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Fhings Which It Does for Men—Ser-
-nbrlev.n.l.,hﬂ-,n. D, Fas-
tor of Every-Day Church, Boston.

after the manner of men, I have fought
beasts at Ephesus, what advantageth it

the dead rise not? Let us eat and

drink; for to-morrow we dle.—I Cor., xv, 8l

This text by way of contrast. For my pres-
ent purpose I have no interest in the evi-
@ence for immortality. I shall ask, not-4s It
true? But If it Is true or If it is false, what
is the bellef jn Immortallity good for? What
§» its practical value? Is it worth cherishing?

Of course, If it 18 true, we may assume
that it Is worth cherishing; but, waiving
that for a moment, as a force in human life,
dow, If at all, does it help?

Without goilng into careful analysis,
thrre seems to me to be three things which
& belief in the future life does for men. It
does more than these, but these three lie on
thn surface, open to all who shall reflect for
& moment. It furnishes: First, an intellectual
topic;: second, & moral tonic; third, peace for
the aged.

#First—Think, if you can, of a man in any
fleldl doing business for a day. Think of him
doing business for a week, a month, or even
a year, with nothing more in view. Even to
enter college, a young man wants a perspec-
tive of three or four years in school and an
apportunity for practical effort of some years
beyond the day of graduation. Show him
with certalnty, or even on the testimony of
good physiclans that he must die in a year,
and leave him without hope of another life,
and he is a man of a million if he does not
suffer practical mental paralysis. Men do not
snter college for the last year of life.

80 In business—what captain of commerce
ever dil business for a single day? What
rallroad was ever bulit with a view to its
operation for one month? Men do business
to-day for to-morrow. They do business this
year for next year. A man guing out of
business is either Indolent or recklesa, Young
men plant apple trees;: old men selkdom do.
They might do so, there Is nothing external
40 hinder them, but they want the mental
stimulus; motive is lacking. Now, If we look
at life in a large way, we ghall see that the
same law hdlds. To stimulate thought, to
stir the energles, to furnish motive, men
néed more time; they must be able to look
mhead, they must anticipate,

Men do not go bravely and cheerfully for-
ward to walk off a fatal precipice, which
they know yawns to receive them. Such
knowledge, or even bellef, would unnerve
gnost men. There {8 mental tonile in the
thought that we are living to-day for to-
morrow, this year for next year, in this life
for another life. This view gives tone and
wigor to all one's actions. It removes paraly-

#is, it Inspires effort, stimulates thought. In
shom, it is an intellectual tonic. You would
pity a splendid railroad engine, sidetracked
und feft standing without steam, and im-
potent for the warnt of motive power,

How much more should you pity a man
with the power of thought, abllity to plan,
with the instinct to reach forward, to work,
o act, bereft of this Intellectual motive that
comes with a belief that he is not planning
for a day nor living for a day, but that every
plan, and every thought, and every action is
related, though distantly, yet intimately, to
& continued lfe? ‘

8econd—A belie? In fmmortality Is also a
moral tonie. We dare not say that it is the
only moral stimulus, and I would be sorry
evernrto hint.that it is the only moral basis
for right actions;.but, looked at as a motive,
#t is & mightier moral Influence than most

_-people have ever dreamed.,
; Looked at apart from a continued and de-
weloping life, it is not easy to make a strong
impression upon most men in behalf of mor-
alityand noble living. As a motive your ap-
peal for nobility of Mving, for herolsm, for
seltsacrifice, will be strong in proportion as
you are able to relate it to the individual
life of the lndividual man. A great English
préacher puts it this way:
“It i» best, if man perishesinthe grave,
that during life's brief day, each man should
fils own particular tastes, bDe they
w they 'may, end pursue the course of
conduct which he thinks will be most con-
ducive‘to hils own happiness; for life is not
- only short, but its duration i’ 80 uncertain
_thatst is impossible to say whether any one
may live to realize a distant good.”

But when you have thoroughly convinced
& man that there is continuity of life, that
20-day is related to to-morrow, that this
year is related to next year, and that this
life Is related to another life beyond the

you'have taken the first steps to es-

: in his mind a continuity of coffée-

Quences. He sees then the moral bearing of

bis own conduct. He may ses himself de-

Nl to<day, but he knows the possibilities

or gaining a viclory on another day. He

see his moral plans fail once, but the

Is not final. He can try again. There

" I something to look forward to. There is
something to build upom,

A man whoee life is to be extinguished like
the candle wheu it has burned itself down
t0o the ground may well say: “Let us eat
‘and drink, for to-morrow we die.” All
moral perspective is gone; all hope of re-

and foar of punishment are destroyed.
is Mving, in short, without moral motive.
thoroughly persuade him that the grave
not his life, that there is something
which even now he is living, and
a divine Influence in his life to
In his own eyes, and hope
in the hour of temporary de-
this life motive and he

his wagon to a star.” It s
to

something greater than
stars. It Is hitched by faith to the

made the stars, and he has for his
\ the divine altraction Impelling him
forward through all temptation, through all
difficuity, through all doubt. Be the evidence,
therefore, for immortality strong or weak,
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He who 13 to ljve for eternity, whose life
weaches on and on into the years and the
ages, who i1s to be a co-liver with God him-
self, slmply cannot afford to waste his sub-
‘stance with riotous living. Me is a builder
of his own life in the passing days for the
eternal years. He knows this. He feels this,
He must, therefore, build well. God sees
Bim to-day. God will see him one thousand
Yyears from to-day. He must live as in the
sight of God.
- Third—James Marfneau speaks these
startlingly significant words: “A few vears
of conscious gain, followed by a long process
of unconscious loss, complete the story of
our dbeing here” Ah, yes, a few years of

timid in the evening, and cowardly at night.
: the hour of conscious gain and conscious
D, no man is timil, dbut when the

