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PREFACE.

AmoONG the most interesting and picturesque classes of
street children in New York are the young Italian musicians,
who wander about our streets with harps, violins, or tambou-
rines, playing wherever they can secure an audience. They
become Americanized less easily than children of other na-
tionalities, and both in dress and outward appearance retain
their foreign look, while few, even after several years’ resi-
dence, acquire even a passable knowledge of the English
language.

In undertaking, therefore, to describe this phase of street-
life, I found, at the outset, unusual difficulty on account of
my inadequate information. DBut I was fortunate enough to
make the acquaintance of two prominent Italian gentlemen,
long resident in New York, — Mr. A. E. Cerqua, superintend-
ent of the Italian School at the Five Points, and, through his
introduction, of Mr. G. F. Secchi de Casale, editor of the
well-known ¢ Eco d’ Italia,” from whom T obtained full and
trustworthy information. A. series of articles contributed by

Mr. De Casale to his paper, on the Italian street children, in
7
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whom he has long felt a patriotic and sympathetic interest, X
have found of great service, and I freely acknowledge that,
but for the information thus aecquired, I should have been
unable to write the present volume.

My rcaders will learn, with surprise, probably, of the hard
life led by these children, and the inhuman treatment wlich
they receive fromithe speculators who buy them from their
parents in Italy. It is not without reason that Mr. De Casale
speaks of them asthe ¢ White Slaves” of N(;w York. I may
aﬁd, in passing, that_they are quite distinct from the Italian
boot-blacks and newsboys who are to be found in Chatham
Street and the vicinity of the City IIall Park. These last are
the children of resident Italians of the poorer class, and are
much better off than the musicians. It is from their ranks
that the Italian school, before referred to, draws its pupils.

If the story of ¢ Phil, the Fiddler,” in revealing for the first
time to the American public the hardships and ill-treatment
of these wandering musicians, shall excite an active sympathy
in their behalf, the author will feel abundantly repaid for his
labors.

NEW YORE, April 2, 1878, '
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THE YOUNG STREET MUSICIAN.

CIIAPTER 1.
PHIL, TUE FIDDLER.

¢ Viva Garibaldi!” sang a young Italian boy in
an uptown strect, accompanying himself on a violin,
which, from its battered appearance, scemed to have
met with hard usage.

As the young singer is to be the hero of my story,
I will pause to describe him. IJe was twelve years
old, but small of his age. Ilis complexion was a
brilliant olive, with the dark eyes peculiar to his race,
and his hair black. In spite of the dirt, his face was
strikingly handsome, especially wi\en lighted up by a
smile, as was often the case, for in spite of the hard-
ships of his lot, and these were neither few mnor

light, Filippo was naturally merry and light-hearted
9
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Ile wore a velveteen jacket, and pantaloons which
atoned, by their extra length, for the holes resulting
from hard usage and antiquity. IIis shoes, which
appeared to be wholly unacquainted with blacking,
were like Lis pantaloons, two or three sizes too large
for him, making it necessary for him to shuflle along
ungracefully.

1t was now ten o’clock in the morning. Two hours
bad elapsed since Filippo, or Phil, as I shall eall him,
for the benefit of my readers unfamiliar with Italian
names, had left the miserable home in Crosby Strect
where he and forty other boys lived in charge of a
middle-aged Italian, known as the padirone. Of this
person, and the relations between him and the boys,
I shall hereafter speak. At present I propose to
accompany Phil.

Though he had wandered about, singing and play-
ing

g, for two hours, Phil liad not yet received a penny.

This made him somewhat uneasy, for he knew that at
night he must carry home a satisfactory sum to the
padrone, or he would be brutally beaten; and‘ poor
Phil knew frorﬁ sad experience that his bhard taske

master had no mercy in such cases.
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The block in which he stood was adjacent to Fifth
Avenue, and was lined on cither side with brown-stone
houses. It was quiet, and but few passed through it
during the busy hours of the day. Dut Phil’s hope
vas, that some money might be thrown him from a
window of some one of the fine houses before which
he was playing. Dut he scemed likely to be disap-
pointed, for he played ten minutes without apparently
attracting any attention. Ile was about to change his
position, when the basement door of one of the houses
opened, and a servant came out, barcheaded, and ap-
proachied him. Phil regarded her with distrust, for he
was often ordered away as a nuisance. Ile stopped
playing, and, hugging his violin closely, regarded her
watchfully.

