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Pictro.

Pietro's p:uents lived in Florence, that mast
beartiful city of Italy. They were paor and
had mavy childven—so maay, in fact, that
Gerardo grumbled not a little when the baby
Pictro was laid in his arms.

“One more mouth to feed,” said he, ** when
there is not enough food in the house now for
half of them.”

He laid the baby dowa with au impatient
sizh and went out to the ncarest tavern.  Bread
ceist but one amall silver piece, while the drink
coat two, but Gerardo silenced his conscience (if
he had any) by reflecting that the liquor bruced
i up much more than the bread would have
done,

It began with the day of Pietro’s bizth uod
u2ver seemed lo quite pass awny—this idea
that he was iu the way. He was ncglected,
cuffed and blamed for all the mischievous
pranks of his brothers, the consequence of
which wag he jrew up a sleader, delicate buy,
bungry for love and kind treatment, which,
needless 19 say, he never received. Yet I am
quite sure he could not have tolld you what he
wanted. He would not have hnown how to
express it.  He grew up an outcast—a pariuh
from haman love and tenderness

“Hc's a fool,” people said of him, und his
fother fully 2x:ced that it was so. “He'sa
fool,” they £aid, and having t'ws sativfied their
own minde, they lost 1) time in telling others,
until it was generally conceded throughont their
n-ighborhood that Gerardo’s last boy was a
perfect fool ¢

Indeed, he did not scemn like the other child-
ren. They were full of life und animal gpirits,
as children should be; ready for a ight at any
moment, and always boisterousand noisy. Pie.
tro would steal away by himself aund stay for
hours. They watched him unce to tee where
he went and followed him up t5 the big cathe-
dral of St. Mark's, whera they found him, with
rapt looks and hushed breath, listening to the
great organ. Tae orgaa with its geand throb-
bioy music pleased him far more than the beau.
tiful siuging. He was ill for days when
they kept him at hone, and only tecovered
when they permitted him to worship the be-
loved organ once more.

** He's a fool,” they all said with onc accord.

¢ A bigger fool than we thought him™ they
agreed.

Oae day an Eoglishman who was tujouraing
in Florence was strolling through St. Mark's
admiring the beautiful paintings and listenioyg
to the music when he came upoa a little boy
half hidden against & pillar—a little boy with
n most woe-begone face. Tho tears relling down
each side had washed two white paths through
the dirty little face, making him look mors
forlorn and uncared for than over. The Eag-
lishman could talk like a native aad was 20
struck by the beauty of the great mouroful
oyes and quivering lips, through which the
breath camne in quick short gasps, thit he ua.
consciously drew nearer, inteadiog to speak.

The boy made such a picture sit:ing as he
did where the purple ligav irom ons of the
great windows bathed himn ia amecthyst glory,
with his dirty little face turned toward the
organ loft, and the mournful brown oyes, full

to overilowing, drinking in scemingly the glo.
riona musie, that the man felt like an intruder
aud stopped for a raoment lost in adwiration.
‘Tho wusiz rose and fell and dled away, and
little Pictro came bach to earth once more and
roso trom his seal by the pillay ready to go
back home. Then it was that he saw the
stranger—a mua who looked at him with kind,
enquiring eyes and who asked his name. DPie-
tro suswered him, full of nmazement. He folt
very awkward in the Jight of thoso kindly
ayes.

' Do you like music*" the stranger asked.

¢ Oh, Ilove it,” Pietio answered with kind.
ling eyes.

¢ Will you como and see mo, Piotro, I want
to talk with you. Can you play the organ?
Violiu - Harp¥ DPerbaps you sing*”

Pietro shook his hexl to each onc of the
questicns and the cver-ready teurs began to
fatl.

+* Never mind; perhaps you will some day.
1 bave many musical instruments at my house,
and I will show them to you ; perhaps if you
are a good boy I will play for you. Have you
ever heard any one play on the violic? Nov
Wl [am ready to wager that you will like it
better than the organ.”

¢ \When shall I come, sir?” said Pietro.

“Why, any timoe you want to. To-morrow
mornicyg, perhaps, and you must ask for Mr.
Brittain. Can you remember? Mr. Brittain
at the Villa Romola.”

Pictro could hardly wait for the morvow to
come. He was 80 ubsent-minded and indulged
in so many day drecams that his father more
than once remarked:

*‘That boy grows a bigger fool every day he
lives.”

