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THE ENSOULED VIOLIN

In the year 1828, an old German, amusic teacher, came to Paris with his pupil and settled
unogtentatioudy in one of the quiet faubourgs of the metropalis. The first rgjoiced in the name of
Samud Klaus; the second answered to the more poetica appdlation of Franz Stenio. The
younger man was aviolinis, gifted, as rumor went, with extraordinary, dmost miraculous talent.

Y et as he was poor and had not hitherto made a name for himself in Europe, he remained for
severd yearsin the capitd of France--the heart and pulse of capricious continenta fashion: -
unknown and unappreciated. Franz was a Styrian by birth, and, at the time of the event to be
presently described, he was ayoung man considerably under thirty. A philosopher and a dreamer
by nature, imbued with al the mystic oddities of true genius, he reminded one of some of the
heroes in Hoffmann's Contes Fantastiques. His earlier existence had been avery unusud, in fact,
quite an eccentric one, and its history must be briefly told--for the better understanding of the
present story.

Born of very pious country people, in aquiet burg among the Styrian Alps, nursed "by the
native gnomes who watched over his cradl€"; growing up in the weird aimosphere of the ghouls
and vampires who play such a prominent part in the household of every Styrian and Savonian in
Southern Ausdtria; educated later, as a student, in the shadow of the old Rhenish castles of
Germany; Franz from his childhood had passed through every emotiond stage on the plane of
the so-cdled "supernaturd.” He had dso studied at one time the "occult arts' with an
enthusiadtic disciple of Paracelsus and Khunrath; alchemy had few theoretica secretsfor him;
and he had dabbled in "ceremonia magic' and "sorcery” with some Hungarian Tziganes. Yet he
loved above dl ese music, and above music--hisvidlin.

At the age of twenty-two he suddenly gave up his practica studiesin the occult, and from that
day, though as devoted as ever in thought to the beautiful Grecian Gods, he surrendered himself
entirely to hisart. Of his classc sudies he had retained only that which related to the muses--
Euterpe especidly, at whose dtar he worshipped--and Orpheus whose magic lyre he tried to
emulate with his violin. Except his dreamy belief in the nymphs and the Srens, on account
probably of the double relationship of the latter to the muses through Calliope and Orpheus, he
wasinterested but little in the matters of this sublunary world. All his aspirations mounted, like
incense, with the wave of the heavenly harmony that he drew from his instrument, to a higher
and nobler sphere. He dreamed awake, and lived areal though an encharted life only during
those hours when his magic bow carried him aong the wave of sound to the Pagan Olympus, to
the feet of Euterpe. A strange child he had ever been in his own home, where tales of magic and
witcheraft grow out of every inch of the soil; adtill stranger boy he had become, until findly he
had blossomed into manhood, without one single characteristic of youth. Never had afair face
attracted his attention; not for one moment had his thoughts turned from his solitary studiesto a
life beyond that of a mystic Bohemian. Content with his own company, he had thus passed the
best years of his youth and manhood with his violin for his chief idol, and with the Gods and
Goddesses of old Greece for his audience, in perfect ignorance of practicd life. Hiswhole
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existence had been one long day of dreams, of melody and sunlight, and he had never fdt any
other aspirations.

How usdless, but oh, how glorious those dreams! how vivid! and why should he desire any
better fate? Was he not dl that he wanted to be, transformed in a second of thought into one or
another hero; from Orpheus, who held al nature breethless, to the urchin who piped away under
the plane tree to the naiads of Calirrhoés crysta fountain? Did not the swift-footed nymphs
frolic & his beck and cdl to the sound of the magic flute of the Arcadian shepherd--who was
himsdf? Behold, the Goddess of Love and Beauty hersdf descending from on high, attracted by
the sweet-voiced notes of hisviolin! . . . Yet there came atime when he preferred Syrinx to
Aphrodite--not as the fair nymph pursued by Pan, but after her transformation by the merciful
Gods into the reed out of which the frustrated God of the Shepherds had made his magic pipe.
For dso, with time, ambition grows and is rarely satisfied. When hetried to emulate on hisviolin
the enchanting sounds that resounded in his mind, the whole of Parnassus kept silent under the
gpell, or joined in heavenly chorus; but the audience he findly craved was composed of more
than the Gods sung by Hesiod, verily of the most appreciative mélomanes of European capitds.
Hefdt jedous of the magic pipe, and would fain have had it at his command.

"Oh! that | could dlure anymph into my beloved violin!"--he often cried, after awakening from
one of his day-dreams. "Oh, that | could only span in spirit-flight the aboyss of Time! Oh, thet |
could find mysdf for one short day a partaker of the secret arts of the Gods, a God mysdif, in the
sght and hearing of enrgptured humanity; and, having learned the mystery of the lyre of
Orpheus, or secured within my violin asren, thereby benefit mortas to my own glory!

Thus, having for long years dreamed in the company of the Gods of his fancy, he now took to
dreaming of the trangitory glories of fame upon this earth. But at thistime he was suddenly
cdled home by his widowed maother from one of the German universities where he had lived for
the last year or two. Thiswas an event which brought his plansto an end, at least so far asthe
immediate future was concerned, for he had hitherto drawn upon her done for his meagre
pittance, and his means were not sufficient for an independent life outside his native place.

His return had a very unexpected result. His mother, whose only love he was on earth, died
soon after she had welcomed her Benjamin back; and the good wives of the burg exercised their
swift tongues for many a month after asto the red causes of that degth.

Frau Stenio, before Franz's return, was a hedlthy, buxom, middle-aged body, strong and hearty.
She was a pious and a God-fearing soul too, who had never failed in saying her prayers, nor had
missed an early mass for years during his absence. On the first Sunday after her son had settled
a home--aday that she had been longing for and had anticipated for monthsin joyous visons, in
which she saw him knedling by her 9dein the little church on the hill--she cdled him from the
foot of the sairs. The hour had come when her pious dream was to be redized, and she was
waiting for him, carefully wiping the dust from the prayer-book he had used in his boyhood. But
ingead of Franz, it was his violin that responded to her cal, mixing its sonorous voice with the
rather cracked tones of the ped of the merry Sunday bells. The fond mother was somewhat
shocked at hearing the prayer-inspiring sounds drowned by the weird, fantastic notes of the
"Dance of the Witches'; they seemed to her so unearthly and mocking. But she dmost fainted
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upon hearing the definite refusd of her well-beloved son to go to church. He never went to
church, he coolly remarked. It was loss of time; besides which, the loud peals of the old church
organ jarred on his nerves. Nothing should induce him to submit to the torture of listening to that
cracked organ. He was firm, and nothing could move him. To her supplications and
remongtrances he put an end by offering to play for her a"Hymn to the Sun" he had just
composed.