“You're to come 1n," said the girl abruptly.

¢« Che cosa volete 27* said Phil, suspiciously.

« 1 don’t understand your Italian rubbish,” said the
girl. “You're to come into he house.”

In general, boys of Thil’s class are slow in learning
English. After months, and cven years sometimes,
their knowledge is limited to a few words or phrases.

* What do you want?
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On tlic other hand, they pick up French readily, and
as many of them, en route for America, spend some
weeks, or months, in the Freach metropolis, it is com-
mon to find them able to speak the language soine-
what. TPhil, however, was an exception, and could
manage to speak Inglish a little, though not as well
as he could understand it.

¢ What for I go ?” he asked, a little distrustfully.

¢ My young master wants to hear you play on your
fiddle,” said the servant. ¢ Ile’s sick, and can’t
come out.”

¢ All right ! ” said Phil, using one of the first Eng-
lish phrases he had caught. ¢ I will go.”

¢ Come along, then.”

Phil followed his guide into the bascment, thence
up two flights of stairs, and along a handsome hall
into a chamber. The little fiddler, who had never
before been invited into an elegant house, looked with
admiration at the handsome furniture, and especially
at the pictures upon the wall, for, like most of his
naticn, he had a love of whatever was Dbeautiful,
whether in nature or art.

The chamber had two occupants, one a boy of
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twelve years, was lying in a bed, propped up by
pillows. 1lis thin, pale face, spoke of long sickness,
and contrasted vividly with the brilliant brown face
of the little Italian boy, who scemed the perfect
picture of health. Sitting beside the bed was a lady
of middle-age, and pleasant expression. It was easy
to see by the resemblance that she was the mother of
the sick boy.

Phil looked from one to the other, uncertain what
was required of him.

“Can you speak English?” asked Mrs. Leigh.

¢ 81, signora, a little,” answered our lLero.

¢ My son is sick, and would like to hear you play a
little.”

¢ And sing too,” added the sick boy, from the bed.

Phil struck np the song he had been singing in the
street, a song well known to all who have stopped to
listen to boys of his class, with the refrain, Viva
Garibaldi. 1lis voice was clear and melodious, and,
in spite of the poor quality of his instrument, he sang
with so much feeling that the effect was agreeable.

The sick boy listened with evilent pleasure, for he,

too, had a taste for music.
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¢ T wish I conld understand Italian,” he said. 1
think it must be a good song.”

¢ Perhaps he can sing some English song,” sug-
gested Mrs. Leigh.

¢ Can you sing in English?” she asked.

Phil hesitated a moment, and then broke into the
common strect ditty, ¢ Shoo fly, don’t bodder me,”
giving a quaint sound to the words by his Italian
accent.

“Do you know any more?” asked Ilenry Leigh,
when our hero had finished.

¢ Not Inglish,” said Phil, shaking his head.

“You ought to learn more.”

“T can play more,” said Phil, ¢“but I know nof. the
words.”

“Then play somc tunes.”

Thereupon the little Italian struck up ¢ Yankee
Doodle,” which he played with spirit and evident
enjoyment.

“Do you know the name of that?” asked Henry

Phil shook his head.

¢It is Yankee Doodle.”
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Phil tried to pronounce it, but the words in hia
mouth had a droll sound, and made them laugh.

“How old are you?” asked Henry.

¢ Twelve years.”

¢ Then you are quite as old as T am.”

¢ I wish you were as well and strong as he seems to
be,” said Mrs. Leigh, sighing, as she looked at Henry’s
pale face.

That was little likely to be. Always a delicate
child, Henry had a year previous contracted a cold,
which had attacked his lungs, and had gradually
increased until there seemed little doubt that in the
long struggle with disease nature must succumb, ana
an early death ensue.

““How long have you been in this country?”

% Un anno.”

“Iow long is that?”

“ A year,” said Ilenry. ¢ I know that, because
annus means a year in Latin.”

¢ Si, signore, a year,” said Phil.

¢ And where do you come from?”

¢ Da Napoli.”

¢ That means from Naples, I suppose.”



16 POIL, THE FIDDLEEL; OR,

¢ 8i, signore.”

