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. ¢ At -home,
-taught me.’

The stranger sighed deeply and whispered to him-

My father was a musician, and he

- A VIOLIN RECITAL

It" all happened on a warm summer day in fhe | self
Wiyear 1822. In one of -the gardens in -Wiesbaden, where

many fashionable people are 1n the habit of .congregai- .

ing  in order to drink and bathe in the "health-giving
waters of the famous springs, things went on  plea-
santly. In front of the - bath-houses, at a number of
little tables, sat difierent . groups-of women in dainty,
immaculate gowns,-. and well-groomed men in befitling
evening dress, © ‘Uheir” loud;™¥lad laughter stole to . the
very entrance gate of 1he garden, where a poor musi-

cian, tn his old military unilorm, mechanically ran -his .

bow across the strings of his faithful wviolin.” Beside
this picture of sufiering stood a smali blende-haired boy
about eight years old, who held out an old felt hat to
the passing crowds for Lheir peity donations.

To«day, however, no one seemed to hear the sad
voice of ihe poor invalid's violin. Not a single penny
fell into the boy's hal. o

‘ Grandpa,' at last broke forth the bo¥y, in tears, ‘no
one has given e anylhing; and oh, I am so hungry—?

The old man joierrupted nervously :

‘ Have patience, child ! God will soon send a kind
hearted soul as His angel of merey, George I'. -

Thereupon a few hot fears fell ouni of the old man’s
sightless eyes npon the green grass.

* Grandpa, you musl nol cxry. 1 will not nmurmur
any more. I would- rather sufler hunger. See, here
comes a fine-looking man! Play hard, grandpa ! He
just looks as if he was going to give us something,’

And the old man played as loudly as the delicate
strings would permit.

The stranger, who had been noticed in the garden by
mary «{during the pasi few days, was dressed in a hreavy
black suit. " A pair of elover, good-natured eyes beamed
brightly out of his round, comiortable-lpoking face. As
he passed the fiddler, the boy held up his hat to him,
but without avail.
bim, but returned again in tears and complained :

‘He did not hear you, grandpa. He walks around
like a wild man. Ah, he is coming back again!'?

In the meautime ihe stranger had returned. He pul-
led out his pockelhook somewhat nervously, and, mut-
tering a few words in an undertione, his eyes and fin-
gers wandered through it. Presently +the little hand
hotding ihe beggar's’ hat was thrust up beseechingly to
him. For the first time the siranger heard peals of
music very close to his ears. - Bul the sound of the
violin did not seem io appeal to him: for a look of
disgust erept into his face, and he molioned ihe fiddler
to slop playing.

The hoy, however, interposed :

‘ Grandfather is blied, sir; he docs not see you sign-
ing 1o him to stop.’

‘Blind? G great God! And who are you ?’

‘1 am George Werner, grandchild of this old man.’

The siranger sighed deeply and threw some money
inte the boy’s hat. Then he walked over to the
blind musician and asked :

‘ What is your name, my poor man 7 .

The jfnvalid had in the meantine stopped playing,
and with his acute semse of hearing had .taken in
cvery word of the conversation -between the hoy and
ihe stranger, At last he answered feehly :

‘I am Conrad Zimmerman.’

“You are #En invalid, are you not ?

‘1 served in lhe Russian army with the Rhine
iroops.’ : .

The stranger sealed himsclf upon-one of the rocks
that stood mear the litile footpath, and said:

‘ Tell me Yyour-story.’

Then the old man began :

' When, in 1812, Napoleon led his army across the
Rhine towards Russia, the Phine troops were also
called upon to assist him. I came from Baden. With
the promise of victory, we entered Russia, and we
reached Moscow, amid great rejoicing. But what a
day ! Before long a mighly conilagration swept® over
the city, and then {the misery and suffering  dbegan.
After four years, I’ returned ~ to Germany. In the

meantime my wife- had died of poverty and despair”

My only daughter had inarried the moted sculptor,
Werner. I went io live with my children. Werner was
a lalented fellow. RBut at.the birth of little George
_here, who is my irusly companion, my daughter
passed away beyond llfe's gray shadows, leaving Wer-
ner hehind. The latter loved his “wife dearly ; the
parting was too much for his sensitive heart, and .he
followed her soon after, to be united in heaven, I
Was a lithograpler, and made good money at that
time.
- all brought .on, my physicians said, by overwork, and
those previous hardshing and exposures in Russia. In a
% short time I grew blind: and this, sir, in short, is
how T became.a heggar on life’s highway.’

