_that he had placed his latch key /in the
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E ghifted the violin case from his
right hand to his Jleft; then,
after fumbling unsuccessfully in
‘two pockets, drew from a third
& key, which he slowly and ab-
gently inserted in the slot of the
!ront door. < Vain attempts to turn the
bolt drew his attention at last’to the fact

wrong aperture. - But the whole manner
of the man plainly indicated that his mind
was deeply engrossed.

As he drew the key ont of ‘the door in
order ‘to ‘make’ a fresh attempt.a bell in
‘& .clock tower clanged & single ominous
note which, lingering in musical tremolo
upon the still May air, floated quiveringly
above the sleeping city with-an effect not
unlike that of the sinister cymbal stroke
in the portentous opening measures of
Verdi’s “Miserere.”

The peal fell upon the musician’s sensi-
tive ears with the depressing-suggestive-
n f a knell and a violent shudder ran

#Kch. ‘Gott!” he muttered. oy g | po
like the beginning of Maestro Chopins
‘Funeral ‘March’!"

He stood the violin case in the. door-
way, removed his wide ‘brimmed, soft felt
hat, and pulled out of ‘his pocket & hand-
kerchief ‘with 'which Hip mopped from his
face beads ‘of" cold ‘perspiration .and
brushed back from his forehead the cling-
ing masses of dank, luxiivient hair. ‘At
the same time he raised his pallid face
.and glanced anxiously up thé front of the
six story temement.

All was darkness except & smgle bright
TAY that shot from a window-on the fifth
floor, as li’hough some wakeful sonl kept!:
vigil theré through the weary hours of the
night; 1louts of existence -that dfifted
slowly aw like yonder sluggish waters
of the Eaat River—for he knew that from
that very window could be seen. above
clustering. Toofs, the towering piers . of
Brooklyn . | Bridge, the giant canseway
which, to lns harrowed mind, linked two
seething vities mnch as the path 05 life
jtsalf bridges two wondrous warlds.”

He climped the five long flights of stairs
and gave & soft tap—hardly more, indeed,
than a bfrely audible scratch—upon the
door of thd modest little flat from the front
window of which that hght streameéd into
the street.

Almost immediately the door "was
opened by astout, mxddle aged creature of
‘homely type. She'had the red,. puboiled
hands of the professlodgl washerwomap,
the ‘seamed, careworns; ‘respectable couns
tenan& of the ty-p”geal stmu!mx mdow.

soclates? 'Wasn’t it Jack whe gave Fritz
last Baster the pair of beautiful rabbits
that set the little heart crazy with grate-
fu! delight? Hadn’t Steele even: helped
his protégé to keep ‘the pets and to care
for them up there on the roof until?——

Ah!  Until that terrible day, when
Fritz, filled with childish solicitude for his
charges in the prolonged absence of his
friend, had stolen up ‘alone, and, tripping
seross th@box, had fallen over the roof
edge and down two flights of the fire
eseape..

No, he wasn’t killed: not quite. For
two weeks ‘he lingeted -in. ‘the hospital—
two weeks of uncertainty and agony that
wore the unrobust mother down to the
last shred of yitality.

And. then, ‘only to-day, this-afternoon,
while -they :were sadly eating a meagre
lunch before Herr Hoffmeister started on
his daily matinee trip to.the theatre, there
had come the:blow that felled her as‘in-
stantly and effectually as a dagger thrust
and left her life ‘hanging by a hair—the
message from the hospital that Fritz: had
Just died L.

teele;, who .was func‘hing with them
hile in . the neighborhobd on ‘an §ssign-
ment, rushed for the idoctor when the
“{Frau fainted,” and -Hoffmeister, before

first violin of the orchestra, had just time
to ‘learn from the professional lips that
| the ‘death of the mother, though not im-
minent, was much more than possible

important tubs—had- volunteéred to stay
by the invalid until Hoffmeister’s return

hisi evening engagement, whiie .Steele
had offered to go to..the: hospital and
make all necessary afrangements regard:
ing the dead, so that ‘the German 1night
give his undivided ‘attention t6 the Living.
The blow had been a staggering one'to
young Steele, also, for he had grown

of the fact that it was his gift swwhich had
been the ipstrumentality of Fritzls mis-
fortune.

