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How would you like to c
store employin

right there?  Just

Money Back
If Geods Not
Satisfactory

the ll'vivu]‘.'lr'}'/]“"J'f'
great convenience and economy to you

), and that is exactly what we

yunt between the

when you we

In Your Own Interest

We advise you strongly to
Read this Announcement

institutions of your town a large
Don't you think it would mean a
uld do all your shopping
are offering you now by pre-
stations east of Toronto,
ordered from our Fall
of Winnipeg is the same as

paying the Freight or Express Charges to all railway

and as far west as Winnipeg, on $25.00 worth of goods

and Winter Catalogue. Where the rate to points out ide

course, you canhot always bu O ‘th of goods at one time

neighbors and send us a club order? This saves a great deal of

The savings thus made are ¢ urs.

We manufacture most of the garments we sell.  'When one qu

to say much about them. There
from us by mail, do it now.

to Winnipeg,

, but why not unite your orders 1
shipping expenses, because the goo
1otes such low prices on good g
fore, if you never bought anything

WE PAY THE FREGHT

A Splendid Quartette of Simpson Bargains |

e also prepay all charges. Of
th those of your friends and
Is are shipped to one address.

s as we do, it is not necessary

Little Talk, but
Big Facts
Cur Motte

This Taffeta
Silk Waist

is one of the finest Waist
opportunities that ever was
offered We have made a
special study of the manufac-
ture of this particular garment,
and claim that it is
the be Silk Waist on the
market, consideri its price.
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BY HENRY VAN DYKE.

A LOVER OF MUSIC l

L |
e ent« the backwoods \‘illu:-‘v(‘
Bytow litorally on the wings of (hu;
wind It whirled him along like a hi_:‘
snowfl 1 dropped him at the door |
of Moody's ** Sportsmen’s Retreat.’” as |
1} VO v New Yoar's gift from the |
North | | ming seemod a more |
chance ; 1t perhaps thero was some- ‘w
thivg mor i it, after all. At all |
ev 1 shall hear, if von \'.1\?,1...\}

time hie manner ot his arrival,

vas tho last night of Decemoer, {

800 i1 tive years ago. All the
< sportsmen who had hunted the deer
undor Bill Moody's direction had long
sinco re wted to the'r howmes, le aving
tho littlo settlement on the border of
the Adirndack wilderness wholly under

the soc

The annual ball was in full swing in
tho diniog - room of the hotel., At one
side of the room the tables and chairs
were piled vp, with their legs projact
irg in the airlike a thicket of very dead
trecs, The huge stove in the South-
east corner was blushing a rosy red
through its thin coat of whitewash, and
exhaling a furious dry heat flavoured

| direction of the natives.

with the smell of baked iron. At the “ can't trusy 'em to keep anthin’ ’cept

north end, however, winter reigned ;
wnd there were tiny ridges of fine snow
on the floor, sifted in by the wind
through the cracks in the window-
frames.

Rut the bouncing girlsand the heavy-
tooted guides and lumboermen who filled

the heat or the cold.
and ** sashayed " fr
the artic cirele. They swun

wd made ** ladies’ change

at corners
all through

the temperate zone. They stamped
their feet and did double-shufMos until
the floor trembled beneath them. Tnae |
| tin lamp refloctors on the walls rittled
like castanets,
I'here was only one drawback to the
hilarity of the occasion. The band,

which was usually imported fron Sandy
River Forks for sueh festivities—a fid
dle, a cornet, a flute, and an accordion
—had not arrived. There was a gen-
oral idea that the mail sleigh, in which
tho musicians were to travel, had been
delayed by the storm, and might break
its way through the snow drifts and
arrive atany moment. Bat Bill Moody,
who was naturally of a pessimistic tem

perament, had offered a different ex

planation.

‘T tell ye, old Baker's got that
blame' band-down to his hotel at the
Falls now, makin' 'em play fer his
party. Then music fellers is onsartin ;

i
r
i
|

room did not appear to mind |
They balanced |
m the tropics to |
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the toon,and they don'v alluz keep that.
Guess we might uz well shet up this
ball, or go to work playin' games."”