From that memorable Sunday morning, Frau Stenio lost her usud serenity of mind. She
hastened to lay her sorrows and seek for consolation at the foot of the confessiond; but that
which she heard in response from the stern priest filled her gentle and unsophisticated soul with
dismay and dmost with despair. A feding of fear, a sense of profound terror which soon became
achronic state with her, pursued her from that moment; her nights became disturbed and
deepless, her days passed in prayer and lamentations. In her maternd anxiety for the salvation of
her beloved son's soul, and for his post-mortem welfare, she made a series of rash vows. Finding
that neither the Latin petition to the Mother of God written for her by her spiritud adviser, nor
yet the humble supplications in German, addressed by herself to every saint she had reason to
believe was resding in Paradise, worked the desired effect, she took to pilgrimages to distant
ghrines. During one of these journeysto a holy chapd stuated high up in the mountains, she
caught cold, amidst the glaciers of the Tyro, and redescended only to take to asick bed, from
which she arose no more. Frau Stenio's vow had led her, in one sense, to the desired result. The
ppoor woman was now given an opportunity of seeking out in propria persona the saints she had
believed in so well, and of pleading face to face for the recreant son, who refused adherence to
them and to the Church, scoffed a monk and confessiona, and held the organ in such horror.

Franz sincerely lamented his mother's desth. Unaware of being the indirect cause of it, he felt
no remorse; but salling the modest household goods and chattels, light in purse and heart, he
resolved to travel on foot for ayear or two, before settling down to any definite profession.

A hazy desre to see the grest cities of Europe, and to try hisluck in France, lurked &t the
bottom of this travelling project, but his Bohemian habits of life were too strong to be aboruptly
abandoned. He placed his smal capitd with abanker for arainy day, and started on his
pedestrian journey via Germany and Audria Hisviolin paid for his board and lodging in the inns
and farms on hisway, and he passed his days in the green fidds and in the solemn silent woods,
face to face with Nature, dreaming al the time as usua with his eyes open. During the three
months of his pleasant travels to and fro, he never descended for one moment from Parnassus,
but, as an achemigt transmutes lead into gold, so he transformed everything on hisway into a
song of Hesiod or Anacreon. Every evening, while fiddling for his supper and bed, whether on a
green lawn or in the hal of arugtic inn, hisfancy changed the whole scene for him. Village
swains and maidens became transfigured into Arcadian shepherds and nymphs. The sand-
covered floor was now a green sward; the uncouth couples spinning round in a measured watz
with the wild grace of tamed bears became priests and priestesses of Terpsichore; the bulky,
cherry-cheeked and blue-eyed daughters of rural Germany were the Hesperides circling around
the trees laden with the golden gpples. Nor did the mel odious strains of the Arcadian demi-gods
piping on their syrinxes, and audible but to his own enchanted ear, vanish with the dawn. For no
sooner was the curtain of deep raised from his eyes than he would sdly forth into a new magic
realm of day-dreams. On hisway to some dark and solemn pine forest, he played incessantly, to
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himsdf and to everything dse. He fiddled to the green hill, and forthwith the mountain and the
moss- covered rocks moved forward to hear him the better, as they had done at the sound of the
Orphean lyre. He fiddled to the merry-voiced brook, to the hurrying river, and both dackened
their speed and stopped their waves, and, becoming silent, seemed to ligento himin an
entranced rapture. Even the long-legged stork who stood meditatively on one leg on the thatched
top of the rustic mill, gravely resolving unto himsdlf the problem of his too-long existence, sent
out after him along and strident cry, screeching, "Art thou Orpheus himsdf, O Stenio?' It wasa
period of full bliss, of adally and dmaost hourly exatation. The last words of his dying mother,
whispering to him of the horrors of eternal condemnation, had |eft him unaffected, and the only
vision her warning evoked in him was that of Pluto. By aready association of ideas, he saw the
lord of the dark nether kingdom greeting him as he had greeted the husband of Eurydice before
him. Charmed with the magic sounds of hisviolin, the whed of Ixion was a a standdtill once
more, thus affording relief to the wretched seducer of Juno, and giving the lie to those who claim
eternity for the duration of the punishment of condemned sinners. He perceived Tantalus
forgetting his never-ceasing thirst, and smacking hislips as he drank in the heaven-born melody;
the stone of Sisyphus becoming mationless, the Furies themsdves amiling on him, and the
sovereign of the gloomy regions delighted, and awarding preference to hisviolin over the lyre of
Orpheus. Taken au sérieux, mythology thus seems a decided antidote to fear, in the face of
theological threats, especialy when strengthened with an insane and passonate love of music;
with Franz, Euterpe proved dways victorious in every contest, aye, even with Hell itsdf!

But thereis an end to everything, and very soon Franz had to give up uninterrupted dreaming.
He had reached the university town where dwelt his old violin teecher, Samud Klaus. When this
antiquated musician found that his beloved and favourite pupil, Franz, had been left poor in
purse and il poorer in earthly affections, he fet his strong attachment to the boy awaken with
tenfold force. He took Franz to his heart, and forthwith adopted him as his son.

The old teacher reminded people of one of those grotesque figures which look as if they had
just stepped out of some mediseva pand. And yet Klaus, with his fantagtic allures of anight-
goblin, had the most loving heart, as tender as that of awoman, and the self- sacrificing nature of
an old Chrigtian martyr. When Franz had briefly narrated to him the history of hislast few years,
the professor took him by the hand, and leading him into his study Smply said:

"Stop with me, and put an end to your Bohemian life Make yoursdlf famous. | am old and
childlessand will be your father. Let us live together and forget dl save fame.”

And forthwith he offered to proceed with Franz to Paris, via severd large German cities, where
they would stop to give concerts.

In afew days Klaus succeeded in making Franz forget his vagrant life and its artistic
independence, and reawakened in his pupil his now dormant ambition and desire for worldly
fame. Hitherto, snce his mother's degth, he had been content to receive gpplause only from the
Gods and Goddesses who inhabited his vivid fancy; now he began to crave once morefor the
admiration of mortas. Under the clever and careful training of old Klaus his remarkable talent
gained in strength and powerful charm with every day, and his reputation grew and expanded
with every city and town wherein he made himsdlf heard. His ambition was being rapidly
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realized; the presiding genii of various musica centres to whose patronage his talent was
submitted soon proclaimed him the one violinist of the day, and the public declared loudly that
he stood unrivaled by any one whom they had ever heard. These laudations very soon made
both master and pupil completely lose their heads. But Paris was less ready with such
gopreciation. Paris makes reputations for itself, and will take none on faith. They had been living
in it for dmog three years, and were il climbing with difficulty the artist's Cavary, when an
event occurred which put an end even to their most modest expectations. Thefirst arriva of
Nicolo Paganini was suddenly heralded, and threw Lutetiainto a convulsion of expectation. The
unpardldled atig arrived, and--dl Parisfell a once at his feet.