Once, in the early days of his intimaey
with Fritz, Jack had undertaken to ex-
plain to the father the cause of his grow-
ing attachment toi the child.-

1‘Xou see, Hofy, I' get to J‘;'eelir'xg~ al-
mighty lonesome gometimes, and the kid’s
just like- a small ‘brother to me. I'm a
foreigner, too, Hofy—that's why I have so|
much sympathy.for you. Having no rela-
tives, I emigrated from the West—out
near Chicago. and came to-New, York %o
mak; fame and fortune in the newspaper
‘business. --Xep; and I’m going to make the

- wmdy, thquxn'

~come dowp the street, Behaps i nodded
for divil a ; sound did T cateh till ye scrap’t
on the door. Tll l'ave ye now, and go
‘downstairs for'a wink o' sleep wid me
bairns, for it’s-at me tubs I fhust be at
givin in the mornin’. ‘But ‘be ‘sure o gi'e
me a hello if ye nade anything. .And for
hivin's sake de try to cheer ¥ 'urgel’ up,
‘Huor Hawfmeister, for bedad ye look
fashed to death' Arrah, now, I'll be after
fetchin’ yé back a cup-ofist’amin’ hot tay."”

But he rmagd # hand in .deprecation.

“Nein, nein, good Mrs. Maloney! Ach,
I could drink nothing——nothm; 4
j “Bezorra, if it ‘wasn’t for Mary "Ma-
Joney's grand idication ghe'd niver: know
that in’ Dutch nine cups means Bo cups,
and go she might be:after emptyin’ that
swate littfe tay caddie of hers for not@n
Well, then good night, Hur Hawfmeister.
Sure 1 dovhope you'll have fome news for
me in the*momm’ o

*Good night mein good, good friend,
Mrs. Malqney !”

But, struck by the \muttera:ble deject:on
of the pathetic figare, she turned and gave

‘him the onily comfort she dared.

“Push, man! - Now, ye doen'tknow but
what the.dear Lord intends to be.gracious
and merciful to ye after all. Sure I can
see that the doctora beginnm' to wonder

himself.”

“He tel? sure that the com-
8 ‘from mty..mt 9011-

without - her and the . other.

heen the very grops of his soul;
comforting Irish woman' below “him | on the
fourth floor, and that:slim,-helpful yonng

vey lmd

Au-erie;n aboye him on the sixth ﬂoor—f

that eager, bdght {faced comrade, the reck-
less tongued, gentle hearted reporter who
covered the fire. and police departments of
the city for an enterprising newspaper.
.Appamntly Jack Steele knew . .every fire-
guan that donned a belmet, eyery police-
gnan . that WOFe 2 nmform, not to mention
multitudes of_other. things and . people §
and ‘to’ him ﬂle' w‘hole great’ metropolis.

with all its wénderful happenings, was|

inerely a gigannc news agency for thc
Bald B;agle.

Herr Ho&meluter felt that he oWed more

‘cover you yet—largely because you're en-
tirely too modest for your own good. Why,
Hofy, that catgut mugic box of yours is
an ynopenéd gold mine, and T'm going to
find the right man ‘to dig the yellow out
for you. :I belieyve T could take care of
|the’ press agent’'s end- myself, but you’ll
have to have a bang-up manager to star
you as a soloist on the concert and vaude-
ville stage. Then yon'll saw chunks of
gold with that bow of yours faster'n a
nigger oan cut hunks-of cord wood with g

ail right! Gee! When yeu practise some
of those great tunes of yours—those ‘that
you call ‘the solos of the masters —why, it
just stops my poor bellows from pumping
and nearly pulls.the heart right out of my
chest. . Then 1take a soft 8neak up to the
roof to get some fresh air and recover.”
“That js art,” the German had ex
lplained simply.

