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Twelvo o'çlock on a tnooulight
night ini a littIe French village.
There were no ligbts ln auy of the
Wiudows; but frorn the rich baker's
bouse, at the upper end, came the
sound of a weird and melancholy
mDusic.

jean Michot, thecobbler, nursing
bis sick child, shuddered as ho
heard it, and rnuttered under bis
breatb, -So ho 15 at it again!" and
crossed himself devoutly.

Lot us follow the souud and sec
who it is that plays so strangely.
Gaspard Dubois stands'ah bis open
shutter, holding eagerly a shrilt-
toued kit. Liko a child lu pain, it
rnoans and wails under the toucb of
bis magie bow, then wvoaried out,
sinks iinto a Iow tûonohonous tbrob-
ing - slower - fainttr - one long
sweet note, and-Crack! the string
bas gone and the playor is stili.

The moon shines full on hlm as
ho bends over the littho instrument,
and shows the glittering black eyes
set close ho the long thin noso and
delicahe wbite bauds that do flot
miatch the bean boyish framie.

Suddenly an armi out of the dark.
nesssuatcbes bis treasureand dashes
it on the ground, the shutter is
sharply closed, and father and son
-stand facing each other lu the
gboem.

Thon the inother entors witb a
lump, aud tours of terror rise lu ber
eyes as the old man raises, his
sinewy armi and strikes blowv after
blow white the boy stands pale and
breahless. yet with a dofiaut smile
upon bis lips. Whon ho bad spent
bis wratb a littie thus bo upbridod,
hlm bitterly. -Is it flot himae ho
look to the ovons ?" breke lu the
wc'man, timidly.

Shili growting and swoariug. tho
baker desceuded the stuirs after
buving locked the door and carried.
away the koy.

Late lu the following moruing,
bis mother brought hlm up somo

food, but wbon she opened the
door, the room was ernpty. Gas-
pard was gone.

)ean Michot sat at his door and
talked it over with a neighbour.
"He witl corne to no good," said
Jean. '01 would flot bo in bi%
fatbor's shoes for ail that." The
lad was young and Iazy, and cared
for naught but his fiddle, and nover
a merry tune eitber. but be.is the
only one, and bis motber's darling.
Dia you hear what old Dubois did
when first he found ho wouldn't
mind bis work?

Well, the boy saved up tnoney
enougrh to buy a fidclle. tbat hekept
rolled ini wooi as tenderly as a baby,
and one niglit, when he ought to
be minding the oveus, ho was play-
itlg away just for ail the world as
if there was a niad devil in bis
fingers. and the end of it was, tho
old ma flew into a rage and threw
the right thing on to the fire.

Gaspard said neyer a woril but
just looked at him, and bit is lip
tilI the blood rau down but after
that he got morestrange than ever."

"He was at it again last nigbt.
More Nanot and my littie Marie
couid flot rest witb the sound of it.
He wilt corne to no good; ho is an
evil lad."

Only bir, iother wept for hlm.
and bid the fragments of the kit in
ber chest.

*PART IL.
Ton years have pasqed away. and

the little village bas forgottea Gas
pard. His mother is dead, and
Citizen Dubois basq taken to himselt
another wife, who kuows how to
make the board in the old stocking
grow beavier with eacb week's end.
jean stili sits at the door mending
the old shots, but tired littho Marié
a steep that is beyond the reach of
troubl ng.

Que evenîng. wheu the rain-laden
wids of clositig auturna were
dciving the falten leaves along the


