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The Family Circle.

ISN'? 11 WONDERFOL?

Isn’t it wonderful, when you thunk,
How the creepiog prasses grow,

1ligh oo the mountain’s racky brink,
In the valleys down below ?

A commmon thing is a grass-blade small,
Crushed by the feet that pass-——

But alt the dwarfs and giantstall,

Warkiog till Doomsday-shadaws fall,
Can't make a blade of grass.

Isn't it wonderful, when you think,
How a little seed asleep,
Qut of the carth new life will drink,
And catefully upward creep ?
A seed, we say, is a simple thing.
The germ of a floweror weed—
But all earth's w. &men, labouring,
With all the help that wealth could bring,
Never could make a seed.

Isu’t it wondeiful, when you thiok,
How the wild bird sings his song,

Weaving melodies, link by liok,
The whole sweet summer long ?

Commonplace, is a bird, alway,
Everywhere seen and heard—

But all the engines of earnth, Isay,

Warking on tlll the Judgment Day,
Never could make a bird.

Iso't it wonderful, when you think,
How a little baby grows,
From his big round eyes, that wink and blink,
Down to his tiny toes?
Coummon thing 1s a baby, though—
All play the baby’s part—
But all the whithoy wheels that go
Fiying round whilc the ages flow
Can't make a baby's heast.
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1t was a bleak December night in
London. The wintry wind was whirling
great wreaths of snow down into the
strects, and thep, as though not satisfied
with leaving it there, it caught it up
agaio and drifted it farther along the
pavement and into ecvery crack and
crevice where it could find an entrance.
It was qo 'te late, and the few pedesirians
still on the strect gathered their wraps
closer about them and hurried homeward,
trying to forget the cold and storm by
thinking of home and loved ones.

In the great opera house of T—,a
large crowd bad gathered, and,if you
could have looked into the faces of those
present, you would bave scen expestancy
depicted in every countenance. To-night
a “prima donna ™ was to come before
them, brought out by Pr.lessor H——,
who had failed in a previous atiempt to
introduce o singer.  All eyes were turned
toward the stage as the figure of a lady
apprared before them. She was strik
ingly beautiful, and they waited with al-
most breathless expectation £ her to
commence singing. Sho started witha
clear, steady vo..t, but the cxcitement
was too great for her, and after having
sung only a few lines sha had to retire.
Profcssor HH—— had failed & second
time to bring before bis audience a singer
that would please.

As the disappointed people passed
through the grest doora and turned their
faces toward home, none of them secemed
to notice the forlorn figare of a little boy
standing near the doorway, where he had
crept ip, partly for the sako of warmth,
bntchiely to hear the wusic. Ho was
quite a small boy, apperently about eight
years old, with curling brown hair falling
over his shoulders, and he clasped to his
breast o violin. As ho raised his beauti-
fal brown oyes to gaze into the faces of
thoso passing, there was a look in them so
pitiful and pleading as would surely bave
cavsed the people to fook at him again
had they not been s0 much preoccupied
with their own thoughts.

All had gone but two men, who
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seomed to be the menagers of the opera,
Little Paul, for that was the boy’s name,
was turning despairingly away, when a
band was laid on his shoulder, He turn-
ed quickly, and saw one of the two gentle-
men ho had scen inside. The gentleman
had placed his hand on Paul’s shoulder
aund was gazing down upon him with a
look of mingled curiosity and pity. As
his eyes foll upon the upturned faco of the
child, he gave a little start; there was
somothing so pitiful, so expressive, in the
palo face and beautiful eyes that be ask-
ed, *“What are you doing here, my
child 1"

Poor little Paul. What could he say?
Had he done wrong to cowe in? and
would the gentleman punish him, or per-
haps take him away so he could never go
back to the old teneniont house where his
dear mother lay sick, the only friend he
bad in all the world$

“Oh! please sir,don't be angry with
me; I did not know it was wrong to come
in; but Iwas so cold and tired, and I
wanted to hear the music; I wanted to
learn a new song, because I've played the
old ones 8o often, and mother cries when
she hears them. Oh! please, sir, let me
go home to my wmother; she’s sick and
she'll worry about me, but the music was
so nice I forgot I'd stayed so long.”