At this proposal a thick gloom had
fallen over the assembly; but it had
been dispersed by Serena Moody's
cheerful offer to have the small melo
dion brought¢ out of the parlour, and to
piay for dancing as well as she could.
I'ne company agreed that she was a
smart girl, and prepared to accept her
performance wita enthusiasm. As the
dance went on, there were frequent
comments ol approval to encrurage her
in the labour of love.

‘' Sereny's doin’ splendid, ain't she 2"
said the other girls,

To which the men replied, ‘* You bet!
The playin''s reel nice, and good 'nough
ter anybody-—outside o'city folks,"

But Serena's repertory was weak,
though her spirit was willing. There
was an unspoken sentiment among the
men that ** The Sweet By and By " was
not quite the best tune in the world for
a quadrille. A Sunday school hymn,
no matter how rapidly it was rendered,
seemed to fall short of the necessary
vivacity for & polka. Besides, the
wheezy little organ positively refused
to go faster than a certain gait. Hose
Ransom expressed the popular opinion
of the instrument, after a figure in
which he and his partner had been half
a bar ahead of the music from start to

fiaish, when he said :

** By Jolly ! that old maloney may be
ehoek full o' relijun and po'try ; bat it
ain't got no dance into it, no more'n a
saw-mill.”

This was the sitnation of affairs inside
of Moody's tavern on New Year's Kve.
But outsids of the house the snow lay
two fest deep oo the level, and shoulder-
high in the drifts. The sky was at last
swept clean of clouds. The shriver-
ing stars and the shrunken moon looked
infinitely remote in the black vault ot
heaven., The {rozen lake, on which the
ice was three feet thick and solid as
rock, was like a wvast, smooth bed,
covered witha white counterpane. The
cruel wind still poured out ot the north-
west, driviag the dry snow along with
it like a mist ot powered diawounds.

Eaveloped in this dazzling, pungent
atmosphere, half blinded and bewildered
by it, buffeted and yet supported by
the onrashiog torrent of air, a man on
snow shoes, with a light pack on his
shoulders emerged from the shelter of
the Three Sisters Islands, and staggered
straight on, down the lake. He passed
the headland of the bay where Moody's
tavern is ensconced, and probably
would have drifted on beyond it, to the
marsh at the lower end of the lake, but
for the yellow glare of the ball-room
windows and the sound of music and

danoing which came out to him suddenly

through a lull in the wind.

He turned to the right, climbed over
the low wall of broken ice blocks that
bordered the lake, acd pushed up the
gentle slope to the open pas:age way
by which the two parts of the rambling
house were joined together. Crosm\.'.'.
the porch with the last remnant of bis
strength, he lifted his hand to knock,
and fell heavily agalnst the side door.

The nvise, heird throogh the con
fusion within, asakened curiosity and
con jecture.

Just as when 2 letter comes to a
forest cabin, it is turned over and over,
and many guesses are made as to the
bandwriting and the autborship before
it occurs to any one to open it and see
who sent it, so was this rude knocking
at the gate the occasion of argument
among the rustic revellers as to what it
wmight portend. Some~ thought it was
the arrival of the belated band, Others
supposed the sound betokened a descent
of the Corey clan from the Upper Lake,
or a chauge of heart on the part of old
Dan Dauning, who had refused to ab-
tend the ball because they would not
allow him to cail out the figures. Tte
gues:es were various ; bat no one
thougkt of the possible arrival of a
strapger at such an hour on such a
night, until Serena suggested that it
would be a good plan to open the door.
Then the ur bidden guest was discovered
lying benumbed along the threshold.

There was no want of koowledge as
to what should be done with a hall
frozen man, and no lack of ready hands
to do it. They carried him not to the
warm stove, but into the semi arctic
region of the parlor. They rubbed his
face and his hands vigorously with
snow. They gave him a drink of hot
tea flavored with whiskey—or perhaps
it was a drink of whiskey with a little
hot tea in it—and then, as his senses
tegan to retun to him, they rolled him
in a blanket and left him on a sofa to
thaw out gradually, while thay went on
with the dance.

Naturally, he was the favorite sub-
jact of conversation for the next hour.

* Who is he, anyhow ? I never seen
'im before. Where'd he come from 2"’
asked the girls.

** I dunno,’’ said Bill Moody ; ‘' he
didn't say much. Talk seemed all
froze up Frenchy, ¢ cordin ' to what ke
did say. Guess he must a come from
Canady, workin’ on a lumber job up
Raquette River way. Got bounced out
o' the camp, p'raps. All them
Frenchies is queer.’’

