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A Poor Virtuoso Who Won the Daughter of a Rich Man by
Fine Face and Figure and Wonderful Gutt

is Good Qualities,

Story Patbetically Cold That Reached the Dearts of Old Soldiers

A MASTER FOOL

an Incident In this tale the author Is indehted to a brief ac-
t‘ou?t-o;ublllhed yenrs ago In some newspapers of one Nick Gouda!l;l:\
virtuoso of wonderful power, and a_ history unknown even to mnf..-;li f
whose Infirmity was lilta that of Nicholas Gath and who died, -after
much wandering, in the almshouse of Jefferson county, N. Y.]

[Copyright, 1903, by Irving Bacheller.]
ICHOLAS GATH bad no business going fo the war.
The neighbors were all of a mind fn that matter.
27 He was a frafl sort of youth and the only zenlus
fo Crandaliville, Besides, he was about to marey
a very sweet girl, and his golng interrupted a
pretty romance. Even the oldest grandmothers In
thnt rural community, where most people enjoyed
a quite remarkable length of life and tongue, felt a grateful
quickening of thelr blood at the thought of it and talked of the
comely couple until they were actually red in the face,

But the cause of that Is no part of this tale. o zo a llttle
beyond its latitude. Nick swas the son of a poor musleinn with a
really sublime genfus for the violin. He bad won the daughter
of a rlch man by good qualities, not the least of which, In her
eye, were his fine face and ficure and his wonderful zift He
pad taught school winters and labored over summer in the fields
and by money that came hard and went quickly had been able
to get n small training in musie It set his feer in the right way,
however, and at twenty he conld express his wild passion ad-
mirably on the old Guarnerius that was the only thing of value
his father had left him

It was my good fortune to be passing the home of Bessle
Hammerton the night hefore he left. T had but lately come to
that nelzhborhood and had never met the youngz man, of whom
every one lind something zood to say Having been to prayer
meetinz at the red schoolhonse that summer evening. [ was on
my way home. In the distance T could hear the strains of the
violln coming from the open window of the Hammerton house.
The music balted me at the gate—an old love song that went fo
my heart and filled me with sadness and sweet memory. [ leaned
on the wall. quite alone in the darkness. and listened. | had
always a michty love of music Now I was back agaln in the
gardens of my vouth, and the musie that came to me was like
water poured upon their withered flowers. The player was
putting bis whole heart In those tender old ballads At the last,
as I came away. 1 could almost hear the words, “An’ for bonnle
Annle Laurie I'd lay me doun an’ dee.”

Well, the boy went off to the war the next day. with his gun
on hia shoulder 1 did not see him until vears bad gone, and n
glngular bit of history led up to our meeting.

Separated from his command in one of the charzes at Chick-
amauga. he was picked up Inside the lines of the enemy north of
Snoderass hill. The enly Unlon soldier in that part of the field,
it wns a mystery how he got there. He must have crawled
almlessly through the smoke and rin half a mlle or more from
where he fell  The men who found him said he was in a pitiable
condition, with hiz skull fractured by a piece of shell. He had
lost his enat and hat and was ecursine, as soldiers do when thelr
blood is hot with the hattle fever. The sight of him must have
touched their hearts, for they took him up.

After 2 few weeks he was able to leave his bed. But he
could not tell them his name or where he came from or the
gmallest bit of his history, and there was nothingz on him that
gave any clew to it. He was llke n man whose mind has given
all its energy to some one thing until it has neither eyes nor ears
for any other and its feet are mired In the way of habit. Such
n man gets a kind of mental asticmatism in which, coming to,
the rays of thought focus imperfectly.

In the mind of Nicholas Gath there was a confusion of mem-
ory and perception that made a fool of him. He would =it dazed
and quiet for a time and then zo off in a rage of curses, the more
strange as profanity bhad been no part of his old habit of speech.
He could express only one thought—a fixed formula—repeated
frequently in a low voice. It was, “T love you.”