Now it isawell-known fact that a superdtition born in the dark days of mediaeva superdtition,
and surviving dmogt to the middle of the present century, attributed al such anorma, out-of-
the-way talent as that of Paganini to "supernatura” agency. Every great and marvellous artist had
been accused in his day of dedlings with the devil. A few instances will suffice to refresh the
reader's memory.

Tartini, the great composer and violinigt of the XVIIth century, was denounced as one who got
his best ingpirations from the Evil One, with whom hewas, it was said, in regular league. This
accusation was, of course, due to the dmost magica impression he produced upon his audiences.
Hisinspired performance on the violin secured for him in his native country theftitle of "Magter
of Nations" The Sonate du Diable, aso cdled "Tartini's Dream"-- as every one who has heard it
will be ready to testify--is the most weird melody ever heard or invented: hence, the marvellous
composition has become the source of endless legends Nor were they entirely baseless, since it
was he, himsdlf; who was shown to have originated them. Tartini confessed to having written it
on awakening from a dream, in which he had heard his sonata performed by Satan, for his
benefit, and in consequence of a bargain made with hisinfernd majesty.

Severd famous singers, even, whose exceptional voices struck the hearers with superdtitious
admiration, have not escaped a like accusation. Pastal's splendid voice was attributed in her day to
the fact that three months before her birth, the diva's mother was carried during atrance to
heaven, and there treated to avoca concert of seraphs. Malibran was indebted for her voice to
. Cecilia, while others said she owed it to a demon who watched over her cradle and sang the
baby to deep. Findly, Paganini--the unrivalled performer, the mean Itdian, who like Dryden's
Juba griking on the "chorded shell” forced the throngs that followed him to worship the divine
sounds produced, and made people say that "less than a God could not dwell within the hollow
of hisviodlin™--Paganini left alegend too.

The dmogt supernaturd art of the greatest violin-player that the world has ever known was
often speculated upon, never understood. The effect produced by him on his audience was
literally marvelous, overpowering. The great Rossini is said to have wept like a sentimentd
German maiden on hearing him play for the firgt time. The Princess Elisa of Lucca, asster of the
great Napoleon, in whose service Paganini was, as director of her private orchestra, for along
time was unable to hear him play without fainting. In women he produced nervous fits and
hygterics at hiswill; sout-hearted men he drove to frenzy. He changed cowards into heroes and
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made the bravest soldiers fed like so many nervous schoolgirls. Isit to be wondered at, then, that
hundreds of weird taes circulated for long years about and around the mysterious Genoese, that
modern Orpheus of Europe? One of these was especidly ghadtly. It was rumoured, and was
believed by more people than would probably like to confessiit, that the strings of hisviolin were
made of human intestines, according to all the rules and requirements of the Black Art.

Exaggerated as thisidea may seem to some, it has nothing impossible in it; and it is more than
probable that it was this legend that led to the extraordinary events which we are about to narrate.
Human organs are often used by the Eastern Black Magician, so-cdlled, and it is an averred fact
that some Bengdi Tantrikas (reciters of tantras, or "invoceations to the demon,” as areverend
writer has described them) use human corpses, and certain internal and externa organs
pertaining to them, as powerful magica agents for bad purposes.

However thismay be, now that the magnetic and mesmeric potencies of hypnotism are
recognized as facts by most physicians, it may be suggested with less danger than heretofore that
the extraordinary effects of Paganini's violin-playing were not, perhaps, entirely due to his talent
and genius. The wonder and awe he so easily excited were as much caused by his externa
gppearance, "which had something weird and demoniacd init," according to certain of his
biographers, as by the inexpressible charm of his execution and his remarkable mechanical skill.
The latter is demondrated by his perfect imitation of the flageolet, and his performance of long
and magnificent melodies on the G dring done. In this performance, which many an artist has
tried to copy without success, he remains unrivaled to this day.

It is owing to this remarkable gppearance of his--termed by his friends eccentric, and by histoo
nervous victims, diabolica--that he experienced greeat difficulties in refuting certain ugly
rumours. These were credited far more easily in his day than they would be now. It was
whispered throughout Italy, and even in his own native town, that Paganini had murdered his
wife, and, later on, a mistress, both of whom he had loved passionately, and both of whom he
had not hesitated to sacrifice to his fiendish ambition. He had made himsdlf proficient in magic
arts, it was asserted, and had succeeded thereby in imprisoning the souls of histwo victimsin his
vidin--his famous Cremona.

It is maintained by the immediate friends of Ernest T.W. Hoffmann, the celebrated author of
Die Elixire des Teufels, Meister Martin, and other charming and mydtical taes, that Councillor
Crespd, in the Violin of Cremona, was taken from the legend about Paganini. It is, asal who
have read it know, the history of a celebrated vialin, into which the voice and the soul of a
famous diva, awoman whom Crespe had loved and killed, had passed, and to which was added
the voice of his beloved daughter, Antonia

Nor was this superdtition utterly ungrounded, nor was Hoffmann to be blamed for adopting it,
after he had heard Paganini's playing. The extraordinary facility with which the artist drew out of
his ingrument, not only the most unearthly sounds, but positively human voices, justified the
suspicion. Such effects might well have startled an audience and thrown terror into many a
nervous heart. Add to this the impenetrable mystery connected with a certain period of Paganini's
youth, and the most wild tales about him must be found in ameasure judtifiable, and even
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excusable; especidly among a nation whose ancestors knew the Borgias and the Medicis of
Black Art fame.

In those pre-telegraphic days, newspapers were limited, and the wings of fame had a heavier
flight than they have now.

Franz had hardly heard of Paganini; and when he did, he swore he would rivd, if not eclipse,
the Genoese magician. Y es, he would ether become the most famous of dl living violinigts, or
he would break his instrument and put an end to hislife a the sametime.

Old Klausrgjoiced at such adetermination. He rubbed his handsin glee, and jumping about on
hislame leg like a crippled satyr, he flattered and incensed his pupil, believing himsdf dl the
while to be performing a sacred duty to the holy and majestic cause of art.