Is ended and his strength is ebbing
away, then how shall we find his courage?
Most men are safé enough from despair dur-
first forty years of life. How about

years when the sight grows dim,

whitens, the step grows feeble,

tongue no longer speaks with elo-

when the body no longer stands

when all the powers are rapldly wan-

a man feeis himseif rap!dly sinking into

may, indeed, be a few men who have
£0 bravely and so 1 in the years

are few menswho wear the laurels o thick
about their brows that they may rest salis-
fied in old age with these symbols of thelr
victories. What the old man needs is noth-
ing less than what the young man needs,
He needs hope. He needs the perspective of
future years. He needs to be able (o Jook
ahead, He needs to relate his life not merely
to the things of the past, but to the possi-
bilities of the future. Havinz done this he
may not, indeed, be able in the years of In-
firmity to wrestle agaln with the problems
of life, but he will have, by the inspiration
of his hope, patience during the hours of
his walting. As the sick man, with hope of
recovery, may patiently bear his pain and
his weakness as he looks forward to the
weeks or the months when once more he
shall stand on his feet and take part in the
battle of life, so The old man, suffering in
body and mind temporarily eclipsed, looks
forward with courage, not to an hour of
greater eclipse, indeed, but to the hour of
deliverance, when he finds himself mads
young cnce more.

I can concelve of a stoicism so stolid as
to ca an old man through the infirmities
of age to the open grave, with apparent In-
difference, but I cannot conceive that such
stoicism could ever produce a sweet and
beautiful old age. Stolcism is not necessarily
peace, The real fcundation of peace is faith
and trust.

But yet again. If the thought of immor-
tality is needed for the peace and comfort
of oid age, it isalso the foundation for rever-
ence of old age. There are, ho doubt, other
reasons more or less temporary for rever-
encing the aged, but the real, fundamental,
permanent reason must be found In our esti-
mate cf the dignity and value of the human
soul. If there is something of fundamental
value, something to be trusted, something to
be loved, something to be reverenced in the
soul fitself, this will bz ample motive for
treating the aged mother or father with
tenderest care. But if not, why not follow
with logical courage the coarser utllitari-
anism and ruthlessly kill the old man when
he ceases longer to be a useful factor in the
affairs of the community; why keep him as
a burden for others to bear; why permit him
to interfere with the exacting duties of a
busy world? Nay, why not go wurther? Why
not bravely slay the impotent, the cripples,
the deaf and blind? It may be done quickly
and palnlessly. It may be done without suf-
fering, without agony. And yet there is not
a nation In the world so undercivilized as
to seek this cruel relief from the burdens of
age and infirmity, nor has there been for
a thousand years.

What motive 13 there at work in human
Hfe to-day operating to make us tender and
careful of tha happiness of those who are
aged or infirm? We may not be able to de-
scribe the motive nor even to define it con-
sciously to ourselves, but is it not at bot-
tom of our reverence for human life? And
this reverence, whence does it spring, If not
from the consclousness that it is related to
God’'s life, that it is sacred?

If ® were only the lfe of the body, with
its short period of consclous gain, and its
longer period of ‘ungonscious loss, sinking at
last, in common with all the animals, into
the grave, into night, into the silence and
uncgnsciousness of eternal death, then the
death of the man would be little if any
more to us than of any perishing bird or
beast.

We come back at last, then, to the
thought with which we started. Man needs
his faith in fmmortality as a present prac-
tical power. He needs it for the sake of
mental tonle, for moral stimulus. He needs
it for the sake of peace in old age. He needs
it as a safeguard for all weakness, all in-
firmity. Without it he will be more an ani-
mal and less a man. With it he will be more
a man and less an anlmal. Without it life
will be purposeless and without plan, cha-
otle, ankl mnore or less useless; with it life
shall have plan, purpose, inspiration, power.
This it is which relates the world of matter
to the world of spirit,

“Why, then, drop the key that tunes dis-
cordant worlds to harmony?"

(Copyright, 1896, bf
o

the Newspaper Sermon
Associat

n, of Boston.)

STEREOPTICON AS A TEACHER.

