack
aud keyhole, Rene. who bad been
coughiug forafew days. complained
of a pain in bis cbesýt, and his fatber
sat by his betiside ail day, trying to
soothe afid amuse him. Towards
eveniug the pain abated, anti wben
the hour camne for Gaspard to go to
the theatre, was so much better,
that be weut away feeling quite at
ease about bina, -Thou wiit corne
home early, wilt thon flot, mon
pere."

"«Yes. truly, anti I will briug
sweet flowers to cheer thee," bend-
ing dowun to kiss the tender lips.

The brilliant theatre rang with
applauqe as Gaspard matie bis ap.
pearauce on the platform ; there
was a flash of many diamonds on
wbite necks anti an under-current
of soft exclamation-,, then perfect
stiiiness, as be playeti tbe opening
bars of an Allegro like the dancing
ôf summer rain upon the leaves.
Next carne an Adagio, broad anti
grave, yet wlth a martial ring in it,
as might beseemn a partyof olti-time
kuigbts settiug forth for the Holy
Land. One coulti almost hear- the
prancing of tbhe horses and see the
pennous waving lu the breeze.
Once more the Allegro dances out
on winged -feet and flits; into, the
very bearts of the listeners, then
dies away softiy anti slumbrously
like an autumu twilight.

Tbey béseech him to play again,
andi tbis time, witb a strange smile
uDon bis face, he raises bis violin,

ahd with long.drawn bows, breathes
tbat wild, weird melody thatthrills
&Il present with mingleti dreati and
sorrow.