Most of the little Italian musicians to be found in
our streets are brought from Calabria, the southern
portion of Italy, where they are purchased from their
parents, for a fixed sum, or rate of annual payment.
But it is usual for them, when questioned, to say that
they come from Naples, that being the principal city
in that portion of Italy, or indeed in the entire king-
dom.
~«VWho do you live with?” continued IIenry.

¢ VWith the padrone.”

¢ And who is the padrone ?”

¢ IIe take care of me,— he bring me from Italy.”

¢ Is he kind to you?”

Phil shrugged his shoulders.

¢ e beat me sometimes,” he answered.

¢ Beats you? What for?”

¢ If I bring little money.”

¢ Does he beat you hard?”

¢ Si, signore, with a stick.”

¢ Ho must be a bad man,” said Henry, indignantly.

* How much money must you carry home?”

¢« Two dollar.”
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“But it isn’t your fault, if people will not give you
money.”

¢ Non importa  He beat me.”

¢ ITe ought to be beaten himself.”

Phil shrugged his shoulders. Like most boys of
his class, to him the padrone scemed all-powerful.
The idea that his oppressive task-master could be
punished for his cruelty had never dawned upon him.
Knowing nothing of any law that could proteet him,
he submitted to it as a necessity, from which there
was no escape except by running away. Ile had not
come to that yet, but some of his companions had
done so, and he might some day.

After this conversation he played another tune.
Mrs. Leigh drew out her purse, and gave him fifty
cents. Thil took his fiddle under his arm, and, follow-
ing the servant who reappeared, emerged into the

sireet, and moved onward.
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CHAPTER II.
PIIL AND HIS PROTECTOR.

To a certain extent I’hil was lLis own master;
that is, he was at liberty to wander where he liked,
provided he did not neglect his business, and re-
turned to the lodging-house at night with the required
sum of money. DBut woe be to him if he were caugit
holding back any of the money for his own use. In
that case, he would be beaten, and sent to bed with-
out his supper, while the padrone, according to the
terms of his contract with the distant parent, would
withhold from the amount due the latter ten times
the sum kept by the boy. In the middle of the day
he was allowed to spend three cents for bread, which
was the only dinner allowed him. Of course the
boys were tempted to regale themselves more lux-
uriously, but they incurred a grea$ risk in doing so.
Sometimes the padrone followed themn secretly, or

employed others to do so, and so was able to detect
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them. Besides, they travelled, in general, by twos
and threes, and the system of espionage was en-
couraged by the padrone. So mutual distrust was
inspired, and the fear of being reported made the
boys honest.

PLil left the house of Mr. Leigh in good spirits.
Though he had earned nothing before, the fifty cents
he had just received made a good beginning, and in-
spired in him the hope of getting together enough to
save him a beating.

ITe walked down towards Sixth Avenue, and turn-
ing the corner walked down town. At length he
paused in front of a tobacconist’s shop, and began
to play. But he had chosen an unfortunate time and
place. The tobacconist had just discovered a de-
ficiency in his money account, which he suspected to
be occasioned by the dishonesty of his assistant. In
addition to this he had risen with a headache, so
that he was in a decidedly bad humor. Music had
no charms for him at that moment, and he no sooner
heard the first strains of Thil’s violin than he rushed
from the shop bareheaded, and dashed impetuously at

the young. fiddler.
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“Get, away from my shop, you little vagabond!”
he cried. ¢ If I had my way, you should all be sent
out of the country.”

Phil was quick to take a hint. IIe saw the men-
ance in the shop-keeper’s eyes, and, stopping abruptly,
ran farther down the street, hugging his fiddle, which
he was afraid the angry tobacconist might seize and
break. This to him would be an irreparable mis-
fortune, and subject him to a severe punishment,
though the fault wonld not be his.

Next lie strolled into a side street, and began to
play in front of some dwelling-houses. Two or three
young children who had been playing in the strect
gathered about him, and one of them gave him a
penny. Tliey were clamorous for another tune, but
Phil could not affor1 to work for nothing, and, sceing
no prospect of additional pay, took his violin, and
walked away, much to the regret of his young audi-
tors, who, though not rich, were appreciative. They
followed him to the end of the block, hoping that he
would play again, but they were disappointed.