" “Nix on the art, Hofy!” Jack had re
torted with prompt .positiveness, It
heart, man! Not ‘art. Oh, yow're going to;
wiake a hit, T tell yout”

.*Nein! 1 am a musgician, not a prize
fighter; and I will hit nobody!” the Ger
man had corrected with solemn dxgmty

on meant in the “Anrerican” lap#
guage.”
And then—- PN
Bat, ah, here he was—dreaming all this
sweet - !oohshneas of’the past! - He must
come back to. thdi,hpxrible present—back
{1o. the cruel. reality. -
wag gone'——nnd his bere&ved mother was

[T

|
I

Steele also; but Jack had youth and
strength, while the-poor fran had none
of the latter and not enough of the for-
.mer.

moments &e paused -there with hxs hand
on the doozrknob.

He 'gaveé a long, ‘deep sigh, passed a
pnlm slowly. across his ' forehead, and
murmured wearily :—

“Well, we seem. to be at the end of ail
things. . When I have nothing left I
care no more for life.”

Then he turned the knob and pushed
| ‘ben ‘the door, -almost colliding on the
threshold with the docton, who was
noiseleusly deDartmg

Good Mrs. Muloney—deserfing ‘lier all] .

saine tor otl, too, Hdi‘y—-—]uzt bécause”

right, but- nobod.ys had a chance to dis-|.

. “Ob, that's all tight, Hofy,” laughed, -
s Jac!x, as he maqaged. between (giggles, to
0, imake clear to his friend what the ex

gently slipping after him. ' Yes, of courss! ;
i ha.d been a. fearful blow to young,

All these things flashed through Herr| |
Haﬁmelst;er’s tense mind during the fiw| |

She’s improving; she’s not as weak as she
was, and I really believe: that with perfect
conditions she’ll pull through. ~Here are
the condmons i—Absolute guiet and sotie
sleep: So, you . see, -she must  not- be.
disturbed: in any’ way ‘on’ any ageount.
Understand 7

#I-—~Iunderstand,” murmured the other,
Iutehing unsteadily at the stain rail, 'while
afaint glow’ of Thope began to steal info
his haggard face,

fmemsnse s

1».-

“l\o d:stu.rhxnce whatever," wen; (mv :

leaving ‘to fuifil his inexorable duties as|: ;

and had repeated the kindly office during| . '

strangely fond of the boy--to say nothingi

rip, - By gum; you'll be the whole chegfe,| i

e beloved Fritz' -

ture 8 sleep Ahem' Do youithink—er—
you Have it-all straight] now?”

5The German difted “his hamd from. the
tail\and! pressed the -palt: for a niomient
tizhtly e gainst’ his: closed eyehds, then,
looking’ into; the doctor’s face mnch as a
brave ‘man . might" gaze dowt . the rlﬁe
barrels of ‘a- file'of martial executxoners
e yepeated phinfully :—

M N6 Ehaple bF ahy Kind; and—-—and if ‘she
sleep,dhe will“get well ;
e the ; aoctbm u‘ood

|

| eyes.

‘i morning.”
‘elder man felt a pang of regret. that his

“| yonthful friend should be s0 carried away
‘+ by such sordid things as glory and money.

| very young; he will grow larger.”

“Why, you are bettér!”‘hq exclaimed!
with ~exaggerdted cheerfulness as he
dropped- on omne ‘knee begide ‘the ‘bed.

*YAeh! maybe,” she responded, *‘far I
have just been thinking pleasant things.”

“SO?" 4 i

“Yah; I have been thinking of those
dear old days, Vilhelm, when “we was
very young; away, way back before—
before, little' Fritz came to ts. ‘Do you
remember, Vilhelm?”

Far back over the past she wandered
living ‘again the sweet delights of her
t-girlhood romance. For half an hour the
“low  voice ran on, when it was interd
yrupted by a faint knock at the-door of
the flat. Herr Hoffmeister arose; and go-

ing “down /the little cerridor, openied the

door to ﬁnd Steele struggling for breath

_after an impuldive plunge up-the five

ﬂlghts of stairs.