After a little he was sent back to the Union army In a trade
of prisoners, and there nobody was able to place him, They gave
him a free foot, hoplng he would run Into recognition somewhere.
In a week or two he seemed to zet some understanding of what
was said to him and of his own perceptions He would say that
he was hungry or thirsty and express pleasure and dlspleasure,
but his sentences were mostly unintellizible or half completed.
But for the brief legend of his love he hnd no commmand of words
save (hose that lent themselves to reckless and violent profanity.

One day a big crowd of soldiers had gathered about the hand
tent of an Obhlo regiment In Chattanoozn. They were all on
tiptoes at the ouler edze of the erowd. and some of them were
pushing to met nearer.  All stood silent, thelr faces lifted and it
with a common feellng. Nick Gath had ot his hands on a violln
and was playing with all the masterfal power God had glven
him. It was as if his thonght had found one avenue that was
clear of wrackange and bad come out of its rulned castle to loole
up at the sunlight.

He bezan with “Home, Sweet Home.” and one of the erowad
told me years after low some of those old troopers sohhed at the
gound of it There wns no break or hesitancy as the tlde of
his emotion flooded those Inlets of Inspired song that for ecen-
turles hnve flown out of the north into the zreat ocean of melody.
The strains of “Robin Adair,” “Annle Laurie,” “Comin® Thro' the
Rye,” the “Banks and Braes o' Bonnle Doon,” ranz ont upon the
gtill afr of that autumn afterncon, thrilling the homesick heart
of the =soldfer.

The sun sank low. and the eall for supper sounded, but not
one of them lifted a foot until the player, handing the violin to its
owner. made off. muttering curses and unwmlodful of any word
addressed to him.

“It's the fool and whe'd have thought it?” the men whisperea
as they watehed him walking slowly across the field, his head
down, as if be were in deep thonght and as 1 often saw him in
his da kened way of life long afferward e was not n camp
next morning, and. as I belleve, only one of that company ever
saw him again There was none to tell where he went or how
be got away He had been a prablem and a mystery; now ho
had put a rlddle in evers month  Some set him down for g &py
and there were those who crossed themselves at the mention of

him ns if he had been an evil spiric. The officers in that wing of
the army were glad to he rid of thelr strange guest.

Ten years after the war 1 came fo preach in a rurajl parish
of central Ohio. Rellzion wns recarded as a luxury those dnva
in that nelghborhood. and not many were minded to indulge i ‘“‘
I was among good peaple in their way, but the look of mizphte
thoughtfulness with which they put their hands in theip norl'm'q
to pay the salary was werthy of a more serious subject. '“v,”'.]
the fairs and the funerals. the marrinzes, the soclables, the
plenles. the prayer meetines. the preachings three ,|,,,0.\='nf 5
Sunday. T could not belp thinking that my salary of six bundred
peeded a little of the relish of cheerfulness,

They were stralfiaced. God fearinz people for all that, ana
If they lacked In cheerfuiness 1 probably lacked in charity, My
severest trial was In providinz wholesome and possible enter.
tainment to satisfy the need of it. There were some who would
sinz. but their sinzing was na help to Christian life. | ol
sitting ip my study one day. having come to a rather unhopefnl
hour, We were to have an ee eream festival In the ehurch, and
I had to arrange n program of entertainment that was to recog-
nize all the aspirinz talent of the parish and be “helpful ap’
fmprovin' " My wife had got into a temper with the cook stove
the clstern was leaking. and 1 was feeling quite like g m"
homemade bero wien a wember of the committee came to report

A wonderful fiddler bad come to n neighboring town, and
he thought be could bring him over to play for ws 1 hadp't
much bope of his proposal—wandering fiddlers have =o little or
the grace of God in them or thelr musle—but nexr day I saw
the man be had pictured to me and felt the magic of bis power,