This summary of national character
appeared to command general asseat.

“* Yaas,'' said Hose Ransom, ** did ye
take note how he hung on to that pack
o'his'n all the time ? Wouldn't let go
on it. Wonder what 't wuz ? Seemed
kinder holler'n light, fer all 'twuz so
big an’ wropped up in lots o' cover
in’s."

** What's the use of wonderin' 2"’

said one of the younger boys ; *' fird
out later on. Now's the time fer
danein.” Whoop ’er up !’
- So the sound of revelry swept on
again in full flood. The wen and maids
went careering up and down the room.
Serepa's willing fingers laboured pa-
tiently over the yellow keys of the
reluctant melodion. But the ancient
instrument was weakening under the
strain ; the bellows creaked ; the notes
grew more and more asthmatic.

“ Hold the Fort' was the tune,
‘“ Money Musk '’ was the dance ; and
it was a preposterously bad fit. The
fizure was tangled up like a fishing line
after trolling all day without a swivel.
The dancers were doing their best, de-
termined to be happy, as cheerful as
possible, but all out of time. The
organ was whirring and gasping and
groaning for breath.

Saddenly a new
room.

The right tune—the real old joyful
‘ Money Musk,” played jubilantly,
irresistibly—on a fiddle !

The melodion gave one final gasp of
surprice and was damb.

Every one looked up. There, in the
parlour door, stood the stranger, with
with his coat off, his violin hugged
close under his chin, his right arm
making the bow fly over the strings, his
black eyes sparkling, and his stockinged
f ot marking time to the tune.

** Dansez | dansez ! '’ he cried ** en
evant ! Don’ spik.” Don' res'! Ah'll
goin' play de feedle fo' yo' jess moch
yo' lak,” eef yo' h'only duanse !"

The music gushed from the bow like
water from the rock when Moses
touched it. Tune followed tune with
endless fluency and variety—polkas,
galops, reels, jigs, quadrilles ; frag-
ments of airs from many lands—*‘ The
Fisher's Hrnpipe,’”’ ‘‘ Charlie is my
Darling,'" *¢ Marianne s'en va-t-au
Moulin,” *¢ P. tit Jean,"” ** Jordan is a
Hard Road to Trabbel,” woven to-
gether after the strangest fashion and
set to the liveliest cadence.

It was a magical performance. No
one could withstand it. They all
danced together, like the leaves on the
shivering poplars when the wind blows
through them. The gentle Serena was
swept away from her stool at the
organ as if she were a little canoe
drawn into the rapids, and Bill Moody
stepped high and cat pigeon wings that
had been forgotten for a generation.
It was long after midnight when the
dancers paused, breathless and ex-
hansted.

‘* Waal,” said Hose Ransom, *‘ that
283 the high-tonedest misiz we ever
had to Bytown, You're a reel player,
Frenchy, that's what you are. What's
your name ? Where'd you come from ?
Whnere you goin’ to ? What brought
you here anyhow ?"’ y

** Moi 2" said the fiddler, ropping
his bow and taking a lonz breath.
** Mah nem Jaicques Tremblay. Ah'll
ben come from Kebeck, We're goin' ?
Ah duanno. Prob'ly Ah'll stop dis
place, e>f dis yo' lak' dat feedle so
moch, hein ?"

His hand passed caressingly over the
smooth brown wood of the violin. He
drew it up close to his face again, as if
he would have kissed it, while his eyes
wandered timidly around the eircle of
listeners, and rested at last, with a
question in them, on the face of the
hotel keeper. Moody was fairly warm
ed, for once, out of his customary tem
per of mistrust and indecision. He
spoke up promptly.