“Don’t be afraid, my boy,” said the
gentleman, * you shall go to your mother,
if you know where to find her this awful
night; botfirst comein here where it is
warm,” iaking the boy’s hand and lead-
ing him through the inner door. * Now,
wy little boy, I want you to tell meabout
yourself ; who you are, and where you
come from ; and why you are out on the
straot this stormy night 7™

Won by the manner of the gentle-
mavn, who was none other then Professor
H—— himself, little Paul soon told his
sad, sad story. His father, a German
violinist, had played in anopera in Beriin,
but the orchestra in which he piayed had
come over to England. Here Paul's
father, through the treachery of a so-
called friend, had lost his place in the
orckestra, and was in great disuress. He
counld earn nothing with his violin, and so
went to the conntry and worked onsa
farm. While there ho married the
daughter of a doctor who lived in & neigh-
boring villago, bat he never lost his love
for the violin, and it was always the dear
desire of his heart to go back to his be-
loved motherland. At last, by dint of
strict economy, they did so, bat he found
things changed even in Berlin.  He counld
find notoing to do bat give violin lessons,
and, as there wese many other teachers,
he earned but little, so that it was only
by bard and constant work he mansged
to support his wife and little sop, who
from his earliest childhood showed great
musical talent, and the few hours free
from siving his lessons the fatber speat
in teaching his boy to play. Bat never
being strong, the work proved tvo much
for him, and onc monthago ho had died,
leaving his wifeand child slmost penni-
less. Paul’s mother then determined to re-
turn to England, and, by the kindaess of
fricnds, wa3s cpabled to do so, but the
strainon ber delicate nerves was too
much, and sho fell ill on reaching London.
She had bat little money left, and so was
able to rent onlya poor little room in &
tenemont house, and two days ago the last
peony bad gone. Since then sho and her
child had nothing Lo cat bat a few crusts
of bread.

Brave littlo Paul had stood seeing his
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puor mother in such want as long as he
could, and, to-night, while she was asleep,
ho had taken his dear father's violin and
started quiotly out to try to ocarn a fow
pennies playing on the street, but tho
night was 80 stormy no one would stop to
listen, and so, cold and tired, he had
cropt into the opera house, where the
Professor had found him,

Ashoe finished his pitiful story the
Professor wiped away the tears that would
come in spite of himself, and turning to
his friend, said, ¢ Well, what shall wo
doi”

“I do not know,” answered the
other, ** would he do to play in our opera
next night, do you think 3"

‘X don't know ; I've tried twice with
strangers now, and I am quite discouraged,
but T bave 2 mind to try him, the boy is
a genius. I can see it in his face. Come,
Paul, let us hear you-play.”

Tremblingly little Paul took his violin
and tried to begin, but his excitement was
intense,and the memories of his sick
mother and dead father fijled his heart
with pain, and ho made two or three vain
attempts to play the piece he wished.

“1 fear you are mistaken in your
genius, Professor,” said the other gentle-
man.

“Try again, wmy boy,” said the Pro-
fessor.

Paul tried again, but this time failed
worse than before.

*“Gh! come on, Professor ; it's getting
late and he can’t play,” said the other.

“ Oh, no, no, sir; plesse let me try
again ; I wil/ play,” said little Panl. The
hope that had been rising in his heart
seemed to be dying out. Ob, if he could
only play well, the Professor might give
him a penny. Ifit was only a penny it
would buy some bread for the dear mother
he loved so much.

He started again, and this time he
played a beautiful air from one of the great
wusicians.  As the music proceeded, the
men stared, almost breathless with won-
der  Then as it stopped tho Professor ex-
claimed joyfully,

“ There, did T not tell yon ?the Loy
is & genios.”

¢ Tris wonderful,” said his friend.
¢« But cowe, ict us take him home , his
mother won’t know where be is.  Where
do you live, my boy 7

Little Pau! wasalmost overwheimed
at the thought that they appreciated his
playing, and that they were going to sce
his moth. r. Poor mother, would she not
be glad ¢

He told where be lived and they
started off and scon reached the dismal
attic room. As they neared the door,
little Paul gave a yamp, opened it, and ran
to his mother, who wasalmost wild with
anxicty about him,

« O, mother! mother ! ™ ho exclaimed ;
“sgee, I played for tho gentlemen and
they came to sev you.”