Its Use as an Assistant in the Loeanl

Schools,

During the present school year a course

of lessons in English history was given in
school No. 8, of this city. Miss Alexander,

the principal of the school, arranged the
lessons on a plan which would give the pu-
pills @ more thorough Knowledge of the

scenes of famous events than they could
possibly derive from the ordinary school les-
son. To At the requirements of the schoo!
course of study much interesting matter was
sacrificed, but the results in the large and

liberal knowledge gained by the pupils, In
L}l:le intelligent interest they displayed when
historical scenes were mentioned, whicn
‘were formerly unmeaning names to them,
and in the kindly feelings which these les-
sons have fostered between them and thelr
teachers, abundantly justify the time and
1 she expended on the work.

first lesson described places noted iIn
early English history. The Druldic Temple
of Stonehenge [llustrated the nature wor-
ship of the early Britons. Dover and its
chalk cliffs, which attracted the atten-
tion of Julius Caesar and led to hls in-
vasion of the island, gave opportunity for
a description of Roman remains in England,
Iona, the “‘Holy Isle” of the Plcts and Scots,
whence Istlanity was diffused through
northern Britain, was pictured to the hear-
ers, as well as Glastonbury, immortalized by
Tennyson in his Arthurian ePlc. Whitley,
the scene of the labors of Caedmon, the
father of English poetry, was then shown.
The transition from Saxon to Norman times
was strikingly illustrated in the architecture
introduced the invaders, and perfected
during the following ceéenturies when the na-
tion was slowly ripening to freameu. When
Caernarvon Castle was displayed on the can-
vas it seemed a fit type of its founder, the
greatest of English sovereigns, and the pu-
plls were reminded that the yvear 1885 was
the centenary of the summoning of the first
Ewltsh Parilament by Edward.

r. Dewhurst, of Plymouth Church, gava
the children a very instructive lecture on
“Gothic Architecture.” This was followed
by a schoo! lesson on the great cathedrals
built during the splendid outburst of creative
em-rfy which followed the cenquest. Beautl=
ful interior and exterior views were given
of Canterbury, perhaps, historically, the
most renowned of the eat eccleslastica;
structures of England; York, with its Ro-
man, Saxon and Norman assoclations: Win-
chester, largest among mediaeval churches;
Ely, looming up among the low fenlands like
the hulk of some mighty vessel, and Durham,
subduing the beholder by the spell of its
awful beauty, as it sits enthroned on. a lofty
hill looking down on the river Wear,

Eton, Oxford and Cambridge wera de-
sceribed in another lesson. LT? in Oxford,
the foundations of the colleges and their sub-
sequent changes, their mode of governing
the student, the university libraries—in short,
tha scholastie influences which mold the
character of the student in those great cen-
ters of thought, were vividly impressed on
the minds of the listeners, and gave them a
conception of life in the great public schools
and universities of England.

A very Interesting lesson followed on the
Tower of London, with the historical associa-
tionz which make it so interesting to those
who wish to trace the footprints of the past.
In the “England of Shakspeare™ a beauti-
ful picture was presented of the scénes
among which the great dramatist moved,
The children saw Kenilworth Castle as it
appeared when Lelcester welcomed Elizaheth
within its walls. They beheld the crumbling
walls and broken archways of to-day, where
nature strives to cover with her mantle of
vy “the scarred disgrace of ruin.”

The Scotland of Burns was described by
Dr. Knox. of the Seventh Presbyterian
Church. This was mvceml&d by a lesson on
the “Lands of Scott,” whith dealt with the
picturesque and historic aspects of the north-
ern eountry. In the three lessons which
closed the series descriptions and illustra-
tions were given of (1) the government of
Engiand, showlng Whitehal!l, the Home an:d
Forelen offices, the Admiralty., the Hersza
Ouaris, Windeor, the official resldence of
the Queen and portarits of Gladstons and
Maraell: (@) commercial England, ilastrated
hy London with its mighty avenues of trade,
ite bridges, railways and tannels, and Liver-
poal, with its miles of docks, the grea*
steamghip Cephalonia, its custom house and
exchange: () artistic England, represented
by reproductions of the most famous art
mmu in the great British art galleries

ROMANCE OF A VIOLIN

TRUE STORY OF NEW YORK LIFE BY
NOVELIST EDGAR SALTUS.

Prof. Jean Lott Had Three Ambitions,

Achieved Them All, and Yet Died
with a Rroken Heart.

Edgar Salius in New York Journal
Chapter L.

OVER THE SEA IN THE LONG AGO.

It Is related that the good people of Koe-
nigsberg divinded that something extracrdin-
ary had cecurred, simply because a fellow-
toansman, the famous philoropher, Kant,
happened to walk one day in a different dl-
rection to that whizh he usually took. As a
matter of fact,. he had just learned of the
French revolution. The inhabitants of Han-
over are not, perhaps, so susceptible, yei, a
dozen years a; 0, there were those among
them almost equally surprised at seeing a
fellow-clitizen, less famous, indeed, than Kant,
but just as regular in his habits, issue at
high noon from bis dwelling and hurry across
the Theater Platz, The person who exclted
this attention was one whose face indicated
neither youth nor age; nothing, in fact, save
the censtant absorption of ideass Had you
seen him you would have =aid he was a poet,
and you would not have been far wrong. He
was a weaver of songs without words—a vir-
{noso, and his name was Jean Bott.

Born in the adjeining palatinate of Hesse-
Cassel, his boyhood had been remarkable,
if at all, only for the avidity with which he
read the 'Bible, his indi¥erence to romps and
games and the almost sensual delight which
he took in the possession of a little red
flddle.