*And where did you Jearn to play the violin 7'

~

-

Then the lad ran a few steps after *

. Divite Providence ! '—* Ave Maria.’

Then a great misiortune came upon me. Tt was

* Oh, if there were only. some one who -could- help,
soflen. and bear all' this misery.!'- ~ _ - .. _

Just then a crowd of .guests passed hy,” laughing
and challing briskly, men’ amd women - whose outward

™ bearing showed that they were_ people -of culture and

wealth,” Instantly an jdea shot ~through “the” stranger’s -

- mind.

‘ Give rhe- your violin'!' he.exclaimed.

~And, taking it'on his arm, he tuned the strings,
clear as a bell. h - [

' Now walch .me, child,’ he spoke. authoritatively,
*and pass your hat quickly through the crowds;’:

Then the. bow flew over the strings, ~so that the
poor old vielin sounded .like a humdn voice. cailing
out pitifully and sweetly “to the children” of earth;
gathered around. Even the blind musician was . beside

himself with admiration. Wondering, he inquired-:

‘ What !* Is that my violid ¥ L

But the stranger did not hear him. His soul was.
wrapped. up in the music that he drew gut of . the
Lhumble instrumernt. It was a beautiful march theme,
interlaced here and there with many artistic and intrie
cate varialions,

A large crowd of noled men and fashionable wo-
men had, im ithe meantime, gathered in_response to
the pleading cry of tihe singing violin. Everyone pre-
sent seemed {o know that the stranger was playing
for the poor old man and the little boy, and silver
—yes, even gold—pieces dropped earelessly “into the hat.

As he ceased, a fall, earnest-looking -man, with
a strong physique, was seen making his way., through
the crowd of interested spectators. He was ( dressed
in the striking mililary uniform of a Prussisn gen-

al.
“What has happencd here'? ' the. pgeneral asked
inquisitively. At . v .

As he spoke, all the men present bared . their
heads, - "

‘ Frederick William I1. of Prussia !’ was the whisp-
er ihat steole from lip to lip.

* Your Majesty,” answered the director of the sana-
lorium, *a stranger, a violinist of the first rvank, is
playing there for a poor old invalid.’

¢ Imvalid ? Send him to the hotel director at once.
I will give you a hundred dollars for your trouble,
Adieu t’ ’ )

Thereupon Frederick William II. {urned and left
with his attendant, remarking {houghtiully : .

‘ Since Louise died I do not care to listen to any
music.’ .

The lalented violinist had, meanwhile, handed the
instrument back to the old man, and was disappear-
ing in the crowd when the director of lhe sanatorium
walked up lo him and said:

*8ir ! His Imperial Majesly, the Elcctor of Hessen,
begs you to give hiin your name.?

‘I am Ludwig Spohr, born in Brunswick.’

And already it was whispered through the thromg.

' Spohr—it is the illusirious Spohr !’

The great violinist had come to assist at a copecert
at Wiesbaden. )

That evening .as Spohr sat at his supper table, an
elecloral hunter came in upon him suddenly and handed
him a letter in his Majesly’s own handwriting. The
letter read :

* My Dear Herr Spohr,—We have been witness to-day
of your noble deed and have admired your remarkable
musical talent, The invalid and the child whom you
assisted so kindly will hereafler be well taken care of ;
amd you we elett 4o the high position of Hofkapell-
meister. Your salary, rest assured, will be worthy of
your high art. Aflectionately, . .

WILLIAM II.

:Thereupon the new Kapcllmeister, in the fulness of
new-born joy, folded his hands and exclaimed thought-
fully : B

":&n‘d yet, there are people who do nob ‘belieﬂvé in -’
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For Bronchial Coughs and Colds, WOODS' GREAT
- 'PEPPERMINT CURE, 1/8 and 2/8 per Botitle. _

" HOW TO PAINT ‘A HOUSE CHEAf_:i. ot 1
~ H In White ‘and Colora,” Mix y for
Garrara Pain Inside and Outeide Use, .p-CARRARA
ratains its Gloss and Lmetrg for at least five years, and will look
better in eight years than lend and oil paints do in two,. s~ USE .

CARRARA, the first cost of which is no greater. than Jead and ofl

i d your paint bills will be reduced by over 50 per cemt.
Kmlxnl::‘u:lpfuﬁ;-uhfstmted booklet, entitled ‘How to Paint s Homee -

_ Cheap,’ will ba forwarded free on applioatidn.
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