Upon firgt setting foot in Paris, three years before, Franz had dl but failed. Musicd critics
pronounced him arising star, but had al agreed that he required afew more years practice,
before he could hope to carry his audiences by storm. Therefore, after a desperate study of over
two years and uninterrupted preparations, the Styrian artist had finaly made himsdlf ready for
hisfirst serious appearance in the great Opera House where a public concert before the most
exacting critics of the old world was to be held; a this critical moment Paganini‘s arriva in the
European metropolis placed an obstacle in the way of the redlization of his hopes, and the old
German professor wisdly postponed his pupil's début. At first he had smply smiled at the wild
enthusiasm, the laudatory hymns sung about the Genoese violinist, and the amost superstitious
awe with which his name was pronounced. But very soon Paganini's name became a burning
iron in the hearts of both the artists. and a threatening phantom in the mind of Klaus. A few days
more, and they shuddered at the very mention of their greet rival, whose success became with
every night more unprecedented.

The first series of concerts was over, but neither Klaus nor Franz had as yet had an opportunity
of hearing him and of judging for themselves. So great and so beyond their means was the charge
for admission, and so small the hope of getting a free pass from a brother artist justly regarded as
the meanest of men in monetary transactions, that they had to walit for achance, as did so many
others. But the day came when neither master nor pupil could control their impatience any
longer; so0 they pawned their watches, and with the proceeds bought two modest sedts.

Who can describe the enthusiasm, the triumphs, of this famous and at the same time fatd night!
The audience was frantic; men wept and women screamed and fainted; while both Klaus and
Stenio sat looking paler than two ghosts. At the first touch of Paganini's magic bow, both Franz
and Samud felt asif theicy hand of desth had touched them. Carried away by anirresstible
enthusiasm, which turned into a violent, unearthly menta torture, they dared neither look into
each other's faces, nor exchange one word during the whole performance.

At midnight, while the chosen delegates of the Musica Societies and the Conservatory of Paris
unhitched the horses, and dragged the carriage of the grand artist home in triumph, the two
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Germans returned to their modest lodging and it was a pitiful sight to see them. Mournful and
desperate, they placed themsalvesin their usud seats at the fire corner, and neither for awhile
opened his mouth

"Samud!" a last exclamed Franz, pae as degth itsdlf. "Samud--it remains for us now but to
die! ... Doyou hear me?. .. We are worthlessl We were two madmen to have ever hoped that
any oneinthisworld would ever rivd . . . him!"

The name of Paganini stuck in histhroat, asin utter despair he fdl into hisarm chair.

The old professor's wrinkles suddenly became purple. His little greenish eyes gleamed
phosphorescently as, bending toward his pupil, he whispered to him in hoarse and broken tones:

"Nein, nein! Thou art wrong, my Franz! | have taught thee, and thou hast learned dl of the great
at that asmple mortd, and a Chrigtian by baptism, can learn from another smple morta. Am |
to blame because these accursed Italians, in order to reign unequalled in the domain of art, have
recourse to Satan and the diabolical effects of Black Magic?!

Franz turned his eyes upon his old magter. There was asinister light burning in those glittering
orbs, alight tdling plainly, that, to secure such a power, he, too, would not scruple to sl
himsdf, body and soul, to the Evil One.

But he said not aword, and, turning his eyes from his old master sface, he gazed dreamily at
the dying embers.

The same long-forgotten incoherent dreams, which, after seeming such redlitiesto himin his
younger days, had been given up entirely, and had gradually faded from his mind, now crowded
back into it with the same force and vividness as of old. The grimacing shades of I1xion, Ssyphus
and Tantalus resurrected and stood before him, saying:

"What matters hdl--in which thou believest not. And even if hell there be, it isthe hell
described by the old Greeks, not that of the modern bigots--a locdity full of conscious shadows,
to whom thou canst be a second Orpheus.”

Franz felt that he was going mad, and, turning ingtinctively, he looked his old master once more
right in the face. Then his bloodshot eye evaded the gaze of Klaus.

Whether Samuel understood the terrible state of mind of his pupil, or whether he wanted to
draw him out, to make him speak, and thus to divert his thoughts, must remain as hypothetica to
the reader asit isto the writer. Whatever may have been in his mind, the German enthusiast went
on, spesking with afeigned calmness-**

"Franz, my dear boy, | tdl you that the art of the accursed Itdian is not naturd; thet it is due
neither to study nor to genius. It never was acquired in the usud, natura way. Y ou need not stare
a mein that wild manner, for what | say isin the mouth of millions of people. Listen to whet |
now tdl you, and try to understand. Y ou have heard the strange tale whispered about the famous
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Tatini? He died one fine Sabbath night, strangled by his familiar demon, who had taught him
how to endow hisviolin with a human voice, by shutting up in it, by means of incantations, the
soul of ayoung virgin. Paganini did more. In order to endow his instrument with the faculty of
emitting human sounds, such as sobs, despairing cries, supplications, moans of love and fury--in
ghort, the most heart-rending notes of the human voice- - Paganini became the murderer not only
of hiswife and his migtress, but dso of afriend, who was more tenderly attached to him than any
other being on this earth. He then made the four chords of his magic violin out of the intestines
of hislagt victim. Thisisthe secret of his enchanting talent, of that overpowering melody, that
combination of sounds, which you will never be able to magter, unless.. . ."

The old man could not finish the sentence. He staggered back before the fiendish look of his
pupil, and covered his face with his hands.

Franz was breathing heavily, and his eyes had an expression which reminded Klaus of those of
ahyena His pallor was cadaverous. For some time he could not spesk, but only gasped for
breath. At last he dowly muttered:

"Areyouin earnes?'
"l am, as| hopeto help you.”

"And . . . and do you redly believe that had | only the means of obtaining human intestines for
grings, | could rival Paganini?' asked Franz, after amoment's pause, and casting down his eyes.

The old German unvelled his face, and, with a strange look of determination upon it, softly
answered:

"Human intestines aone are not sufficient for our purpose; they must have belonged to some
one who had loved uswdl, with an unsdfish holy love. Tartini endowed hisvidlin with the life
of avirgin; but that virgin had died of unrequited love for him. The fiendish artist had prepared
beforehand a tube, in which he managed to catch her last breath as she expired, pronouncing his
beloved name, and he then transferred this breath to his violin. Asto Paganini | have just told
you histae. It was with the consent of his victim, though, that he murdered him to get
possession of hisintestines.