In Cassel, at that time, Spohr was leader of
the orchestra, and Spohr, you remember, was
outranked only by Weber on the lyric stage.
A man of sweet, if nervous disposition, he
was well acqualnted with the lad's family,
and now and again the boy was permitted
to hear him play in private. Now If in the
realm of music there be one thing more in-
spiring than ancother, it is to waich the
finger® of a master's hand, and seé them
make a stretch of strings blaze with florid
chordis. So, at least, thought Jean Bott. As
be looked, he learned. The red fiddle seemed
very poor, his knowledge very scant. Pleased
and flattered, too, it may be, by the lad's
attention, Sphor took him in charge, and
presently he had him in the chorus at the
opéra, Lhen beneath the stage with the ma-
chiniels, later as a supernumerary among
the musiclans, instilling the while the princi-
ples of harmony through thelr effects, urg-
ing him to compare the differentiate between
voices and instruments, encouraging him
with the wonderful promise of a future place
beneath his baton.

On Jean's eighteenth birthday that promise
was fulfilled, but it wes not at all beneath
a mere baton that he =at, It was beneath a
magic swand, and that night, when at last
he slept, you may be sure he wandered
through a land where dreams come true.

And such dreamsa! Over the way there
lived a girl with a drouping mout®. uplifted
eyes and the shy, sweet grace of s fawn,
She was just sixteen, a human flower in the
flower of life. It was of her he dreamed,

Working and dreaming the years fell by.
The Stradivarius was still a vision, but the
lived a girl with a drooping mouth, uplifted
eyes was real. She had become his wife, anl
from the neighboring town of Hanover there
had come to Spohr's pupil an invitation to
lead the opera there, 1f he hesltated no one
knew it; and when, baton in hand, he made
als initial bow, the officers in the stalls and
the nobles in the boxes gree:¢d him with
sracious rounds of applause,

‘lr you have ever pitched your tent in a
German residency you will know in a man-
ner which description is impotent to convey
the interest which is taken in your affairs.
In the Kaffee-Klatch at the cake shop,
where women knit and gossip of an after-
noon; in the beer halis, where they join
their husbands at night, there are Qppor-
tunities for interchange of reflections such
as we, in our more formal and nervous Jives,
Know nothing of. In these symposia the
new Herr Kappell-Meister and the Frau
Kappell-Meisterin were, you may be sure,
well discussed. In no time at all Hanover
was ghoroughly well acquainted with Jean
Bott and his wife; with their hours and
habits, their hopes and aims. Of the shy
young girl who had developed into a sweel-
faced matron, there was only pralse to be
heard. A devoted wife, a devoted mother,
she won good wiil at once. Her husband,
too, albeit at times a trifle abstracted, had
ways so kind and courtesy sg perfect that
he was not alone applauded; h# was beloved.
Begdes, he was an institution, salaried by
the State: not over largely to our ideas, but
well paid as rates go over there. And so it
fell about that when he started of an after-
noon for his dally constitutional the Han-
overians sald, "It is 4 o'clock.”” And when
he eniered the Theater Mlatz they said, “It
Is sixteen minutes to 7.” They Kknew not
alone his hours, but his dishes, and they
knew, too, that the unfulfilied ambition of
his life was to be the owner of a Stradi-
varius,

For that dream bhad never gone. It not
alone persisted; it increased in Insistence;
it had become a hobbi;. a haunting hope,
one which by degrees he had !nstl!Fed into
his wife, who now caressed it with hjm,
if not as eagerly, as least as amorously, for
sheer love of him. Besides, after a fashion,
the visian Intercepted years before had ma-
terialized. A Cremona gem, one that had be-
longed to a prince of the blood, had passed
into the posscssion of a musician, who had
brought it with him to Hanover. Both had
seen it, touched it, heard the wonder of its
volce, the marvel of its volume. He had felt
the power in its inaudible vibrations, the
delicacy with which the slightest touch of
the bow was answered, the charm with
which it charged the air. But, though it
transported, it saddened, too. To have seen
it, heard it, and yet not to own It—it were
better, indeed, not to have seen it at all. For
the price was Impossible—~12,000 florins, the
ransom of a count's daughter, and where was
such a sum to be obtalned?

“We must save,” said his wife. And that
sweet woman did, and not on him, elther,
but on herself., He still had the dishes he
liked, and she, \without hie knowledge, for
never would he have permitted it. contented
herself! with humbier fare. When he went
abroad of an afternoon or to the theater
platz at sixteen minutes to 7. he was
clothed as became his position, but she, with
the guile some women have, found means
to make the same dress look fresh and
modish, vear after vear. For ten years they
saved; for ten years every pfennig capable
of being put aside was stored away,

One morning news reached him that the
musician was Jdead, and that the violin could
be had for 16,000 marks—the savings of those
rears! He left the house, the money in
iﬂs ocket, crossed the theater platz to the
Marion strasse, where the dead musician had
lived. When he returned his pockets wera
empty, but under his aim was the Cremona
em.
glt was not until that night that Hanover
understood how, at high noon, it could be
sixteen minutes to 7.