* You kin stop here joss long’s you

music filled the

—

Té you come
80 no fu'the r,

like. We don’ care whe
!rom. an' you needn't to
less you wanter. But we ain’
use tor French names ml:"t;dgot 4
Guess we'll call him Fiddlin' Jack
Sereny ? He kio do the chores in the
day-time, an’ play the fiddle at hlﬁ]ll"s”'"
inis was the way in which ll).LU\'t“
came to have a lover of music aw oy
permanent ivhabitants, ;

11,

Jacques dropped into his place
filled 1t as if it had been mado for hi
There was something in his disp 5 G
that seemed to fit him for jusy .
role that was vacant in the ,11
drama of the settlement. It was .
a serious, importaut, responsible I iy

here,
,hn y,

ity

and

like that of a farmer, or a store-ker o,
or a professional hunter. It was ra: o,
an addition to the regular prog 4'0
of existence, sowething unantouceq
and voluutary, and therefore i
weighted with t0o heavy responsibil.
ities., There was a touch of the ,_“A“
sient and uncertain about it, i,

seewed like a perpetual visitor

A
yot he stayed on as steadily a xl,
tive, never showing, from the firy he
slightest wish or intention to leav.
woodland village,

I do not mean that he was a r.
Bytown bad not yet arrived Wb
stage of civilization in which \-
mental element is supported* s he
publie expense,

He worked for his living, and « ed
it. He was full of a quick, cheerigl
industry ; and there was nothir hat
needed to be done about Moody's eg
tablishment, from the wood pile to the
ice-house at which he did not beyy
a hand willingly and well.

** He kin work like a beaver,” said

Bill Moody, talking the strange:
down at the post-offize cne day ;
I dou’t b'lieve he's got much ambit
Jess does his work and takes his w f
and then gits his fiddle out and plays,”

‘* Tell ye what,”” says Hose Rinson
who set up for the village philosopher
** he ain’t got no 'magination. Tuat's
what makes men slack. He don't kuow
what it means to rite in the world;
don't care fer anythin' ez much ¢z he
does fer his music. He's jess like 3
bird ; let him have 'nough to eat anda
chance to sing and he's all right,
What's Le 'magine about a house of his
own, and a barn, and sich things 7"

Hosea's illustration was suggested by
his own experience. He had just put
the profits of his last summer's guiding
into a new barn, and bis imagination
was already at work planniog an addi-
tion to his house in the shape of a
kitchen L.

But in spite of his tone of conter
he had a kivdly feeling for the w
bitious ficdler. Indeed, this was
attitude of pretty much every one in
the community. A few men of the
rougher sort had made fun of him at
first, and there had been one or two
atiempts at rude handling. DBt
Jacques was determined to take no
offence ; and he was t0 good humored,
£0 obliging, so pleasant in his way of
whistling and singing abou’ his work,
that all unfriendliness :oon died out.

He had literally played his way into
the affections of the village., The
winter seemed to pass more swiftly and
merrily than it had done before the
violin was there. He was always ready
to bring it out, and draw all kinds of
music from its strings, as long as any
one wanted to listen or to dance.

It made no difference whether there
was a roomful of listeners, or only a
couple, Fiddlin’ Jack was just as glad
to play. With a little, quiet audience,
he loved to try the gnaint, plaintive
airs of the old French songs—'' A la
Claire Fontaine,” * Un Canadien
Errant,”” and ** [sabeaus'y Promene”
—and bits of simple melody from the
great composers and familiar Scotch
and English ballads—things that he
picked up heaven knows where, and
into which he put a world of meaning,
sad and sweet.

He was a% his best in this vein when
he was alone with Serena in the kit
shen—she with a piece of sewing in
her lap, sitting beside the lamp ; he in
the corner by the stove, with the
brown violin tucked under his chin,
wandering on from one air to another,
and periectly content if she looked up
now and then from her work and told
him that she liked the tune.

Serena was a pretty girl, with smooth,
silky hair, and eyes of the color of the
nodding harebells that blossom on the
edge cf the woods. She was slight and
delicate. The mneighbors called her
sickly ; and a great doctor from Phila-
delphia who had spent a summer at By
town had put his ear to her chest, and
looked grave, and said that she ought
to winter in a mild climate. That was
before people had discovered the Adir-
ondacks as a sanitarium for consump-
tives.

But the inhabitants of Bytown were
not in the way of paying much atten-
tion to the theories of physicians in
regard to climate. They held that if
you were rugged, it was a great advan-
tage, almost a virtue ; but if you were
sickly, you just had to make the best of
it, and get along with the weather as
well as you coculd.