The poor mother, at the sightof ber
dear boy, almost fainted, but she caught
him in her arms, exclaiming, ** O my boy,
roy boy, where Lave you beea 7 Thank
God, 1 havo you once more.”

Tho gentlemen came into theroom,
and, a8 it was getting late, the Professur
at once explained tho cause of his visit,
and inquired into the wmusical education
of the boy. Thoe mother, delighted ot the
thought of her boy’s success, told how his
father had taught him, and bow quickly
he had learnéd. « Sir,” said she,* I am
dying, and, O,if X could only see my
child provided for, I should dic happy.”

ISErTRMBER 2nd, 1850

“ Well,” said the Profossor, * I uhnll
bring him before the audience in the ¥ -
opern houss two nights hence, and if ho
gaine success that night, rest assurod his
fortuno is made,"

* O, sir 1" reeponded the mother eager.
ly, ** I will gladly consent to that. 1 cuy
nover ropay your kindness, but God wili ;
only may He grant that 1 live till that
night.”

The gentlemen loft after arranging
about his practising, and next day it way
published throughout the city that little
Paul Kressuler was to play the following
evening in the opera house of T—. That
doy Paul went to practise with the Profes.
sor who xindlyaccompanied him home, As

they reached the door and opened it they
saw Mrs. Kressuler lying quite still, with

a peaceful look on her face. As they drow
neaver her bedeide she opened her cyos,
and holdiug out her white, wasted hund
to Paul, said.

“So you have come, my darling ; the
dear God bas spared me to see you once
more. Iam dying, Paul, but I am' not
afraid to leave you alous now, for you,
gir,” she said, turning to Professor H- —
“will take care of my boy, will you not 1"

‘ May God never hear we again,” he
gaid, ¢ if I fail to do so.”

“ Good-bye, Paul ; play to-morraw
play aa father would like to have you play.
Good-bye, good-by; I am going now, but ¥
leave you in God’s care.” She drew hor
boy close to her side ae she spoke, and
kissed him tenderly, and in a few mo-
ments her soul had fled.

Tho mother was laid away to rost
uext morning and Professor H——took
\poor, brokon-hearted little Paul to his
own home.

“ Do you wish to play . night, Paul?”
he said just beforo the time to go on the
stage had come. “ If you do not, you
may wait till some other night.”

* O, no, sir, no,” replied Paul quickly;
I promised mother i1 would play to.
night, and I will.”

Asthe time for his appearance on the
stage drew nearer, Paul's face became
flushed and his eyes seemed to burn with
an unnatural light. The hour at length
arrived—the great hall was crowded to
the doors. As the curtain rose and Paul
stepped ont before them, the people lean-
ed forward in almost breathless expecta-
tion—what a small child he was, how
could ho play, they wondered.

The air selected by Professor H—
for Paul to play was from Wagaer, and
the young player started all right., tut
tho thought of the czowd before him. and
the parting words of his mother, * Play
well, Paul ; play as fatkter would have
yoa play,” caused his heart to awall. and
in his excitement he forgot the air he
was playing, but still continued to play.
pouring forth as it were his whole soul
in the music of the violin. At firstit
was low and sweot and had such asoft
tone of sadness that it brought tearsto
tho eyes of many listenera. Then, as his
bopesrose, und ho thonght, ¢ O, if I play
well, perhaps God will take mo homoto
father and mother.” The violin seomed
tocatch tho inspiration of hope, forils
music grew louder, and clearer, and scem-
ed to pour forth the sonl of one filled
with an ecstasy of joy and expectation,
Paul's breath came and went in quick
short gasps ; his head secmed to grow
dizzy, and ho felt so faint and tired thst
ho hed only s dim consciousness of plaj-
ing. Tho music scemed to regain its old,
sad, sweet tono and thea to dio gradual- -