He stood under the biz maple in the main street of our little
village as I came along playlng the “Mnarseillaise” | had hegrd
the great hymn of liberty in Paris when the volces of thousands
thrilled me with its message, but pever had it come to my ear
as now, laden with the pride and aspiration of a race. | have no
doubt the flowerlng flelds and the sweet alr of the mornlog with
all its orchestra of bees and bLirds belped the art of the player.
He was fhen a young man of twenty-elght or twenty-nine, but
bis balr and beard were gray. He bad a soft light in uis big
dark eyes, sod lo bis playing they were full of eloquence, put
whep be was Idle the light went out of them, and be seemed to
look without seeing. L stood before him untll he put away his
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violin and, looking up at me, spoke the one word “hunger.” There
was a pitiful meaning in the brevity of his appenl.

“Come with me and eat,” I said.

He made no answer, but pleked up his nstrument and came
along with me, saying in a low tone, as if it were for his own
ear, “I love you" The rewark startled me, and | began then to
sgtudy the peculiar condltions of bls mind. He was qlillo six feet
tall. and the dust of the road was on him, but | know a gentle-
man when I see him, and he was that A big bag was slung
with a strap ever his shoulder,

“I"ar to travel? 1 Inguired

He stopped a moment. his hand upon his beard; then be
stooped to pick a flower and, baving crushed the petals, looked
up into the sky.

“Home,"” he sald at last, “home.”

Then be took out of Lis pocket a letter which he gave to me.
It was written by a minister of the Church of England and was
dated at Lexington, Ky. It read as follows:

“To Whom It May Concern.—In the name of Christ be kind to
this man® Some calamity has befallen him that made a wreck
of his mind robbing it of the better part of its birthright. He
Is n man without a name or a friend or a home. 1 have written
to many places about him, and accounts of his infirmity and nis
genlus bave gone far and wide, but the mystery s unsolved. 1
belleve him to he a narthern soldier. probably the unfortunate
relie of some hattle in the far south

“A neighbor found him in southern Tennessee and bronght him
hence in the hope of controlling his genius and rurning it to some
account. but that was impossible [For a number of years the
charity of this county and parish has supported him He loves
to wander nbroad with his violin, stoppinz to play when and
wherever the spirit moves him. 1 have an fdea that be may
recover some part of his loss if under no restraint he is permitted
to go his way. So I bave sent him off. praying that God will
prosper and lead him to his own people and that those he meets
will love him as I do for hls wonderful gift He is harmless and
well disposed. and In his playving there are volees out of heaven
1 beg of vou, therefore, zive fond and shelter to this poor child
of God. If he will accept them, and bear with him as a brother.
remembering the promises of Holy Writ"

He lay down upon the sofa in my study and slept hour after
heur until the sun was far down. Then he woke and. rubbing
his hands, safd, “Hunger” 1 read his wishes and took him to
my room, where he washed and shortly came down to supper
in eclean linen. He ate burriedly and without speaking. Then
he went and sat at one of the windows, humming an old hymn
{fune. I had made np my mind to take him to play for us that
evenlng at the chureh, and when 1 carried his violin and spoke
to him he understood and came alonz without urging He sat
beslde me quietly on the rostrum in the church basement. There
were many ahout the doors who erowded In after us, and in a
moment the seats were full  After praver and a few playful
remarks by a dear old deacon. whose applause of his own jokes
eave them a saving humor, T introduced my master of the violin.
He sat as still as a rock. hir head bent forward. and never once
lifted his eves I finlshed. but he made no move. 1 felt a little
toneh of fear when | bronght the violin and lald it in his Iap
He took the bow and felt its white bridze of halr and then
dropped it on the sounding roof of his Instrument