Phil played two or three times more, managing

to obtain in all twenty-five cents additional. Ile
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reached the corner of Thirteenth Street just as the
large public school, known as the Thirteenth Street
School, was dismissed for its noon intermission.

1

* Give us a tune, Johnny,” cried Edward Eustis,
one of the oldest boys.

“Yes, a tune,” joined in several others.

This was an invitation to whichh Phil was always
willing to respond. DBesides, he knew from ex-
perience that boys were more generous, in proportion
to their means, than those of larger growth, and he
hoped to get enough from the crowd around him to
increase his store to a dollar.

The boys gathered around the little minstrel, who
struck up an Italian tune, but without the words.

¢ Sing, sing ! ” cried the boys.

Phil began to sing. Ilis clear, fresh voice pro-
duced a favorable impression upon the boys.

)

“IIe’s a bully singer,” said one. “I can’t sing
much better myself.”

“You sing! Your singing would be enough to
scare a dozen tom-cats.”

“ Then we should be well matched. Look here,

Johnny, can’t you sing something in English?”
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Phil, in response to this request, played and sang
¢ Shoo Fly!” which, suiting the boys’ taste, he was
called upon to repeat.

The song being finished, Edward Eustis took off
his cap, and went around the circle.

“Now, boys, you have a chance to show your
liberality,” he said. ¢ I'll start the collection with
five cents.”

¢ That’s ahead of me,” said James Marcus.
¢ Justice to a large and expensive family will pre-
vent my contributing more than two cents.”

¢ Smallest favors thankfully received,” said Ed-
ward.

¢ Then take that, and be thankful,” said Tom
Lane, dropping in a penny.

“I haven’t got any money,” said Frank Gaylord,

3

¢but here’s an apple;” and he dropped a large red
apple into the cap.

Phil, watching with interest the various contribu-
tions, was best pleased with the last. The money he
must carry to the padrone. The apple he might
keep for himself, and it would vary agreeably his

usual meagre fare.
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“The biggest contribution yet,” said Edward.
“f{Jere, Sprague, you are liberal. What'll you
give?”

¢ My note at ninety days.”

“ You might fail before it comes due.”

¢ Then take three cents. ’Tis all T have; ‘I can
no more, though poor the offering be.””

¢¢ Oh, don’t quote Shakspeare.”

¢ Tt isn’t Shakspeare ; it’s Milton.”

¢ Just as much one as the other.”

¢ Ilere, Johnny,” said Edward, after going the
rounds ‘¢ hold your hands, and T'll pour out the
money. You can retire from business now on a
fortune.”

Phil was accustomed to be addressed as Johnny,
that being the generic name for voy in New York.
Ile deposited the moncy in his pocket, and, taking
his fiddle, played once more in acknowledgment of
the donation. The boys now dispersed, leaving Phil
to go on his way. Ile took out the apple with the
intention of eating it, when a rude boy snatcled it
from his hand.

¢ Give it back,” said Phil, angrily.
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“Don’t you wish you may get it?” said the other,
holding it out of his reach.

The young musician had little chance of redress.
IIis antagonist was a head taller than himself, and,
besides, he would not have dared to lay down hie
fiddle to fight, lest it might get broken.

“ Give it to me,” he said, stamping his foot.

¢«T mean to eat it myself,” said the other, coolly.
“It’s too good for the likes of you.”

“You're a thief.”

“Don’t you call me names, you little Ttalian rag-
amuflin, or I’ll bit you,” said the other, menacingly.

¢ Tt is my apple.”

¢ I'm going to eat it.”

But the speaker was mistaken. As he held the
apple above his head, it was suddenly snatched from
him. IIe looked round angrily, and -confronted
Edward Eustis, who, seeing Phil’s trouble from a
[ittle distance, had come to his rescue.

“What did you do that for?” demanded the
thief.

¢ What did you take the boy’s apple for?”

¢ Because I felt like it.”
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¢Then I took it from you for the same reason.”

“Do you want to fight?” blustered the rowdy.

¢ Not particularly.”

“Then hand me back that apple,” returned the
other.

“Thank you; I shall only hand it to the rightful
owner, —that little Italian boy. Are you not
ashamed to rob him?”

*“ Do you want to get hit?”

