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When he finished he was to make a tour of the United States. 
He accepted the offer and left for the conservatory in the 
middle of September. Fie was there only a short time when 
he began to attract attention. He became very popular with 
both students and professors. The fact is, he became too pop
ular. His companions took him to all the big amusements of 
the town and soon the great lights of Broadway began to lure 
the boy. Fie commenced by attending cabarets where he 
drank freely. Then he began to attend cheaper ones, and each 
night his desire for drink became stronger.

When his course was finished, he returned to start his 
tour. Tor the first month he was a great success, but later 
he began to show the effects of drink. His hands became 
unsteady, his fingers would not obey the commands of his 
drink befuddled mind. They lost their wonderful touch, and, 
in a short time, he was dishonorably released from his con
tract.

He then began to work at different theaters about town 
until finally he was out of work completely. Five years after 
his first release, we find him living in an old filthy shack of a 
room on the fourth story of a cheap rooming house. The only 
light which entered the room came from a small skylight in 
the ceiling. The one remaining possession of the once famous 
musician was his violin, which he now played about the 
streets.

One night, in the early part of December, the street- 
player came home tired and downhearted. He sat on his old 
bed and began to dream of the days of yore. His thoughts 
ran back to commencement night. He saw the great crowd 
in front of him. The smiling face of his mother down in the 
front row. He heard the cheering and applauding, and the 
very beating of his heart seemed to expand his whole body. 
Then, like a shadow, his thoughts came back to his present 
condition. It caused him to shudder in every tissue. He 
longed to go back to the world which had held so much for 
him, but somehow it mocked him. He knew he could never 
do it. He saw that he must die in the same life that he was 
leading at present, that of a street musician. The poor lad 
sank down. His soul seemed to leave his body. Suicide came