Chapter II.
WHAT HAPPENED IN NEW YORK.
As there are stones which are alleged to
bring misfortune to their possessors, so per-

haps are there Instruments which are fateful
also. Be that as it may, the hour on which

Bott purchased the violin marked the apogee
of his prosperity. There were new schools
and thecries, demanding not only attention,
but new masters and exponents. Where
Mozart had pleased, he wearied. And as for
Spohr and Weber, what  were their two-
penny meiodies beslde the harmonies which
Wagnper had evoked. Bott may have felt

himself behindhand; it may be, too, it wmas
felt that he was, In any event, wllhout de-
manding the pensicn to which, as a servant
of the State, he was entitled, he let every-
thing go by the board, and came with his
wife to New York, with that violin, too, you
may be sure; that violin which, as Mrs,
Boit was afterward to testify, constituled
the family.

If one I& to begin life anew it scems loglcal
to begin It in a new country, But nowadays
there is little new about New Yeork, except
its name, It is far older in its ways than
many old citles, Hanover [s quite fresh and
peimitive by comparison, This the wanderars
soon discovered. There was no one to watch
‘their incomings and outgoings, few to take
the slightest interest In what they dld. The
prices, too, were appailing. For rooms which
they securcd at No. 30 West Thirty-first
street they pald more than they would have
pald for an entire house in the best residen-
tial part of the city which they had left.
At all this Bott laughed at first, and his
wife laughed, t3o. Besldes, had they not that
gem of a vielin?

Prezently they had more need of itz min-
istrations than before. Times were hard in
New York just then, Puplls fell off, Those
that remalned did not always pay. More
than once Mrsa. Bott saw the old professor
look atA :I:’a: vt!‘olllun g c&llt;iiou:& shtmfacgd
way. rd each t she ned his L,
“}J each time sh:h :hgcorf‘ her head.mu‘

ne day, when was not ne at
the door.hﬂ.m to get in the room.

i

Bott went out. a

tsn '”dﬁ br ht“alnrch
morning, sireets were uged with sun-
shine. lglut! Bott was poor, and poverty
makes one ccld. In Union Square '« loitered
a moment before a window in which there
were violins, ‘g: noted the number—23, the
name on the r~Vietor Flechter, and see-
ing a fire In the grate beyond, walked in and
warmed his hands. In a place such as that
he felt at home. But from Flechter, who
pmsentl;hstepped forward, he got an added
chill. e man was unwholesome to look
at: he had shifting eyes, an alpoholic laugh,
and the general appearance of one who has
either stolien something or lacked the op-
portunity. But where and when are beggars
suffered to choose? Bott told himself as
much, and to Flechter the nature of his er-
rand, to-wit—that he had a Stradivarius
which he might be tempted to sell. Flechter
advised him to feteh it. Bott, however,
mereiy gave his address, and went back to
those rooms where the wolf was, and played
again on the Cremona gem. When he put it
again in the bureau, and locked it, there
were tears in his eyes. He looked at his
wife; there were tears in hers.

In a day or two there were visitors for the
professor. Mr. Flechter, very smart and
oleaginous of speech, and with him that old
Almaviva, Nicolinf, the worst singer anl
best actor that. ever strutted on the
lyric stage. They had come to see that vio-
lin, if you pleasé, and the professor unlocked
the bureau, teock it out, opened the case
and displayed the gem.

At sight of it Nicolinl's mouth cham-
pagned. Grand seigneur on the stage, he
could afford to be lordly in private life,
the more readily in that Patti, the diva delle
dive, at the time being singing the last of
her last farewells, paid ail his bills. There
was no haggling therefore. The professor
named *his pricé—§5,000—and the husband of
the Boadicea of the upper register accepted
it. But as nobody but a bookmaker—or a
Journalist—ever -goes about with such an
amount of money in his waistcoat pocket,
Almaviva, with every form and ceremony,
invited the professor to bring the violln on
the morrow to the Windsor Hotel, but to
bring it on the morrow, as eariy the day
after he was to =all. :

On the morrow, which was Good Frilay,
together to the Windsor they went. On the
way he was strangely silent, When they
were ushered into the fine, large rooms
which Nicolini and the diva occupied, he had
little more than a formal bow to give.
Speech, or the power of it, seemed to have
deserted him, and in an awkward, provincial
fashion he held tight to the violin.

But Nicoiini, always the actor before his
wife, carried it off beautifully. And Patti,
smiling with her doll-like, palnted lips, nod-
ded cunningly, admiringly, when In lordly
fashion he produced her check. It was certi-
fied—a detall which he affectel merely to
mention—and as with one hand he offered it
to the professor he stretched the other for
the violin.

But the old man shock his head. It was
not a siip of paper of which he knew nothing
that he had expected; it was bank notes or
gold. And he dld not need Nlicolinl to tell
him either that it was Good Friday and that
banks were ciosed, nor vet that the diva and
her husband were to sail bafore they openead
again, He had become very ioquacious all
at once, for some obscure reason very much
pleased with himself, too: and, hugging the
violin tighter than before, he smiled with his
old gentleness as he and his wife withdrew,
That night Re played to her and to himself,
but longly, lovingly, as he hald not played
since first he set eyes on Flechter's face.