¢ T wouldn’t advise you to do it.”

The rowdy looked at the boy who confronted him.
Edward was slightly smaller, but there was a de-
termined look in his eye which the bully, who, like
those of his class generally, was a coward at heart,
did not like. IIe mentally decided that it would be
safer not to provoke him.

¢ Come here, Johnny, and take your apple,” said
Edward.

Phil advanced, and received back his property
with satisfaction.

¢ You'd better eat it now. T’ll see that he doesn’t
disturb you.”

Phil foliowed the advice of his new friend promptly.
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He had eaten nothing since seven o’clock, and then
only a piece of dry bread and cheese, and the apple,
a rare luxury, he did not fail to relish. IlIis would-
be robber scowled at him meanwhile, for he had
promised himself the pleasure of despatching the
fruit. Edward stood by till the apple was eaten, and *
then turned away. The rowdy made a movement
as if to follow Phil, but Edward quickly detected him,
anl came back.

“Don’t you dare to touch him,” he said signifi-
cantly, ‘“or youw’ll have to settle accounts with me.
Do you see that policeman? I am going to ask him
to have an eye on you. You'd better look out for
yourself.”

The other turned at the caution, and secing the
approach of one of the Metropolitan police quickly
vanished. He had a wholesome fear of these
guardians of the public peace, and did not care to
court their attention.

Edward turned away, but in a moment felt a hand
tugging at his coat. Looking round, he saw that it
was Phil.

¢ Grazia, signore,” said Phil, gratefully.
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T suppose that means ¢ Thank you’?”

Phil nodded.

«“ All right, Johnny! T am glad I was by to save
you from that bully”
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CHAPTER 111.
GIACOMO.

AFTER eating the apple Phil decided to buy his
frugal dinner. IIe, therefore, went into a baker’s
shop, and bought two penny rolls and a piece of
cheese. It was not a very luxurious repast, but with
the apple it was better than usual. A few steps fromw
the shop-door he met another Italian boy, who was
bound to the same padrone.

“How much money have you, Giacomo?” asked
Phil, speaking of course in his native tongue.

“Torty cents. IIow much have you?”

¢ A dollar and twenty cents.”

¢You are very lucky, Filippo.”

‘¢ A rich signora gave me fifty cents for playing to
lier sick boy. Then I sang for some school boys, and
they gave me some mouey.”

¢TI am afraid the padrone will beat me to-night.”

¢ He has not beat me for a week.”
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“JIave you had dinner, Filippo?”

“ Yes, I had some bread and cheese, and an apple.”

¢ Did you buy the apple?”

“No; one of the school-boys gave it to me. It was
very good,” said Phil, in a tonc of enjoyment. ¢I
had not eaten one for a long time.”

“Ncr I. Do you remember, Iilippo, the oranges
we had in Italy?”

¢ T remember them well.”

¢ I'was happy, then,” said Giacomo, sighing. ¢ There
was no padrone to beat me, and I could run about and
play. Now I have to sing and play all day. I am so
tired sometimes, Filippo.”

““You are not so strong as I, Giacomo,” and Phil
looked with some complacency at his own stout limbs.

“Den’t you get tired, Filippo?” A

“Yes, often; but I don’t care so much for that.
But I don’t like the winter.”

¢T thought I should die with cold sometimes last

winter,”

said Giacomo, shuddering. ¢ Do you ever
expect to go back to Italy, Filippo?”

¢« Some time.”
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¢ T wish I could go now. I should like to see my
dear mother and my sisters.”

¢ And your father?”

“I don’t want to see him,” said Giacomo, bitterly.
¢t ITe sold me to the padrone. My mother wept when 1
went away, but my father only thought of the money.”

Filippo and Giacomo were from the same town in
Calabria. They were the sons of Italian peasants who
had been unable to resist the offers of the padrone,
and for less than a hundred dollars each had sold his
son into the cruelest slavery. The boys were torn
from their native hills, from their families, and in a
foreign land were doomed to walk the strects from
fourteen to sixteen hours in every twenty-four, gather-
ing money Trom which they received small benefit.
Many ‘“imes, as they trudged through the streets,
weary and hungry, sometimes cold, they thought with
homesick sadness of the sunny fields in which their
earliest years had becn passed, but the hard realities
of the life they were now leading soon demancled
their attention.