Presently the bow lay on the strings and for n moment
teetered In idle phrases, choosing its way. Then it was off like
a fleet horse In “The Girl 1 Left Behiud Me” I am a man of
experlence In misery and bave some wit to save me In contre-
temps, but 1 was fleored 1 had bronght the musle of the devi)
into the house of praver. and 1 was belpless, like a2 man In a
trance. I hoped for something better to follow—something sacred
and solemn enough to save us. Sister Perkins had already given
me a look and walked out with a deadlv swish of her Zown.
Rofore 1 knew it the sncred walls of the old basement werg
ringing In a rlot of jlzs and reels. Storms of praise and prayer
and mourning had shaken their Obers for balf a century, bnt
it was left for me to profane them with unboly musje There
wore those to whom It was ballowed with sacred memorjos of
the hour of peace and convietion, of the day of mourning, of the
bride In her beauty. of holy vows, of imperishable hopes. The
erowd was breaking, half of It was gone, and 1 zot to my feet
fust ns the plaver stoppeid. Deacon Harper had risen also, anq
T zave way to him. but the good deacon had scarcely begun sy y-
ine that he boped the people would keep their seats when the
ctrange: turned in his chair and an oath shot out of him that
made my hlood ehllly.

“Horrible!" “Disgusting!™®  “Shameful!” were worqs that
rose above the confusion of thelr retreat. Some of the mep Nl
back ag I enme down from the rostrum, but most hadg “.Om“;;
with them and were lferally dragged away. ‘T'o the few that
waited 1 made n weal apology and was sghortly alone with the
author of my confusion. 1 reeled. looking down into the deprh
of my folly and despair My poor minstrel tuned the strings
while T stood in thenghtful silence. [ put on my hat presently
and went out into the cool alr of the churchyard, and he came
with me, bringing his violin There among the gruves he began
to play. 1 cap hear now the tremulous walllog of that siiver
tring as it sang in the still night:

Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let mae to thy bosom fly

1 could see the tears shinlog on his face fo the moonlight. 1
have henrd men pravine with a grand apd primitive eloquence,
when the love of God had first come to them. but here wns a
volce that somehow speke for humanity. The ninth song of
Mendelssohn followed, nopd the twenty-second. sweeter to me
than all others

Far Into the night 1 sat on a mossy tomb, forgetful of my
troubles. under the spell of the player. At last, ac If a thought
of home had come to bim, he begau to play the bounie ballads or
old Scotland. Now, I banve a good kpowledge of music and a
ghrewd ear to Judge it | bave beard many of the great masters
of the violln, and | know the effects of tone and phrasing that
are the pecullar charin of each, In earshot of any 1 have ever
beard, 1 belleve 1 could tell you bis pname just as 1 could bave

A Wonderful Fiddler Had Come to
a Neighboring Toton.

told you the name of PLillips or of Sumner by the sound of his
volce. [p the ballads my qulck ear had solved the mystery of
:\ll.‘fchlﬁﬂl;@r‘ In a moment | had placed blm, and | knew be wm:
hest lmffmll.]' . It all cu_we back (o we very clearly—that m'—:mI o
Nad ml:s-sln-!] ay, his goibg away to the war, the report that !

dead sing and bad prebably gZone to a grave with the unknown

“Yes™ he said, noddingz as he lonked at me, “ves, | love $00
Lf:_’n::‘l‘:“:-" Then he sat down, and | heard ngzain the valee :vl'
“lti £ S0 familiar to me in the creen furrows around that

e chureh. It was long past midnight when my wife came
!;:!Ill-ll;ul& and then we put out the lights in the chureh and went

ne togetber, a migbty gladuess in my beart for all i bad
sulered

J\:e':l day I took him to town with me and fitted him in the
fashion with new clothinz. He was a fipe ficure of a man that
morning we went away logether to take the train At last he
wias going home. and I think some thought of it was in him. |1
had won his confidence, aud he sat with me submissive, & O
times drumming on his bex and bendine to eateb the murmir of
the strings and with an eye for nothing but my face and the
flowers

Next dav—a bright, still day In June—we eame to our destinn-
tion io the far north of New York the hill country above the big
timber It was inspiration coming baek to those familiar scenes
of my ministry. and I had pever a greater joy in me than when
I came in slght of the Hammerton homestend and beard of Bessle
—that she was at home and had kept her love

“Lost her lover In the war' sald n man we met, “and lives
with her mother In the biz honse "

The haying had begun, and the men were oul swaving with
their seytbes, and the bell-like riog of the whetted steel “une up
from the meadows and the red hlossoms of the clover shook out
their perfume as they fell. My companion sat beside me looking
at the famlliar seene  He Inid his hand upon my shoulder »
wmoment after, saying “Home? Home?"