“The German raised his hand warningly;

and the young American spoke in a low
. whisper,

“I—I've just come from downtown;
and—-and—say, Hofy, 1’ve got a bit of
‘good pews for you.’

But _the. German broke out dugogn
solately

"There can be no miore good news tor
me.’ -
“Well, then, for her,”

“No, mno!" ‘objected Hoffmelster, ‘with
quick apprehension. *No shock of ahy
kind;” ‘he repeated mechanically, but
positively. “‘If she be disturbed, she die.
Maybe,” he added gloomily, #she .die
Manyway. But if she sleep, she will get
well.” N

The animated face fell, but the bubbling
tongue ratfled on.

“Hist, then, Hofy! I've got to bave
some relief for my system, so listen tp/
this. At last. I've found the right man
for a manager. T thought miaybe' that
would cheer you up a bit. ‘You know I
said I'd do it. I promised you'glory and
money, 0ld boy, and I'm going to make
good.”

Hoffmeister gazed blankly into.the eager

&

& ’
“Glory! Money!” he exclaimed disdain-
fully. “Those things are nothing to me
when I have nohody to give them to!”
“Yes, I-I know how you feel, Hofy.
And,” he added ruefully, as. the other’s
weary face sank further within the corri-
dor and the door began to creep slowly
toward the jamb, “I—well, I see I've got
to .bottle. up for a while. Good night,
Hofy. 'Keep a stiff upper lip, old boy,
and T'll uncork my boost firsy th.mg in the}

Even in the’ mldst of his norrow the

when life and love were at stakey
“But,” he excused, reflectively, *“he is]

As Hoffméister re-entered the bed‘?oom

i melody.

|| Phony, carrying soothingly upon its di-

ifor tue shining eyes shift that fixed gaze

{reporter. -
youthful enthusiasm was.absent. Stesle’s|

1It's bursting through their windows and

and the room itself swayed and roeked
on ‘the billéwing tide of the gushing

On, on rofled the sea of surging eu-

vine breast the soul of the weary sufferer,
bearing it lovingly, softly; tenderly, im-
perceptibly into the hesling embrace of
restful gleep.

Not until then did the magic bow pause

into space.

How much timé had elapsed? Was it
minutes or hours? A long time, it seemed
to him.

Xes; for the morning is breakmg See!
tlirongh the open doer of the little room
a glow is danéing on the opposite wall of
the marrow ceorridor.

Yet surely the sun would not grow
bright so quickly, nor its light flicker in
that uncertain manner.

“Hark! ‘A knpock at the dopr!—soft, yet
Insistent and- commanding.’ .

With a_long drawn mgh the soul of
Herr Hoffmeister came back from the
realm of the gods; and opening the door;
he was kgain face to face with the youn
But this time the ubmli.

1ips were white; his eyes gleamed strange-
ly; his manner was tense and galvanic, !

“Quick, Hofy, guick!” he whigpered,
laying a quiyering hand upon the Ger-
man’s arm.  “I dozed off to your music
and woke to find the second floor of the
house on the opposite side gf the street
in a blage.” It's galoping fire-all right!

swallowing the uppeér stories like ﬂamaﬂ
from a blast furnace. -1t shootl skymrd
and rains back on our roofs like a hail
of “brimstone. . .In a few /minutes that
narrow front ‘street of ours’ll he like a
pit 6f hell. Then the houses on this side’ll
go, too. Our front and roof are cut off
already, ‘but everybody can get out the
back way. Come, Hofy, Il help you
to carry the Fran downstairs!”’
Herr Hoffmeister folded his arms im-
passively and replled calmly :—
“She’sleeps. She will get well.”
“But we ‘must get her out oF here,
Hofy !”
““No shock of any kind,” quoted the Ger‘
man stolidly.  “This would be a great|.

die,”

“Hofy, for heaven’s sake, wake up‘ It’
sure . death here,
mean to leave her, do you?”