"Oh, for the power of the human voicel” Samud went on, after a brief pause. "What can equa
the e oquence, the magic spdll of the human voice? Do you think, my poor boy, | would not have
taught you this gret, thisfind secret, wereit not that it throws oneright into the clutches of him
... who must remain unnamed a night?" he added, with a sudden return to the superdtitions of
his youth.

Franz did not answer; but with a calmness awful to behold, he left his place, took down his

vialin from the wall where it was hanging, and, with one powerful grasp of the chords, he tore
them out and flung them into the fire.
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Samud suppressed a cry of horror. The chords were hissing upon the cods, where, among the
blazing logs, they wriggled and curled like so many living snakes.

"By the witches of Thessdy and the dark arts of Circel" he exclaimed, with foaming mouth and
his eyes burning like cods, "by the Furies of Hell and Pluto himsdlf, | now sweer, in thy
presence, O Samud, my madter, never to touch aviolin again until | can string it with four
human chords. May | be accursed for ever and ever if | do!"

Hefdl sensdess on the floor, with a degp sob, that ended like afunerd wail; old Samue lifted
him up as he would have lifted a child, and carried him to his bed. Then he sdlied forth in search
of aphygcian.

Y

For severd days after this painful scene Franz was very ill, ill dmost beyond recovery. The
physician declared him to be suffering from brain fever and said that the worst was to be feared.
For nine long days the patient remained delirious; and Klaus, who was nurang him night and day
with the solicitude of the tenderest mother, was horrified a the work of his own hands. For the
firgt time since their acquaintance began, the old teacher, owing to the wild ravings of his pupil,
was able to penetrate into the darkest corners of that weird, superdtitious, cold, and, a the same
time, passonate nature; and--he trembled at what he discovered. For he saw that which he had
faled to perceive before--Franz as he was in redlity, and not as he seemed to superficid
observers. Music was the life of the young man, and adulation was the air he breathed, without
which that life became a burden; from the chords of hisviolin done, Stenio drew hislife and
being, but the gpplause of men and even of Gods was necessary to its support. He saw unveiled
before his eves a genuine, artistic, earthly soul, with its divine counterpart totally absent, a son of
the Muses, dl fancy and brain poetry, but without a heart. While listening to the ravings of that
delirious and unhinged fancy Klausfdt asif he werefor the first timein hislong life exploring a
marvellous and untravelled region, a human nature not of this world but of some incomplete
planet. He saw dl this, and shuddered. More than once he asked himsalf whether it would not be
doing akindness to his "boy" to let him die before he returned to consciousness.

But he loved his pupil too well to dwell for long on such an idea. Franz had bewitched histruly
atigtic nature, and now old Klaus fdt as though their two lives were inseparably linked together.
That he could thus fedl was arevelation to the old man; so he decided to save Franz, even a the
expense of hisown old, and, as he thought, usdesslife.

The saventh day of theillness brought on a mogt terrible crisis. For twenty-four hours the
patient never closed his eyes, nor remained for amoment silent; he raved continuoudy during the
whole time. His visons were peculiar, and he minutely described each. Fantadtic, ghastly figures
kept dowly svimming out of the penumbra of his smdl, dark room, in regular and uninterrupted
procession, and he greeted each by name as he might greet old acquaintances. He referred to
himsdf as Prometheus, bound to the rock by four bands made of human intestines. At the foot of
the Caucasian Mount the black waters of the river Styx were running . . . They had deserted
Arcadia, and were now endeavouring to encircle within a sevenfold embrace the rock upon
which he was suffering . . .
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"Wouldgt thou know the name of the Promethean rock, old man?' he roared into his adopted
father'sear ... "Ligenthen. . .itsnameis...cdled. .. Samud Klaus. . ."

"Yes yed . . ." the German murmured disconsolady. "It is | who killed him, while seeking to
console. The news of Paganini's magic arts struck his fancy too vividly . . . Oh, my poor, poor

boy!”

"Ha, ha, ha, hal" The patient broke into aloud and discordant laugh. "Aye, poor old man, sayest
thou? . . . S0, S0, thou art of poor stuff, anyhow, and wouldst look well only when stretched upon
afine Cremonavidlin! .. ."

Klaus shuddered, but said nothing. He only bent over the poor maniac, and with akiss upon his
brow, a caress as tender and as gentle as that of a doting mother, he left the sckroom for afew
ingants, to seek rdief in his own garret. When he returned, the ravings were following another
channd. Franz was Snging, trying to imitate the sounds of aviolin.

Toward the evening of that day, the delirium of the Sick man became perfectly ghastly. He saw
spirits of fire dutching a his violin. Ther skeleton hands, from each finger of which grew a
flaming claw, beckoned to old Samud . . . They gpproached and surrounded the old master, and
were preparing to rip him open . . . him, "the only man on this earth who loves me with an
unsdfish, holy love, and . . . whose intestines can be of any good at dl!" he went on whispering,
with glaring eyes and demon laugh . . .

By the next morning, however, the fever had disgppeared, and by the end of the ninth day
Stenio had left his bed, having no recollection of hisillness, and no suspicion that he had alowed
Klausto read hisinner thought. Nay; had he himself any knowledge that such ahorrible ideaas
the sacrifice of his old master to hisambition had ever entered his mind? Hardly. The only
immediate result of hisfatd illnesswas, that as, by reason of hisvow, his artistic passon could
find no issue, another passion awoke, which might avail to feed his ambition and hisinsatiable
fancy. He plunged headlong into the study of the Occult Arts, of Alchemy and of Magic. In the
practice of Magic the young dreamer sought to stifle the voice of his passonate longing for his,
as he thought, forever logt vidlin. . .

Weeks and months passed away, and the conversation about Paganini was never resumed
between the master and the pupil. But a profound melancholy had taken possession of Franz, the
two hardly exchanged aword, the violin hung mute, chordless, full of dug, inits habitua place.

It was as the presence of a soulless corpse between them.

The young man had become gloomy and sarcadtic, even avoiding the mention of music. Once,
as his old professor, after long hesitation, took out his own violin from its dust-covered case and
prepared to play, Franz gave a convulsive shudder, but said nothing. At the first notes of the
bow, however, he glared like a madman, and rushing out of the house, remained for hours,
wandering in the streets. Then old Samud in histurn threw his instrument down, and locked
himsdf up in hisroom till the following morning.
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One night as Franz sa, looking particularly pale and gloomy, old Samuel suddenly jumped
from his seet, and after hopping about the room in amagpie fashion, approached his pupll,
imprinted afond kiss upon the young man's brow, and squesked at the top of his shrill voice:

"Isit not timeto put anend to dl this?' . ..

