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piust go.
-She raised ber lovelyhbond and tear-

fuia eyes
And said "'I 4ow rustgo. farewelI!

fareweill
Autunu. i& cpiming xaud 1 foci hier

near.
<Oh fare ye well? 1 canxnot longer

stay."e
,I»ith that she gathered sorne red

roses up
And bade the south wind waft bier

far fromn earth.
P. W. K., Lancaster.

T1IE STOBY 0F A FIDDLE.
Enter jouies who bias learned to

pia>y tolerably, and wazîts a better
fiddle. Then the fun begins. and
the garne is played somewhat as
followvs:

Dealer: "Good day, sir."
joues: "Good day. I want to

look at a few violifls."
Dealer: "Yes. sir-, about what

price sir?.
Jones: "Well, 1 ought to get a

good violin for £io."
Dealer: "Then 1 think I can suit

you, sir. Here is a genuine Klotz
for Lq;- and thete ie a Fendt, £i i;-
this Collin Mezin I can soul fcr £7:
and tbere is afine old Engiib fiddle,
tiamie unknown. prîce f zo."e

Jones tries the vioiins one after
the other, hesitatingly, while the
dealer looks about the shop for
others likely to tempt his customer.
joues meanwhile keeps bis eyes
open to try and pick up a bargain.
Tflie dealer in bis searcb, apparently
by accident. opens a case. and dis-
closes for a moment tbe doctored,
dishonest riddle.

joueas: -111ul10 Whiat fidfleis
that?"

Dealer (closing tbe casec): "1011,
that violia is one I don't%%want to
part wvith; but here is a guaranteed
Nicolas in first rate condition,
-and- e

J ones (growing interested in the
dishonest flddle): "Yes. yes; but
may I look at that violin in the
case ?"

Deaier: "Certainly, sir; I don't
want to seli it, because I amrnfot
quite sure of its value, and I don't
wvant to throw rnoney away."

Tbe dishonest fiddle is very ten-
derly unvrapied and iifted ont of
its case. The deaier tunes it, and
runs a bow over it, Jones groiig
more and more interested.

DIzelcr: -Not a powerfui fidClle.
sir, but rich and soft witb age."

J ones (who knows just enougli
about fiddies to think lie knowvs a
lot, and who bas iearned to recog-
nize afuli tone): "Yes, beautifuiiv
melloNv! How did you get it?"

Dealer: "I bought it f rom a cus-
tomier wbio was in difficuitios and
wanted the money. H-e bad seen
better days, axîd used to pick up
flddies. He was very fond of tbis
one.".

Jones: "Doyouknowtbemnaker?"
Dealer: "'Not for certain, but I

showed it to a professional gentle-
man, Flerr Pollywoski, and hie be-
lieved it wvas by Andreas Amati,
fatber of I-ierony mus. I am going
to take it up to Lond ou next week
to find out its reai value."

Jones (%vbo lias meanwhile beei,
reverentially handling the dishonest
fiddte, and has espied a fragment of
a label inside-. . . eas Arn..
-and is trying to keep calm): "Do
you f eel inclinec to take an off er
for it?"

Dealer: "«Well, sir, as I said. 1
really don't care to part wvitb it,
tliere niay be a treasure in it. At
any rate 1 wvould not take iess tban
tventy pourids for it."

joues thinks to himself that bore
ia chance that may neyer corne

again. An Amati, and at suoll a
low figure !The dealer cannot
guaraintee it; of course not; ho
wvould flot seil it under one hundred
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