Naturally light-hearted, Filippo, or Phil, bore his
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hard lot more cheerfully than some of his comrades.
But Giacomo was more delicate, and less able to bear

. want and fatigue, Iis livelier comrade cheered him
up, and Giacomo always felt better after talking with
Phil.

As the two boys were walking together, a heavy
hand was laid on the shoulder of each, and a harsh
voice said : —

“Is this the way you waste your time, little
rascals?”

Both boys started, and, looking up, recognized the
padrone. Ile was a short man, very dark, with fierce
black eyes, and a sinister countenance. It was his
habit to walk about the streets from time to time, and
keep a watch unobserved, upon his young apprentices,
if they may be so called. If he found them loitering
about, or neglecting their work, they were likely to
reccive a sharp reminder.

The boys were both startled at his sudden appear-
ance, but, after the first start, Phil, who was naturally
courageous, recovered his sclf-possession. Not so
with Giacomq,kwho was the more afraid because he

knew be had gained but little money thus far.
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“ We are not wasting our time, padrone,” said Phil,
looking up fearlessly.

¢We will see about that. IIow long have you been
together?”

¢ Only five minutes.”

¢“ ITow much money have you, Filippo ?”

¢ A dollar and twenty cents.”

“Good ; you have done well. And how is it with
you, Giacomo?”

¢ T have forty cents.”

¢“Then you have been idle,” said the padrone,
frowning.

¢No, signore,” said the boy, trembling. ¢ I have
played, but they did not give me much money.”

‘It is mot his fault,” said Phil, coming boldly to
the defence of hvis frieﬁd.

¢ Attend to your own affairs, little scapegrace,”
said the padrone, roughly. ¢ Iec might Fave got as
much as you.”

¢ No, padrone ; I was lucky. A kind lady gave me
fitty cents.”

¢ That is not my affair. I don’t care where you get
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the money. But if you don’t bring home all T expect,
you shall feel the stick.”

These last words were addressed to Giacomo, who
understood their import only too well. In the
miserable lodging where he herded with thirty or forty
others scarcely a night passed without the brutal pun-
ishment of one or more unfortunate boys, who had
been unsuccessful in bringing home enough to satisfy
the rapacity of the padrone. DBut of this an account
will hereafter be given.

¢ Now, go to worlk, both of you,” said the padrone,
harshly.

The two boys separated. Giacomo went uptown,
while Phil kept on his way towards the Astor ITouse.
The padrone made his way to the nearest liquor shop,
where he invested a portion of the money wrung from
the hard earnings of his young apprentices.

Towards the close of the afternoon Phil found him-
self in front of the Astor ITouse. He had played
several times, but he was not fortunate in finding lib-
eral auditors. Ife had secured but ten cents during this
time, and it seemed doubtful whether he would reach

the sum he wanted. e crossed over to the City Hall
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Park, and, feeling tired, sat down on one of the
benches. Two boot-blacks were already seated upon
it.

“Play us a tune, Johnny,” said one.

“Will you give me pennies?” asked Phil, doubt-
fully, for he did not care, with such a scvere task-
master, to work for nothing.

¢ Yes, we’ll give you pennies.”

Upon this Phil struck up a tune.

¢ Wherce’s your monkey ?” asked one of the boys.

¢TI have no monkey.”

“If you want a monkey, here’s one for you,” said
Tim Rafferty, putting his hand on his companion’s
shoulder.

¢ He's too big,” said Phil, laughing.

‘“Hould yer gab, Tim Rafferty,” said the other.
“It’s you that’ll make a better monkey nor I. Say,
Johnny, do you pay your monkeys well?"”

¢ Give me my pennies,” said Phil, with an eye to
business.

¢ Play another tune, then.”

Phil obeyed directions. When he had finished, a

contribution was taken up, but it only amounted to
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seven cents. However, considering the character of
the aulience, this was as much as could be ex-
pected.

“ITow much have you made to-day, Johnny?”
asked Tim.

“ A dollar,” said Phil.

¢ A dollar! That’s more nor I have made. I tell
you what, boys, I think I'll buy a fiddle myself. I'll
make more money that way than blackin’ boots.”

‘A great fiddler you’d make, Tim Rafferty.”