Whereupon, starting from his usud |ethargy, Franz echoed, asin a dream:
"Yes itistimeto put anend to this.”

Upon which the two separated, and went to bed.

On the following morning, when Franz awoke, he was astonished not to see his old teacher in
hisusud place to greet him. But he had greetly dtered during the last few months, and he &t first
paid no attention to his absence, unusua asit was. He dressed and went into the adjoining room,
alittle parlour where they had their medls, and which separated their two bedrooms. The fire had
not been lighted since the embers had died out on the previous night, and no sign was anywhere
vidble of the professor's busy hand in his usua housekeeping duties. Gregtly puzzled, but in no
way dismayed, Franz took his usua place at the corner of the now cold fire-place, and fel into
an amlessreverie. As he gretched himsdf in his old arm-chair, raising both his hands to clasp
them behind his head in afavourite posture of his, his hand came into contact with something on
aghdf at his back; he knocked againgt a case, and brought it violently on the ground.

It was old Klaus violin-case that came down to the floor with such a sudden crash that the case
opened and the vidlin fell out of it, rolling to the feet of Franz. And then the chords, striking
againg the brass fender emitted a sound, prolonged, sad and mournful asthe Sgh of an unrestful
soul; it seemed to fill the whole room, and reverberated in the head and the very heart of the
young man. The effect of that broken violin-string was magicd.

"Samud!" cried Stenio, with his eyes starting from their sockets, and an unknown terror
suddenly taking possession of hiswhole being. "Samue! what has happened? . . . My good, my
dear old master!" he called out, hastening to the professor's little room, and throwing the door
violently open. No one answered, dl was slent within.

He staggered back, frightened at the sound of his own voice, so changed and hoarse it seemed
to him a this moment. No reply came in response to his cal. Naught followed but a dead sllence
... that dtillness which, in the domain of sounds, usualy denotes death. In the presence of a
corpse, asin the lugubrious stillness of atomb, such slence acquires a mysterious power, which
dtrikes the sensitive soul with anamelessterror . . . Thelittle room was dark, and Franz hestened
to open the shutters.

Samue was lying on his bed, cold, iff, and lifdess.. . . At the Sght of the corpse of him who
had loved him so well, and had been to him more than afather, Franz experienced a dreadful
revulson of feding, aterrible shock. But the ambition of the fanatica artist got the better of the
despair of the man, and smothered the fedlings of the latter in afew seconds.
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A note bearing his own name was conspicuoudy placed upon atable near the corpse. With
trembling hand, the violinist tore open the envelope, and read the following:

MY BELOVED SON, FRANZ,

When you read this, | shall have made the greatest sacrifice, that your best and only friend and
teacher could have accomplished for your fame. He, who loved you most, is now but an inanimate
lump of clay. Of your old teacher there now remains but a clod of cold organic matter. | need not
prompt you as to what you have to do with it. Fear not stupid prejudices. It isfor your future fame
that | have made an offering of my body, and you would be guilty of the blackest ingratitude were
you now to render useless this sacrifice. When you shall have replaced the chords upon your
violin, and these chords a portion of my own self, under your touch it will acquire the power of
that accursed sorcerer, al the magic voices of Paganini'sinstrument. Y ou will find therein my
voice, my sighs and groans, my song of welcome, the prayerful sobs of my infinite and sorrowful
sympathy, my love for you. And now, my Franz, fear nobody! Take your instrument with you, and
dog the steps of him who filled our lives with bitterness and despair! . . . Appear in every arena,
where, hitherto, he has reigned without arival, and bravely throw the gauntlet of defiancein his
face. O Franz! then only wilt thou hear with what a magic power the full notes of unselfish love
will issue forth from thy violin. Perchance, with alast caressing touch of its chords, thou wilt

remember that they once formed a portion of thine old teacher, who now embraces and blesses
theefor thelast time.

SAMUEL.

Two burning tears sparkled in the eyes of Franz, but they dried up ingtantly. Under the fiery
rush of passionate hope and pride, the two orbs of the future magician-artist, riveted to the
ghastly face of the dead man, shone like the eyes of a demon.

Our pen refuses to describe that which took place on that day, after the legal inquiry was over.
As another note, written with the view of satisfying the authorities, had been prudently provided
by the loving care of the old teacher, the verdict was, " Suicide from causes unknown'; after this
the coroner and the police retired, leaving the bereaved heir one in the death room, with the
remains of that which had once been aliving man.

Scarcdly afortnight had elgpsed from that day, ere the violin had been dusted, and four new,
stout strings had been stretched upon it. Franz dared not look at them. He tried to play, but the
bow trembled in his hand like a dagger in the grasp of anovice-brigand. He then determined not
to try again, until the portentous night should arrive, when he should have a chance of rivaling,

nay, of surpassing, Paganini.

The famous violinist had meanwhile left Paris, and was giving a series of triumphant concerts &
an old Hemish town in Belgium.

V

One night, as Paganini, surrounded by a crowd of admirers, was sitting in the dining-room of
the hotel a which he was staying, a vigiting card, with afew words written on it in pencil, was
handed to him by ayoung man with wild and saring eyes.
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Fixing upon the intruder alook which few persons could bear, but receiving back a glance as
cam and determined as his own, Paganini dightly bowed, and then dryly said:

"Sir, it shdl be as you desire. Name the night. | am at your service."

On the following morning the whole town was startled by the gppearance of bills posted at the
corner of every street, and bearing the strange notice:

Onthenight of . . ., at the Grand Theatre of . . ., and for the first time, will appear before the
public, Franz Stenio, aGerman violinist, arrived purposely to throw down the gauntlet to the
world. famous Paganini and to challenge him to a duel--upon their violins. He purposes to
compete with the great "virtuoso" in the execution of the most difficult of his compositions. The
famous Paganini has accepted the challenge. Franz Stenio will play, in competition with the
unrivalled violinist, the celebrated "Fantaisie Caprice" of the latter, known as "The Witches."

The effect of the notice was magical. Paganini, who, amid his grestest triumphs, never lost Sght
of a profitable speculation, doubled the usud price of admission, but till the theatre could not
hold the crowds that flocked to secure tickets for that memorable performance.

At lagt the morning of the concert day dawned, and the "duel” wasin everyone's mouth. Franz
Stenio, who, instead of deeping, had passed the whole long hours of the preceding midnight in
walking up and down his room like an encaged panther, had, toward morning, falen on his bed
from mere physicd exhaustion. Gradualy he passed into a desthlike and dreamless dumber. At
the gloomy winter dawn he avoke, but finding it too early to rise he fell adeegp again. And then
he had avivid dream:--s0 vivid indeed, 50 lifelike, that from itsterrible redlism he felt sure that it
was avison rather than a dream.