“Yes,” 1 nnswered. “Here is home—sweet home!” He minde
no answer, but polnted a moment ot the biz white house we
were nearing. and then, sbadinz his eves, looked off to the hilis.

There were a number of young Indies on the verand: of the
Hammerton house. Some of them knew me and shook theip
handkerchiefs and eame down fo greet me. | saw Hessie nmone
them before we zot to the steps, and. as | nm a parson, | pever
saw n sweeter face and Gzure 1 could not help takine her in
wy arms und kissing ber as soon as 4 was out uf the wazon,

“Why, Mr. Delan!" sald sbhe. looklng up ar me. “yop gre
erying”

“God bless you, my zirl” I answered. “This s Nieholna
come baek from the war” b

And then 1 saw ber get such n huzzging as a gzood womnan
loves If she is half a woman and the rizht man has hold of per.

“Glory to God!" I remember saving. “He knows her!:

And he did  “Bessie,” he said. “1 love you. I love you.”

“My dear. dear boy." she answered -

I stayed not lonz then, but longz enough to make stire that
Nicholas Gatb was coming back. If not to his old self to a man
worth having. and that Bessie Hammerton, who had given so
much Lo bis mewory, would give ber life 0 blw vuw that he
was back.

His motber came that night, and he knew her ajso. Ressle
had his old Guarnerius, and In the worning be began to play on
it. As 1 came down the road, leaving tbew to their happloess
1 could heur It sluglug the words, “I'd luy me doun an’ dee.”

How the Redoubt Was Taken

By CAPTAIN F. A. MITCHEL.

& 1} ERE comes old Faddock,” said one of balf a dozen men

sittiog around u country store stove. “He's the only
bero | ever knew who didn’'t know be was a hero, Anyway, be
thinks Lis comrades believe bo ought to have been shot for

desertion. To get bis story you wmust make him mad. Howds,
Mr. Paddock!” Aupd the speaker introduced the comer Lo bis
friends,

“How is it. Mr Paddock.” he continued. “that all your com-
rades in the eivil war zot some sort of promotion, and yon
weren't even made a corporal? T'hey say yon cime pretty nesr
being <hot for desertion ™

“I eap’t never cet rid o' that mistake,” sald Paddock ruefully,
“for that's what it was—a mistnke. We was In Virginny buckin’
up aln a long lipe o' fortilications at the base o' the mountalns.
One nizht | got a bavkerin’ to do some scoutin’ on my own ac-
connt,

“1 reckoned the redanbt onr brizade was trein’ to take wasn'r
well conneeted with the one next to ft. | had purty <harp eyes
in them days. and 1 thonght 1 seen a way to git In between ‘em
Stealin® alone n ravine, | manazed to =it by the pickets of both
armies elimbed 1he mountaine and lqnl(nﬂ.rlf_-ln down intn the
fort we was a-frvin’ to take. What d've suppose | seen? ‘I'hers
wusn't twenty men In it, and fully half the guns was Quaker.

“I eonldn’t nnderstand how anr gineral conld he weeks
huekin® up nein this mensly showin’, but he'd wrote a lot o
honks on the scienece o' war, and | supnose he knowed all ahont
It Anvway, | thonght I'd o back and tell him swhat I'd seen
I zor down to the ravioe, when I was Lalted by a Johnny picket
and mlken nrisoner f ’

“Ihe Johnnies kep* me three days, when, <cein’ the diselpline
ot the enard mizhty lax—thes was all tired ont fizhtin'—1 stole
away ane niehl, elimbed np the mountain an’ eireled aronnd the
Johnnies® left flank an® our right Aank 1 was walkin' Into eamp
ane mornin® thinkin® how 1'd like some renl United States coffee,
when I met same o' our men. The oflicer in command arrestéd
me for n deserter I tole him where 1'd been and what 1I'd seel.
bnt he Aldn’t helieve me.