Hoffmeister drew. his’ spare form to itn
full height'and a look of supreme scorn
flashed from his great eyes. . °

“Listen, mein. young friend.
and I have been togedder for many year.
She have stuqk to me % rongh/ great

troubles, ;hrouxh fair wedder and fould’

mostly: foul, and T will not pau'mlt
a small thing as ‘death to separa :

shock, No; if she be moved she lurgly

God, man, you don’t
0

That frau o

Axixd when the wﬂ«i}plerdng bells of the
rushing engines or the ever rising roar of
the fery hell penétrated the Tittle' room
the golden voice ‘of the violin swelled, -
fuue'i and fuller till it drowiled in an
ocean of eweetness ‘the ugly, mging tor-
méil, Yea, it mocked even the Dark
Angel himself, for it sang with inslstent
trigmph, 'O 1death, where ig thy uﬁnx?
O -graye, where thy victory 2™ : i
But hark! 2
Ag the voice of the violin dieslow’ uthet
voices seem to iningle with its’ thrdblﬂng
hotes. Y
‘Pirst, a muffled, - indistinet, dlstant
voice; Ygt surely itis the familisr -ring-
ing, “cymhal woice’ of the young Ameri+
can. 5
#“Now you have it, Joe! I&v—ﬂ;&t’l
the right window!”

Thep another voice—heavier, earery
more distinet.

“H’s locked, Chief!?

Next, a terse order, ripped ont ln deep;
gruff, attheritative tonef:—

“Emnh the dam gash-in with the axel”

o

see two stalwart firemen, incased ‘in mb
‘ber helmets, ‘coats and boots, crawl’ over
tbe ‘window -sill from the rounds. of &
heayy Jadder and drop lightly upon the
ifioor, dragging after them the glittering
hrags-nozale of a thick “hose. _Up, up,
level with the sill, then above, ‘Rﬁlmm'd
ithe flushed, eager face of young Stedle,
who, leaping into the room, meizéil ithe
Gem@n ‘by bot.h shoulders and, shaking
‘him. ,xaptnrously, munnnmd 'l.nt» his
[Gazed ear i— 5
“And you actually thought I'd’ Tet :nu..
didn’t you, Hofy? Ol you Dutch?” *
“8h-h,” - cautioned. Herr Eol’méb'h!

fmec‘hanically to the Iaboring  firemen.

“She’ sleeps.  She will get well” =
But ithe warning was superZuous,
In a iwmkﬁng ‘a spouting. column’ of
‘water was being poured across the sttoat
mtam flaming furnace. -
%t standing beside the grint ﬂsuui. :
hi!pered anxionsly into the ear of the

s&de ot ] ,
’ks@tha.nlg‘ uhnnrm‘nlwn

 Go, ‘mein good friend ! T must play som

ce and the ‘cello hcart "\he e plamed

She gave a little nod of smiling under-|:
" standing. ~ Then "together they resumed
their rambling through the charming vistas|:
of the past,

‘On ‘ticked: the clock and around sped
the hands, but.time has no dominion over
those who have left her realm—noé mean-
{ing for those who are gazing into the
depths of etermty

“And do you reme,mber, Vithelm ?” she
murmured, “how you did steal mein poor
heart away from me ‘with your wonderful
violin?"

*You should not blame it all on the
noor. vielin,” he smiled tenderly, as he
gently pressed the thin hand. ‘It was
just-as much the dear country, and the
singing birds, and the sweef ﬂowers, and
the beantiful spring, and”’——

“Yes, yes, Vilhelm, the beautiful apring
and ‘that angel voice of the wonderful
violin singing our .own great Mendels-
sohn’s hymn of the bitds and -flewers’!
Ach, that magic *Spring-Song’!- Oh, Vil-
Lelm, play. it @gdinl-—to-night!  Play it
for me nowl Play it.,Vllhelm as you
did then! 8o, perhaps, I might dream all
those ‘dear, beautiful things-once more"

.Dream!