In the following week, on the Baturday
after Easter, March 31, 1804, the two went to
sup with compatriots across the river.
Shortly after they had gone a man stopped
at the house, asked for the professor, and,
on learning that he wag out, sald he wouid
walkt. As he was well spoken, well dressed,
he was permitied to do =o. Half an hour
later he left -the house, entered a carriage
and drove away. When tne professor and
his wife returned that night he went to the
bureau. It was unlocked and the violin was
Bone.

He called to his wife. Sheo was In an ad-
joining room. When she reached him he
was lying, face downward, unconsclous on
the floor

Chapter III.
REAHPEARANCE OF THE GEM.
There arg men who arise from misfortune
refreshed. There are others on whom it
battens until they sucocumb, until, as in cer-
tain forms of leprosy, the man disappears,
and only horror remains. In reviewing the
documents of the case it is evident that
Professor Bott never more than partially

and transiently recovered from the shock
which the theft of the violin induced. He
wilted under it, the more readlly perhads
because of his temperament, because of
his helplessness, because he was a
stranger in a strange land, un-
vsed to the ruffianism which is the en-
dearing characteristic of our own.

The case was reported promptly at the
Central office. As in the Burden robbery,
Mulberry street “put mén on it.”” The men
were Vallely and Evanhoe. Their inefii-
clency was such that a complaint, drawn
by the assistant district attorney, was
lodged against them. What was done with
that complaint you may imagine, yvet never
know. In reply to thgf dally and pathetic
inguiries which the r old professor
made there was at flrst but that one re-
ply, “There are men on it,"”" Presently there
was no reply at all, a deaf ear merely; for
Bott, Iif pathetic to you and to me, was a
nuisance to the police, Besides, there was
nothing in the case of anybody. A damned
oid fiddle, that was all.

One day as he sat, very gray, very white,
very sllent, In his chalr, his wife spoke of
Flechter, who had called that morning, as
he had called many a time before. The
professor shook his head and frowned. On
the morrow he put<his arms about her. “I
forgive alk my enemies,'”” said that poor old
man, who had never harmed a soul. By
nightfall he was dead.

Meanwhile, {f to the police there was
nothing in it, there happened to be an as-
slefant district attorney to whom there was
a deal, an amount of Injustice, for
instance, Inhumanity and inefliciency that
stirred the heart which was in the right
place, and his head, which was full of

rains. This man was Osborne. With a
coadjutor, Colonel Allen, and a friend of
the latter, Mr. Durdan, a fine, dashing fel-
low. whom you would spot as a millionaire
on slght, he took the case in hand.

This first step was te have Mr. Durdan
drop into Flechter's shop and express a
wish for a Stradivarius., The second step
was to cause Mrs, Bott to write to Flechter.
After the professor's death the man had
come to her, voluble of condolence, and, as
in previous instances, reiterant of regret
concerning the lost violin. For this Mrs.
Bott 'was instructed to thank him, and to
add that she had lost zall expectation of
seeing the violln again. On the morrow
Flechter wrote in reply that he hoped she
would surely recover it, and by the same
post he advised Mr. Durdan that he was
on trail of a “Strgd."" Step number three
consisted in havi 'i\ Mrs. Bott write to
Flechter that she had purchased a ticket
for Germany and was about to sail. The
fourth step taken was in having Mr. Dur-
dan drop In again on Flechter and say
that If a genuine Stradivarius could be had
he was willlng to paﬁr for it any price in
reason. In step the fifth an acquaintance
common to Mrs. Butt and to Flechter told
the latter in the cours=e oi chat that the wid-
ow had saliled.

These steps taken there came the shuffle.
With the professor deal and buried, and
the widow far away, Flechter a day or so
later brought a violin to the chambers which
i\)Ir.kDurdan occupied at No. 23 Gramercy

ark.

It was the evening of June 26, 1805, and
falr and warm, as our June evenings are,
By the park railing two men stood dis-
cussing the thermometer. In Mr. Durdan's
chambers the winlows that gaze on the park
were open. In that room stood Mr, Durdan,
in an a:ljo!ni.-:fz room were Mrs. BRott and
Colonel Allen, in another was Mr. Osborne,

Presently Flechter was announced, and on
entering produced a violin which he dis-

layed, and on which he was coaxed to play.

he voice of a Stradivarius is like that of
the well-beloved; there I a tone in it you
never forget. Through the door, which
Flechter previously had clesed, it fiiterel to
Mrs. Bott, anl In her heart was the answer
to it. But for the purTrmes of the shuffle
such identification was incomplete. It was
necessary that Mrs, Bott should hot alone
hear it, but see it., Mr, Durdan, an accom-
plished musician himself, askel leave to
play on {t, and Flechter, having no reason
to refuse, handed it to him. At that moment
Mr. Osborne entered, and Mr. Durdam, with
the hospitable announcement that he would
order some refreshments, passed with the
vioiin Into the adjoining room.

“Das ist unsere Geige,” the widew eried.
And quickly, deftly, coherently, she pointed
out to Colonel Allen and to Mr. Durdan
marks, points and culiarities which ghe
had previously deseribed to them, and which
absolutely ldentified the violin.