“Wanl 'y know. they eonrt martialed me for desertion —yves,
thexr did—nn'. wn'se. thex senteneed me to he shat  The anly
bit o' Inek | had was a rald o' the enemy’s cavalry that <hoak
n= all up and interfered with my shootin®  ‘I'he hnbbub hrokes
the line In onr front tao. 1 was mad. ‘Uhe idea o' wertin® shar
for diseoverin® that there wan't no strensth In the redoubt! bt
wun't richt nohow

“Waal. takin® advantaze o' the eanfusion. plekin® np a musker,
T waiked rlzht np thronzh the rmvine an® the path I'd found on
the mountain side till T 2ot to the spor where I'd looked down on
the Tolnnies in the redenbt. There wan't as many of ‘em 28
there was afore | knowed my sdvontage hein’ in their rear.
and how [ eonld seare ‘em. so 1 yelled at the top o' my volee:

“*|urrender!

“Y*' never «pe enteh a friehtoned 1ot In vour life  One or twn
o' ‘em fired at me. | fired bnek, an’ the rest skedadd'ed It
happened that & vonne officer on our picke! line wns eur'ns (0
Enase what the Aein® mesnr thinkin® likely that the Johinnles war
fizhiin® among theirselves an’ hereome cantlonsie. with n dozen
o' the pieket, op the slope [ =een him an® hollered to him (o
come or: the redoubt was our'n He kem, an' it wan't long
afore the United States flag was a-flutterin’ over them Quaker
guns :

“AWanl I'll be ol darned™ i the officer. *We've been three
weaks trvin® to take this fortification, and you've tnk it all alone,
and our zineral one o' the fust steategists i the neimy !

“*Me's all pignt, s I “I'hem inzineering books o' his
hain't 2ot noihie' in "em bont Ouaker cuns. | <avs “How d's*
expect him to Kpow whitt bis books don't teach -

“1 went down the sicpe and met the gineral ridin® up with
his staff  FIe'd seen the [nited States fag a-tHyin’ over the
redoubt and didn't know whar it meant  He stopped me and
nsked me who 1 was and where I'd come from. | told him |
was the man that was to have heen shot for desertion when the
ralders eome down on us and spoiled my execution | was zoln®
on to u-lll the Wt'ﬁr I“I'h"r' he rode on. arderin’ one o' his sm-l‘r 0

ut me ln arrest. The ald we ack w p
P t"\\r"nr:l url;wrr- I \\,'.'l:’.:.z'h. nut back with we to the guard tent.

The speaker was Interrupted by a burst of |
listeners

“"Tain’t wo laughin® matter.  How'd |
goin' to carry ont the sentence o' . rHAnl s .
AT AL AOTiT Ko o d”; :l:“'m;l:‘[:":i'l nl:!llllll.‘ I didnt.

) A A dn't.  After awhile

my eap'n he come and tuk me ant the e
3 zuard tent, an f snys
Taddock.’ sayvs he, g he sabe

) won lest @o ahout ver husiness \ Z .
Isn’t wolp' to shoot ve, but ver wandepin arannid \\-l:blla(:1|hlll:e‘:|r\.'.-:
f< prejudicial 1o zood order aod military di=cipline. Anyway.
this yere hrleade Is supposed to he comnnded by one ;J' tlie
most sclentlie warriors In the army. besldes bein’ backed oy
six. Dilted Staies senators wnd twenty  congressmen, aud A6
waouldn't do for it o =it cut how (he redoubl was rmken.

“U'bur made me onudder n ever | was alore, npd 1 sald:

“*Cap'n, says L ‘vou go tell the gineral | pe wants any
more redoubts taken be kin take em pissell. 11l pever ke
auvitber one SO long as goddiemity ilves.

augzhter from ila

know they wasn't
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