“If she sleep, ghe will get welll” he
remembered suddenly, as he snatched the
violin from its csise;thrummed the strings
with his deft touch, and stooping over her,
whispered -hoarsely

“Yes, yes, Iiwill play it agam, Emnilie.
Listed, Liebchen'! and T will play ‘it for
you as-it mever ‘was played beforel—no,
not even thenl”’

He stood: erect, his .gaze fixed upon
spaee; hi§ large eyes shining lnminously
betwee the heavy. locks -of hair that
o d BCTOSS the temples o£ his bmad

2 foréw

The thin hands in the bed clasped
themselves: ecstatically . as the . magic
wand of the master swept the sleéping
strings and woke them to {ife and action.

Softly and gently—mystically .as the
tirst faint breath of spring itself falls
from the bosom of nature upon the ehild
face of expiring winter—those wondrous
notes trembled into being and stole melt:
ingly upon the still Htmosphere of thiat
deatli chamber, filling. the room .with
peace and love, stircharging the air with
vibrant -life. - Now, .the -gushing tones
soared -dominaiitly upward; ahon, sunk
into quivering mufmurs that seemed like
ilie futtering ‘Wwarblings of young nest-
lings who, ingpired by the season’s glow!
ing watmth, had burst from their snug
retreats with joyous song only .to shrink
back to thédowny havens overcothe with
timidity at thexr own audaegity.: Yet, con-
stantly gatheting poWer—as o spring's

ing e darted suddenlj pas

in the front room, glanced out throngh
the brightly illuminated panes. ‘

he shook -his head ‘hopelssly.
room of the little suite.

fully studied the limited area between
the backs .of the houses, the long reach off
distance to the ground, the cramped alley
at the rear.

In another moment he l\ad drawn ‘Bim-

2 fist sheepishly Bcross his eyes.
.- “Hofy,” he gaid brokenly, extending
his hand, “I bég your pardon for what 1
said about your leavmg
was only trying to taunt you into action.
But you're perfectly right. No;
you eouldn* 't do anything eise than what
you purposs.
But—but—Hofy, you're great! Good |y
rLord! No wonder the voices of angels|
sing from the heart of your ﬂddle I yn-
derstand it now.”

than by any geference to himself. '

huskily :— :
“Goodby, mein good, mein best friend.
You will still give me that little talk qzt

as dis, where little’ Fritz and the Frau
gedder.”
the young man's throat, and tearibg his

he. raced madly and recklessly down tho
1ong figiits of stairs,

“The young love life,” murmured Hert
Hoﬁmeister indulgently, as he shut ‘thel!
door and 106ked it while the sound of the e
precipitate departure fionted ‘o “his eats.
Then, after closing and carefully fasten-|
ing the sash of the’ back window, whicb
Steele had left open, the German -pulledi®
down before it the faded green. blind.|
Slowly ‘he walked into. the middle room,
softly closing that door too, behmd him,
ihd picked up his instznment;

“Now ! he muttered.  “Now we have
ghiut out the whole horrible world and can
be .disturbed no ‘more, But 'the people}
dre leayvibg the house with a great fuss
ahd the nolses m\the street are growing;
¥o 1 will play it all away from mein dear
Emilis's poor edrs, and she and I and—f

Hoffmelster|
and,: speeding’ noiselessly to the wlndow;

As his eyes took in the raging spectacle »
Then he turned and rushed into:the last |

Softly pushing|S
up' the sash he leaned far out and care-|

self in, and, with livid féatures, solemanly |
faced the mugsician, ‘The young ' Jips|. .
twitched piteously, and their owner dashed|’ -

you—}

The German was deeply ‘moved—more
by the tribute to his beloved instrument|’

He gripped the hand and murmured|;

Something like a sob busst wildly mnf‘
hand fr;htica!ly from the other's’ :rasp' -

‘WBD
Jin

Of course, 1 %

If you did, 1'd despise you.|: 'Em

suu-lng wildxy
“And pd ;lnt?" hev

yours in the morning; but it will be thelf» ;'.
morning of anodder warld, & better weorld [the o

and you and I wnl allbexeryh&wyw

Yanm.ﬂ}elhldnng ve boy and one
dead—-jnst as_they nhould !rh‘h ; both

jnmpins Jxmiter' I muit :
my report of this ﬁre to 'the Bald ‘Bagls
before any fresh guys get a Jine ¢ on what's