He had l€ft hisviolin on atable by his bedside, locked in its case, the key of which never left
him. Since he had strung it with those terrible chords he never let it out of his 9ght for a moment.
In accordance with his resolution he had not touched it snce hisfirg trid, and his bow had never
but once touched the human strings, for he had since aways practised on another instrument. But
now in hisdegp he saw himself looking at the locked case. Something in it was attracting his
attention, and he found himself incgpable of detaching his eyes from it. Suddenly he saw the
upper part of the case dowly rising, and, within the chink thus produced, he perceived two small,
phosphorescent green eyes--eyes but too familiar to him--fixing themsdves on his, lovingly,
amost beseechingly. Then athin, dhill voice, asif issuing from these ghasily orbs--the voice
and orbs of Samud Klaus himsdf--resounded in Stenio's horrified ear, and he heard it say:

"Franz, my beloved boy . . . Franz, | cannot, no | cannot separate mysdlf from . . . them!"
And "they" twanged piteoudy insde the case.

Franz stood speechless, horror-bound. He fdt his blood actudly freezing, and his har moving
and standing erect on hishead . . .

"It's but adream, an empty dream!” he attempted to formulate in his mind.
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"l havetried my best, Franzchen . . . | havetried my best to sever mysdlf from these accursed
grings, without pulling them to pieces.. . ." pleaded the same hrill, familiar voice. "Wilt thou
help metodo s0?. . ."

Another twang, still more prolonged and dismal, resounded within the case, now dragged about
the table in every direction, by some interior power, like some living, wriggling thing, the twangs
becoming sharper and more Jerky with every new pull.

It was not for the firat time that Stenio heard those sounds. He had often remarked them before-
-indeed, ever since he had used his master's viscera as afootstool for his own ambition. But on
every occasion afeding of cregping horror had prevented him from investigating their cause,
and he had tried to assure himsdlf that the sounds were only a halucination.

But now he stood face to face with the terrible fact whether in dream or in redity he knew nat,
nor did he care, snce the halucination--if hdlucination it were--was far more red and vivid than
any redity. Hetried to speak, to take a step forward; but, as often happens in nightmares, he
could neither utter aword nor move afinger . . . Hefdt hopelesdy pardyzed.

The pulls and jerks were becoming more desperate with each moment, and at last something
indde the case snapped violently. The vison of his Stradivarius, devoid of its magica strings,
flashed before his eyes throwing him into a cold sweat of mute and unspeskable terror.

He made a superhuman effort to rid himsdf of the incubus that held him spell-bound. But as the
last supplicating whisper of the invisble Presence repested:

"Do, oh, do. . . hdp meto cut mysdf off--"

Franz sprang to the case with one bound, like an enraged tiger defending its prey, and with one
frantic effort breaking the spell.

"Leave the violin done, you old fiend from hell!" he cried, in hoarse and trembling tones.

He violently shut down the sdlf-raising lid, and while firmly pressing hisleft hand on it, he
seized with the right a piece of rosin from the table and drew on the |leather-covered top the sign
of the Sx-pointed star--the sed used by King Solomon to bottle up the rebelious djinsingde
their prisons.

A wall, like the howl of a she-wolf moaning over her deed little ones, came out of the violin-
case:

"“Thou art ungrateful . . . very ungrateful, my Franz!" sobbed the blubbering "spirit-voice" "But
| forgive. . . for | Hill love thee well. Y et thou cangt not shut mein . . . boy. Behold!”

And ingtantly a grayish mist spread over and covered case and table, and rising upward formed

itsdf firgt into an inditinct shape. Then it began growing, and asit grew, Franz fdt himsdf
gradualy enfolded in cold and damp coils, dimy as those of a huge snake. He gave aterrible cry
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and--awoke; but,.strangely enough, not on his bed, but near the table, just as he had dreamed,
pressing the violin case desperately with both his hands.

"It wasbut adream . . . after dl," he muttered, ill terrified, but rdieved of the load on his
heaving breast.

With atremendous effort he composed himself, and unlocked the case to ingpect the violin. He
found it covered with dugt, but otherwise sound and in order, and he suddenly felt himself as
cool and as determined as ever. Having dusted the instrument he carefully rosined the bow,
tightened the strings and tuned them. He even went so far as to try upon it the first notes of the
"Witches'; firg cautioudy and timidly, then using his bow boldly and with full force.

The sound of that loud, solitary note--defiant as the war trumpet of a conqueror, sweet and
magestic as the touch of a sergph on his golden harp in the fancy of the faithful - - thrilled through
the very soul of Franz. It revedled to him a hitherto unsuspected potency in his bow, which ran
on in grains that filled the room with the richest swell of melody, unheard by the artist until that
night. Commencing in uninterrupted | egato tones, his bow sang to him of sun-bright hope and
beauty, of moonlit nights, when the soft and bamy tillness endowed every blade of grassand all
things animate and inanimate with a voice and a song of love. For afew brief momentsit was a
torrent of melody, the harmony of which, "tuned to soft woe," was caculated to make mountains
weep, had there been any in the room, and to soothe

... even th' inexorable powers of hdll,

the presence of which was undeniably felt in this modest hotel room. Suddenly, the solemn
legato chant, contrary to al laws of harmony, quivered, became arpeggios, and ended in hrill
staccatos, like the notes of a hyena laugh. The same cregping sensation of terror, as he had
before fdt, came over him, and Franz threw the bow away. He had recognized the familiar laugh,
and would have no more of it. Dressing, he locked the bedevilled violin securely in its case, and,
taking it with him to the dining-room, determined to await quietly the hour of trid.

VI

The terrible hour of the struggle had come, and Stenio was a his post--cam, resolute, dmost
amiling.

The theatre was crowded to suffocation, and there was not even standing room to be got for any
amount of hard cash or favouritism. The singular challenge had reached every quarter to which
the post could carry it, and gold flowed fregly into Paganini's unfathomable pockets, to an extent
amog satifying even to hisinsatiate and vend soul.

It was arranged that Paganini should begin. When he gppeared upon the stage, the thick walls of
the theatre shook to their foundations with the applause that greeted him. He began and ended his
famous composition "The Witches' amid astorm of cheers. The shouts of public enthusasm
lasted so long thet Franz began to think his turn would never come. When, at last, Paganini, amid
the roaring applause of afrantic public, was dlowed to retire behind the scenes, his eye fell upon
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Stenio, who was tuning his violin, and he felt amazed a the serene cadmness, the air of
assurance, of the unknown German artist.