Larly next moraing Pictro koocked at the
gate of the Villa Romola. The Eoglish servant
eyed him with disfavor und went mutltering to
the house.

“There’s a dirty litile Eyetalian out :ide ask-
tog for you,” she aniounced with extrems ro-
luctance.

Paul Brittain Jusked up iodifferently ; but
suddenly remembering that he wanted a model
for the picture he was at work upon (for ho was
an artist as well as a musician) he said, good-
naturtedly :

“All right. Betty send him in.”

He had forgotten all sbout Pietro, but it all
came back to him as the boy alvanced timidly
into the room.

“Aha! Soyou did not forget. Well, I am
ina musical mood this morning, so come with
me.”

He led the way across a corridor into a long,
low music room. A piaro stood in one end,
strown with papars; threo or four violins nad a
guitar lay on & tablo, enud near tho window
stood n harp. Paul ymiled at Pictro'ansto ish-
cd looks aud bide him sit dowan. Then he
picked up one of tho violins and began to play.
Faul Brittain was no genius, certainly, but he
playcd well, and Pietro sat as stili as a mouse,
afraid almost to breathe. Oh, if he could only
play liko that ! A great sigh swelled up from
his little heart. The player underptood the
sigh, and picking up oue of the violins he gave
it'into Pioctro’s hands and showed him how to
hold it,

N

It was not a very expeunsive instrument and
ho would not miss it among €o riany, so ho let
Pictro take it home with him.  Pietro depart-
ed after promising to take good careof it and
come the next day. With bhisinbora love of
musgic it did not take him long to master the
firat difticulties, and Paul Brittain was quite
proud of his pupil.

But there came a day when Pictro’s heart was
sad, for Mr. Brittain was going back to Eng-
lund. Before going he took Pietro to seo an
vld music teachor—the one who played the
organ in St. Mark’s—and left Pietro in his
charge with his lessons paid for a year in ad-
vance,

The old wan ook {ufinite pains
with his young pupil, and he in hi
turn worked hard to please. One day there
was to be n great musical festival in houor of
some one of the saints, and a great singer from
Rome wascomiogtosinga eolo. Hecamebutatthe
last moment took a severe cold, nud was un.
able to speak above a whisper. The master
was in despair, when Pietro suggested that he
substitute an organ solo instead. That would
not do, but an idea camo to him—he wounld
have Pictro play on bis violia, with the organ
accompaniment. They practiced a beauntiful
prayer, und the eventful day awrived. Pietro
was pervous and frightened, aad at the last
minute whispered to the master, telling him
not to play any accompaniment. The master
saw he was in a state of intense excitement,
and, fearing the orgnn might annoy him, he
consexted,

Pictro stepped forward to the little iron rail-
ivg which ranaronnd the organ loft nod softly
drew hiz bow. The master started. It was
not the picee which Pictro had practiced hut
Pictco heeded not. His eyes rested upon the
beautiful picture of the Madouna which hung
over the altar. People turned round at the un.
wonted sound. A violin in a church had
never before been heard of.  They saw a slen-
der boy with mournful eyes and « face which
scemed fai* "~ illumined. The soft notes rose
and fell, swelled and then died away
to be taken wup oagsin and carried in.
to a perfect storn of sobs which seom.
ed to come from the vwery hemt of the
toy who played. Perhaps he was tell
ing the pathetic story of his own little,
storm-tossed life. The beautiful andante censed
and a grand passionate strain awelled up to the
vaulted roof, fairly carrying the people with it,
g0 breathlessly the; listened. The tender,
mournful eyes of the boy secmed to gain inspir-
ation from the sweet-faced \adonna and her
beautiful babe, and the beautiful music rose in
triumphant waves and then softly, softly
ceased.

As he wiped the moisture from his face the
sudience below, forgetting time and place,
burst into tumultuous applause. The old mas.
ter’s glasses were dim and his haud trembled as
he reached for his handkerchief. The applause
increased and Pictro was obliged to step for-
ward onco more. He bowed with awkward
grace and again drew back out of sight.

The Roman singer watched Pictro os he
played. Surprise, wonder and admiration took
possession of him. He paid a visit to Pictro’s
parentsand obtained parmission of them to take

b’