 He slid defﬂy over

tnnqﬂted-—snndint ﬂke & pim ‘of ‘seulp-
fure—His inwinking eyes set in a. great,’
unseein: stare,

“So-lonﬂ" “cried Steele; only the top of

20 this restless, impulsive, 4ov:lng and loy-
able spirit than be could ever repay. . For
was it not young Jack who had made Nittld],
Frite's life worth uving? Had not Steele
‘made the <;lnld svelcome. to his Tooms at
&ll hours, seasonable. s,nd nnseasonpble ?
Haddn't he playéd wlth him, romped with
‘him, read to him, copched hxm in his Eng-
“ligh, helped him with his school studies‘,
dnterested him -in @ ‘hundred and one
things that kept the boy above his sordid]
surroundings ‘and free from:polluting as-

3ust ihe'man I want to see!” 'whlspereu
the physiclan, drawing the drooping form
out agin iipon the landing, *‘Now, lister
earefully, for . I've  overstayed umy -time
here, and mtist hurrty off o another very
ill patient. Here's the situation!”

He ' spoke m]prenxvely, . emphasgizing
eath Doint by steiking the palm of his
left hand with two_ fingers of ‘the right.

“Attention, now, “with all your mind.
Herr Hoftmeister, for it’s life or death.
I.0an say this much to encourage you:—

and Jittle Hritz shall be dxsturbed no more
forever.’”

With the stimulus of "Stéele’s parting
words of admiration in his heart the soul
of Hoffineister lost itself in o heaven of
muaie, - 7 3
Taking'  the - original melady for his
theme, he wove & mérvellous gariand:of
toie-poems from his inspired fancy as he
sat thdre bestde the still form, over thef
peddetul #ade of which hovered continu-
Lally a little smile of sweet content,*

bad or goad—one would have e .uhc

éffect ‘as the “other.  Don't 16t . anything | FOW ‘eorrider fromi which opcned two of
cnder. heaven mave you - fropy this; ‘Hoft: the -three suiall ‘rosms. that " constituted
meister=it. meins yout' sife's -lite,  Of| thi¢ miodest  fat~the corridor irself; Ster.
course; it’s . éasy enotigh sto°. assure 1]1p‘11111l’\flll" in the i‘mut room alreddy’ men-
quiet, but what's bothetm,g me ds. the | tioned,

problem of sleep: I can't hope: for minch b« He furtied intotthe widdle ropm, eum‘
if " she' contintes 50, wakefuls: Biit this. I | lud Lig*violin case ot a table and waftly
can ‘say ‘most ‘positively; if'she; slee DS, | Lappitoached the bed from#whick™ a’ wan
ghe will get well “In: Her condition \‘T face gﬂ/od up at him with a stveet mile
nircofic - wouldn’t . be ‘wise;  bewides, “it's| while a thm, wlhite Imnd stole f01t'x to
&' ease where we need ‘the niagic of ‘na- {clasp his:!

own volces, urged Ly that .sthange new
lite which siiffuses their belig—the: mel-
ody gréw broader and- deeper, till at
last it rose triutzphant ina vetitable res:
urrection chant of temipestious vietory;
| thieh sobbed away into weird, beautiful
codences of surpassing witchery. '
On. swept -the bow of “the muster, on
thirebbed the marvellolis music; tiow s |t
iug, now falling,  till It seeted to the
enchantéd * listenér that the véry walls
quivered in uuison with the magic shythm

his head, visible above the sill. " “I'l see
you tgaln in a few hours, and T»ﬂn; you
the very latest from desr old Fritz® Oh,
gosh, Hofy I—I nearly forgot! Bay! Frits
told ‘me to be sure to ask yoéu' if you
cottldn’t itop at the hospitgl on your way
homQ from the matinée ithis" afterdoon?
¥t the . Fraw's well enough” for' ol - to
risk it, do it, will youl—he’s Just erasy
fo see yon.f Now, be good to yourael old
boy;F Better. get .a Tew Winks of cleep.
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