So Serena stayed at home and adapted
herself very cheerfully to the situation.
She kept indoors in winter more than
the other girls, and had a quieter Wway
about her ; but you wculd never have
called her an :invalid. There was only
a clearer blue in her eyes, and @
smoother tustre on her brown hair, and
a brighter spot of red on her che k.
She was particularly fond of reading
and of musie. [t was this that made
her so glad of the arrival of the violio.
The violin's master knew it, and turned
to her as a sympathetic soul. I think
he liked her eyes too, and the soft tones
of her voice. He was a sentimentalist,
this little Canadian, for all he was 80
merry ; and love—but that comes ]atm'-’

“ Where'd you get your fiddle, Jack?
said Serena, one night as they sat to-
gether in the kitchen. p

“Ah'll get heem in Kebeck, a“‘i
swered Jacques, passing his han1
lightly over the irstrument, as he {‘"
always did when any one spoke of it.
“Vair' nice violon, hein? W'at you
t'ink? ‘Mah'ole teacher, to de Jollege
he was gif' me dat violon, w'en Ah Was
gone away to de woods."’ B

1 want to know! Were you in the
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\\Y d
Y ou
College? by bat Yy

for ?
""c.d,:h'll get tire' h'alll
—read, reag, read,cl‘x‘ all
lak dat so moch.
ng‘r——mn aroun’—padd]
wid de boys in de wo
danco Aab ma musique,
was fon! P’raps you
good, hein\?h You t i"n‘
Leg foul, Ah suppose ?
b'f‘glfdunr,o.” said Se
to corcmit herself, b
gently, a8 women do, t
had in view w_h(n she }
« Dunpo's you're any I
aman that keeps on doil
like, But what made |
from the boys in tho w
down this way sl
A shade passed ove
Jacques. He turned
Jewp end bent over th
Jnees, trgering Lpu ntr
Then he spoke, in a

voice.

« Ah'll tole you sou
selle Serene. You m
you h'ask me dat reaso
Dat's tomet'ing vair
Ah can't nevair tole d:

There was something
said it that gave a che
curiosity and tur n.ed ‘
man with a secret in hi
pew element in her €
chapter in a book.
enough at heart to res
She kept away fror
ground. But the kn
was there gave a I
Jacques and his u
broidered some strange
that secret while she ¢

sewing.
Other people at l}
forbearing. They tri

find out scmethingabo
past, but he was no
He talked about Cana
ans do. But about hi
If the questions he
he would try to play |
his ipquisitors with ne
did not succeed, he
violin under his arm
out of the room. At
lowed him at such a
bave beard him draw
ancholy music from
sitting alone in the
darkness of his own r
Opce and only on
come near betrayin
was how it happened.
There was a part
pight, and Bull Core
from the Uppe: Lake
up with whiskey.
Bull was an ugl)
The more bhe drauvk
point, the steac ier |
and the more neces
him to fight somebod
pugnacity that nig!
set toward Fiddlin
Bull began with
The fiddling did vot
too quick, or else it
failcd to perceive
tolerate such music
pal regions, and he
in plaio words to tl
he dumned the 1«
even the faintest pr
But the majoril
gave him nosuppor
they told him 1o ¢
fiddied along creer
Then Bull retui

after having forti
bar rocm. And b
grownds. The Fr

opinion, a most des
were not a pateh ol
race, They talk
their language Wi
had & condemned, |
off their hats wl
lady., They ate fr

Having delivere
sentiments in a lou
interruption of th
over to the tabl
Jack was sitting
violin from his hax

“ Gimme that d:
“till T see it there

Jacques leaped
ported with rage.
vulsed. His eyes
a carving kniie |
hind him, aud spr:

Tort Dieul” |
violon! Ah'll ke

3ut he could 1
Bill Moody's lo
around the stru
pair of brawny gu
by the elbows, ht
Half a dczen m
between the ¥
There was a deac
feet on the bare !
was ypast, and 2
forth.

Buj a strange
over Jacques.
turned white,
cheeks. As M
dropped on his
his hands, and
tongue.

“ My God, it
not enough tha
once before ?
ness yot another
the mercy towa
Virgin's sake.
the second time
not the secont
gratia plena, or

The others di
he was saying.
little attention
was frightened
with fear. The

ing what cugh
fracas.

It was plain
liguor had now
and made him
cedar bark, mu
door, and left t
But what to de
his attempt
crime ? He m
with a gun, oI
chair, or with
But with a car
serious offence
him to jail a
out, and duck
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There was a




