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recogized me.
b'Oh it's you, i it? GIad you

camne. 1 have often wished that
some one eould be present when
the child I told you of is here, It
is almost timeforher tocorne. Ah,
thlere she is. Now for the niost
wonderful, most sublime-'

"Hie did flot have time to finish.
for all at once from the old violin
on the sheif came the clear and
distinct 'do' with wonderful vibra-
tion and sweetriess, as though a
master haud had drawn a bow acros
il:. No sooner had the first sound
died away than itwas succeeded by
another. The old man reached up
and took it down and handed it to
me. As I took the instrument it
repeated the 'do' again and again;
not only could 1 hear the sound.
but I could hear the constant vibra-
tion of the wvhole viulin. At last 1
recovered from my astonishment
and asked what it ail meant. The
old mian srniled and told me that it
was as rituch of a mystery to him. as
it was to me, but that always as
soon as thellittle girl entered there
was a continuous sounding of the
violin until she took iL

"I handed it to the little girl. and
to rmy surprifie the sound of the
vibrations ceased. She stepped ta
the case in whieh the bows were
kept. and, takingonebegan to play.
And such music - such divine
music! 1 never heard it's equal
before, and 1 neyer expect t0 again.

At this point there %vas a sharp
rapping by Élie conductor with bis
baton, as he called the players' at-
tetion to the score. The masicians
j:Iayed it as if they were in a hurry
ie get through the acf. When the
cartain w'as rang down again one
oif Chern reached far forward and
whispered to the white-haired old
fiddler ia a Iiollow. excited voice,

Weil, what 4.hen ?"
; 'Why. I aivoke, " %vas the solenin

reply.

À SPTEYBIER AFTEBTOOIX.

1 sit alone on a garden seat.
tinder the hickory trees,

A littie bird calling sweet, sweet.
sweet!

la a gamut of ininor keys.

T he crickets chirp in tiie aftermath.
A myriad blended strain,

And the ant toils over the garden
path,

Tugging hi& winter grain.

[lis subterranean house and store,
With its galleries ail complet*,

Its tiny cells, and its nursery floor,
Its secret vaults, and its guarded

door.
Are here beneath my feet.

And strange it sounds among the
corn,

In Long creFcendo chime,
To hear the, .cust's, strident bora.

As in maid-harve';t time.

For now thesquirrel stuffs his cheek.
With nuts and acorns brown,

And stops and scolds in squirrel
greek,

As he cornes scurryin-g down.

A.nd alt the stitl September air,
[s sunny as in june,

But the leaves fall here, and the
leaves fail there,

And the signs of Autunin are every-
where,

Ari%-d the year's in its afternoon.
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