Mr. Durdan returned with the instrument
to Flechter. “If you deon’t mind,” he said,
“T wiil Ros!pone the purchase until to-mor-
row."” nd raising the window he waved
his hand.

When Flechter reached the street the two
men who had been discussing the ther-
mometer took him by the arm to police head-
quarters, and on the morrow to Jeffersan
Market, where a fortnight later, in spite of
the testimony adduced, in spite of the com-
plete identification of the violin, he was dis-
charged. There was nothing In the case
even there. Nothing, Indeed, except the
gravestone of the old professor, and that
vioiln which, by order of the court, was re-
turned to Fiechier on the afternocon of Sun-
day, July 13, at 2:30 o'ciock.

Chapter 1V, -
END IN THE COURT OF SESSIONS,
There are paradoxes which would startle
a ragpicker and injusiices that would be
shameful even in Spain. The episode in Jef-
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IS ON YOUR WHEEL. OUR TRADE-MARK IS A SYNONYM FOR ALL
THAT IS KNOWN AS Best in Bicycles.
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Market was one of them. Flabber-
asted, but not outwitted, Mr. Osborne drew
ﬁreath. You may fancy that Flechter did
a.s0. Both were bewildered, but who WwWas
the more S0 wogld lt;’le hard “t)hﬂfrbwe\er S
cess of taking breath, Jer,
n‘;l:h:og;&e%s tg the dlgtrlct attorney and tHe
discharged prisoner.

There were others In town and out of it
who also expressed surprise. Among them
were some who had ad dealings with
Flechter, and the expression of their astons
ishment was so loud and 80 curlousl?' couched
that they not only reached the distriet at-
torney, but incited him to lay facts, old and
new, before the grand jury. As a resujt,
fort days later, on tHe 23d of Au st,
Flechter \was arrestel again, and the Iarce
was gone- through of taking a violin from
him. What violin, do you ask? Why, any
old thing that happened to ‘be kicking about
the shop, of coursé, The first baked French
fiddle that came to hls hand was, in
mind, and in yours, too, perhaps by this
time, as good as another to the police, Be-
sides, to quote Mulberry street, what was
there In it, anyway? Less, then, hmiet-gi to
the widow, at least, than ever before. ere
weariness and vexation to a heart overbur-
dened and well night wearied out.

A littie less than a month ago, on the 14th
of April, in Part L. of the Court of General
Sesslons, the trial was begun, and dragged
there until AMay 1, during which time Mr.
Osborne succeeded in showing that if the
v.clin impounded subsequent to the digcharge
of the prisoner from Jefferson MarRet was
not the original Cremona gem, nonetheless
it was the instrugent whith had been takén
frcm him on the evening of June 26, 1565
and afterward returned to him by order of
the court, the identical Wolin from the loss
of which Professor Bott had of a
*broken heart. )

Against this, counsel for the¥prisoner
fought tooth and nail. But the prosecuting
attorney was one tco many for them. The
vioiin which Flechter had thousght good
enough for the police was not at all good
enough for hdlm. He arraigned that feion on
his own evidence.

Whereat. charged by Recorder Goff, the
Ju found the prisoner guilty of having
gtolen s In his Possession. and taoe same
day this weekswll be sentenced to Sing
3 to stripes.
E:’lsl?u‘i‘ng;"mi‘;lng. indeed! It is the rack he
should have and the hot side of the fagot.

THE BATTLE OF THE CELLS.

Red and White Corpuscles in the
Blood and Their Meaning.
Mr. Andrew Wilson, in Harper's Magazine,

'nder a fairly high power of the micro-
scléggebloo:l Is );een to present itself as a
fluid clear as water (the lg'mph or serum
of physiologists), and 10 rive ita color
from the presence of an enormous nbm-
ber of microscopic bodies which float In the
liquid, These bodies are the red corpusciles,
Secen en masse they give 1o blood
itse well-known hue. Under the microscope,
and spread out in a thin layer, their coior is
seen to be of a )'ellalwlah tint. As l‘eﬂ&l‘t‘l’ﬂ

e, v red corpuscles measure, on an av-
gx['za .u:lcl".»om onet‘t)hree—thouundth of an inch
in ﬁfametcr. Each is a blconcave disk, so
that when we look at a corpuscie sideways,
it presents something of a dumbbell shape.
'l‘hri’s description appites to the blood of man
anl of other mammals at large, except the
camel tribe, which, curiously encugh, have
red cor’punf:ies not circular in shape, as in
other quadrupeds, but oval in contour.
Fishes, frogs, reptiles and birds possess rel
corpuscles of oval or elliptical shape, and
each possesses a nucleus or gentral particle
which is wanting in marfimals,

In addition to the rel blood corpuscies
we find in the blood certain very small col-
oricas ones, called *“blood platelets.” Of
these we need take no further notice here;
but, existing in the proportion of about two
of three to every thousand red ones, we
find the white corpuscles of the blood. These
corpusclea are coloriess, and stand out In
contrast to their red neigahbors, which are
colored with a substance calied haemogiobin,
whereof fron & a prominent constituent,
But more important 1s it to note that in its
constitution each white corpuscle is a very
different body from its red neighbor. It is
really a microscoplc mass of living proto-
plasm. It has a nucleus In its interfor, and
in every respect we may regard it as a liv-
ing ce:l. Moreover, it behaves itself as an
mﬁepondent cell, jJust as the researches of
carly cdays informed va. Watehed on a spe-
clally prepared microscople slide, we see the
white corpuscle flow from one shape to an
other. In this respect 1t mSves Oy altera-
tions of its protopiagmic substance, just as
does the animalcule we Kknow as the
amoeba, a denizén of stagnant waters
where. This Hkeness of motion to that of
the animalcule of the pool has p for
the chmfdea of the white corpuscles the térm
“amoebold” movements, :