When Franz approached the footlights, he was received with icy coldness. But for al that, he
did not fed in the least disconcerted. He looked very pae, but his thin white lips wore a scornful
smile as response to this dumb unwelcome. He was sure of his triumph.

At thefirg notes of the prelude of "The Witches' athrill of astonishment passed over the
audience. It was Paganini's touch, and--it was something more. Some--and they were the
mgj ority--thought that never, in his best moments of inspiration, had the Itdian atist himsdlf, in
executing that diabolical compostion of his, exhibited such an extraordinary diabolica power.
Under the pressure of the long muscular fingers of Franz, the chords shivered like the palpiteting
intestines of a disemboweled victim under the vivisector's knife. They moaned melodioudy, like
adying child. The large blue eye of the artigt, fixed with a satanic expresson upon the sounding-
board, seemed to summon forth Orpheus himsdf from the inferna regions, rather than the
musica notes supposed to be generated in the depths of the violin. Sounds seemed to transform
themsdlves into objective shapes, thickly and precipitately gethering as at the evocation of a
mighty magician, and to be whirling around him, like ahogt of fantastic, inferna figures,
dancing the witches "goat dance." In the empty depths of the shadowy background of the stage,
behind the artist, a nameless phantasmagoria, produced by the concussion of unearthly
vibrations, seemed to form pictures of shamdess orgies, of the voluptuous hymens of ared
witches Sabbet . . . A collective hdlucination took hold of the public. Panting for breeth,
ghadtly, and trickling with the icy perspiration of an inexpressible horror, they sat spellbound,
and unable to break the spdl of the music by the dightest motion. They experienced dl theillicit
enervating ddights of the paradise of Mahommed, that come into the disordered fancy of an
opium-eating Mussulman, and felt at the same time the abject terror, the agony of one who
struggles againg an attack of deliriumtremens. . . Many ladies shrieked doud others fainted,
and strong men gnashed their teeth in a state of utter helplessness. . .

Then came the finale. Thundering uninterrupted applause delayed its beginning, expanding the
momentary pause to aduration of dmaost a quarter of an hour. The bravos were furious, dmost
hystericd. At last, when after a profound and last bow, Stenio, whose smile was as sardonic asiit
was triumphant, lifted his bow to attack the famous finale his eye fell upon Paganini, who,
camly seated in the manager's box, had been behind none in zed ous gpplause. The smal and
piercing black eyes of the Genoese artist were riveted to the Stradivarius in the hands of Franz,
but otherwise he seemed quite cool and unconcerned. Hisriva's face troubled him for one short
ingtant, but he regained his saif-possession and, lifting once more his bow, drew the first note.

Then the public enthusiasm reached its acme, and soon knew no bounds. The listeners heard
and saw indeed. The witches voices resounded in the air, and beyond all the other voices, one
voice was heard--
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Discordant, and unlike to human sounds;

It ssem'd of dogs the bark, of wolves the howl;
The doleful screechings of the midnight owl;
The hiss of snakes, the hungry lion's roar;

The sounds of billows begting on the shore;
The groan of winds among the leafy wood,
And burst of thunder from the rending cloud,--
Twasthese, dl theseinone. . .

The magic bow was drawing forth its last quivering sounds--
famous among prodigious musica feats--imitating the precipitate
flight of the witches before bright dawn; of the unholy women
saturated with the fumes of their nocturna Saturndia, when--a
strange thing came to pass on the stage. Without the dightest
trandtion, the notes suddenly changed. In their aaid flight of
ascenson and descent, their melody was unexpectedly dtered in
character. The sounds became confused, scattered, disconnected . .
. and then--it seemed from the sounding-board of the violin--came
out squesking jarring tones, like those of a street Punch, screaming
at the top of asenile voice;

"Art thou satisfied, Franz, my boy?. . . Have not | gloriously kept
my promise, en?'

The spdl was broken. Though till unable to redize the whole
gtuation, those who heard the voice and the Punchindllo-like
tones, were freed, as by enchantment, from the terrible charm
under which they had been held. Loud roars of laughter, mocking
excdamations of haf-anger and haf-irritation were now heard from
every corner of the vast theetre. The musiciansin the orchestra,
with faces till blanched from weird emotion, were now seen
sheking with laughter, and the whole audience rose, like one man,
from their seets, unable yet to solve the enigma; they fdlt,
nevertheless, too disgusted, too disposed to laugh to remain one
moment longer in the building.

But suddenly the sea of moving heads in the stdls and the pit
became once more motionless, and stood petrified as though struck
by lightning. What al saw was terrible enough--the handsome
though wild face of the young artist suddenly aged, and his
graceful, erect figure bent down, as though under the weight of
years, but this was nothing to that which some of the most
sengitive clearly perceived. Franz Stenio's person was now entirely
enveloped in a semi- trangparent mist, cloudlike, cregping with
Serpentine motion, and gradudly tightening round the living form,
as though ready to engulf him. And there were those dso who
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discerned in thistdl and ominous pillar of smoke a clearly-defined
figure, aform showing the unmistakable outlines of a grotesque
and grinning, but terribly awful-looking old man, whose viscera
were protruding and the ends of the intestines stretched on the
vidin.

Within this hazy, quivering vell, the vidlinist was then seen,
driving his bow furioudy across the human chords, with the
contortions of a demoniac, as we see them represented on
medisasd cathedra paintingd

An indescribable panic swept over the audience, and bresking
now, for the last time, through the spell which had again bound
them motionless, every living cregture in the theetre made one mad
rush towards the door. It was like the sudden outburst of adam, a
human torrent, roaring amid a shower of discordant notes, idiotic
squeakings, prolonged and whining moans, cacophonous cries of
frenzy, above which, like the detonations of pistol shots, was heard
the consecutive burgting of the four strings stretched upon the
sound-board of that bewitched violin.

When the theatre was emptied of the last man of the audience, the
terrified manager rushed on the stage in search of the unfortunate
performer. He was found dead and dready tiff, behind the
footlights, twisted up into the most unnaturd of postures, with the
"catguts’ wound curioudy around his neck, and his violin shattered
into athousand fragments. . .

When it became publicly known that the unfortunate would-be
riva of Nicolo Paganini had not |eft a cent to pay for hisfunerd or
his hotd hill, the Genoese, his proverbia meanness
notwithstanding, settled the hotel-bill and had poor Stenio buried at
his own expense.

He claimed, however, in exchange, the fragments of the
Stradivarius--as amemento of the strange event.
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