Wonderful as It I8 to think that our blood
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engulfing its food-particles with (is soft
protoplasm body. In like manner will a
white b¥eod corpuscle feed itself. It will en-
and ingest solid particles which fall in
its way, ‘and will reject indigestible matters,
That work which we see¢ the white corpus-
cle doing on the m! pic slide it
within the animal tissues. We know now,
as Dr. Waller knew in 1846, that, in virtue
of its independent life, It can push its way
through the soft, delicate waiis of capillary
blood vessels and pass into the tissues. In
place of regarding these locomotive powers
s ways and works of unusual character, we
now see that they form part and garcel of
the complex living mechanism. While It is
the duty of the red corpuscies to carry the
oxygen breathed into the blood to all pamts
Of the body, and conversely to convey the
waste carbonic-acld gas to the lun? there
to be exhaled, the function of the white cor-
gusc;es is of far more complicated character,
hey rform a auty which not only Hes
very close to the maintenance of the organ-
Ism at large in a natural sense, but which
also bears an important relation to its
preservation from agencies that g.erpel.ually
threaten it with disease and deat

In June.

The rose leaves fast are geing,

A little wind Is blowing,

} §4 seems almost like snowiag
‘Under the whita rose tree;

And, oa, we all are alfhlng

For June to be a-flying!

We're anxious to be trying
Vacation days so free.

They tell us learning’s better
Than fun, but 't is a fetier—
I'm such a sad forgetter—
To have to pore o'er books;
80, June, now do please hurry,
And make the school days scurry,
Bring on commencement's flurry,
Then—ho! for fields apd brooks!

—Annie Isabel Willls, in June St. Nicholas.

Helping Them to Declde.
Chicago Record.

Because the conductor of the rear traller
rang the bell before two of the young wom-
en had climbed into the open car the man
on the emokers' seat feit called upon 1o say
a few sharp words about undue haste and
eriminal carelessness. The nickel collector
listened with patience and then said:

“Why, bless you, 1 only rang the bell to
make them girls make up their minds. 1
kept my hand on the bell cord and 4f 1
had seen that they were likely to get hurt
I would have rung to stop. You see, a wom-
an does not seem to know when her mind's
made up. Now, those three giris staried to

get aboard. The first one c¢limbed on all

right and the second one started to follow
her, The ¢hird one took the next space.
But the second girl changed her mind while
her foot was on the ruaning board, and she
stepPed back to try another opening. That
rattled the third rl and she followed suit,
Then they both got mixed on their dates and
concluded to try a new deal and onegstarted

one way and one anotaer. m rang the
a as quick

beil and they botn jum
as a flash. If I had let them algne they
a

would be dodging around yet. I'w
five seats In an open car before

aoman l-tr ¥ d
she sett own and If we were to

woman who wants a rida.‘lont a.rou‘t:c; tv?l';g
&#he made up her mind which end of the
:a:!a t;:"take we would not' make three trips

An Inverted Fish Story.
Puck.

Jonah's Whale—The other day I cavght
the biggest man I ever saw—regular glant—
ten foot high, at least, and welghed about
half a ton. Had him inside of me for three

horus of Litiie Flahes—Ony
‘norus © e e 1 4 ’
& regular Man story. Sl That's
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Christian Endeavorers
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PENNSYLVANIA SHORT LINE

Special train will leave Indianapolls, 400 p. m.,
July 7. mmmumm Arrive
Washington 2:00p. m., next day. Daylight ride over
the mountains. Tickets will be soid for all trains of
July 4,5, 6 and 1. Write to Miss Jennie Masson, seere-

tary, No. 45 W, wmmmmm
cvmplete information of oMcial trafn.

GEO, E. ROOKWELL D.F. A

E.A,NHD.MW:

Republican Convention
ST. LOUIS, MO., VIA
WANDALIA LANE

ONE FARE — ROUND TRIP — ONE FARE

FIVE FAST TRAINS DAIL
UICK '1'nm.B o . ¥
- SHORTEST BOUTE.
Finest Pullman Dininz Cars

Sicii ana toreuh g bt ke 88

E. A. FORD, Goneral Fassenger Agent. -
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Bieycles need no ndwﬂm&%:\h
only an announcement that
purchased at W, R. Watson &

483 North Delaware street, or at
Factory, cor. Ft. Wayne Ave. and St. Joseph 5S¢,
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WANTED— -

Square Pianosin Exchange on Ne'w Uprights
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give us & call, or write us fally. .y

PEARSON'S MUSIC HOUSE,

82 & 84 N. Pennsylvania St., indianapolls, Ind,
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The Sunday Journal, by Mail $2a Year
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