¢“Can’t I play then? Lend me your fiddle, Johnny,
till T try it a little.”

Phil shook his head.

“Give it to me now; I won’t be hurtin’ it.”

* You'll break it.”

“Then I'll pay for it.”

¢ It isn’t mine.”

¢ Whose is it, then?”

¢ The padrone’s.”

¢ And who’s the padrone?”

“The man I live with. If the fiddle is broken, he
will beat me.”

¢ Then he’s anr ould haythen, and you may tell him
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s0, wid Tim Rafferty’s compliments. But I won’t
hurt it.”

Phil, however, feared to trust the violin in unskil-
ful hands. ITe knew the penalty if any harm befell it,
and he had no mind to run the risk. So he rose from
the seat, and withdrew to a little distance, Tim Rafferty
following, for, though he cared little at first, he now
felt determined to try the fiddle.

«“If you don’t give it to me I'll put a head on you,”
he said.

“You shall not have it,” said Phil, firmly, for he,
too, could be determined.

¢ The little chap’s showin’ fight,” said Tim’s com-
panion. ¢ Look out, Tim ; he’ll mash you.”

«T can fight him wid one hand,” said Tim.

IIe advanced upon our young hero, who, being much
smaller, would probably have been compelled to yield
to superior force but for an interference entirely unex-

pected by Tim.
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CIHAFPTER 1V,
PHIL RECEIVES AN INVITATION TO SUPPER.

Tim had raised his fist to strike the young fiddler,
when he was suddenly pushed aside with consider-
able force, and came near measuring his length on
the ground.

“WWho did that?” he cried angrily, recovering his
equilibrinm.

¢ T did it,” said a calm voice.

Tim recognized in the speaker Paul Iloffman,
whom some of my readers will remember as ¢ Paul,
the Peddler.” TPaul was proprietor of a neck-tie
stand below the Astor Ilouse, and was just returning
home to supper. Ile was a brave and manly boy,
and his sympathies were always in favor of the op-
pressed. IIe had met Phil before, and talked with
him, and secing him in danger came to his assist

ance.
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¢ What made you push me?” demanded Tim,
fiercely.

“What were you going to do to him?” rejoined
Paul, indicating the Italian boy.

T was only goin’ to borrer his fiddle.”

¢ IIe would have broken it,” said Phil.

¢ You don’t know how to play,” said Paul. ¢ You
would have broken his fiddle, and then he would be
beaten.”

¢“T would pay for it if I did,” said Tim.

“You say so, but you wouldn’t. Lven if you
did, it would take time, and the boy would have
suffered.”

¢ What business is it of yours?” demanded Tim,
angrily.

“It is always my business when I see a big boy
teasing a little one.”

“You’ll get hurt some day,” said Tim, suddenly.

¢“Not by you,” returned Paul, not particularly
alarmed.

Tim would gladly have punished Paul on the spot
for his interference, but he did not consider it prudent

to provoke hostilitics. Paul was as tall as himself.
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and considerably stronger. Ie therefore confined
himself to threatening words.

¢« Come along with me, Phil,” said Paul kindly to
the little fiddler.

“Thank you for saving me,” said Phil, gratefully.
¢“The padrone would beat me if the fiddle was
broke.”

‘ Never mind about thanks, Phil. Tim is a bully
with small boys, but he is a coward among large
ones. Iave you had any supper?”

¢ No,” said Phil.

“Won't you come home and take supper with
me?”

Phil hesitated.

“You are kind,” he said, “but I fear the pa-
drone.”

“Yhat will he do to you?”

‘“Ile will beat me if I don’t bring home enongb
money.”

¢ Tlow muck more must you get?”

¢ Sixty cents.”

¢ You can play better 5fter a good supper. Corne

aleng : I won’t keep you long.”
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Phil made no more objection. Ile was a healthy
boy, and his wanderings had given him a good
appetite. So he thanked Paul, and walked along by
his side. One object Paul had in inviting him was,
the fear that Tim Rafferty might take advantage of
his absence to renew his assault upon Phil, and with
better success than before.

“Tow old are you, Phil?” he askea.

¢ Twelve years.”

¢ And who taught you to play?”

“No one; I heard the other boys play, and so I
learned.”

¢ Do you like it?”

¢ Sometimes ; but I get tired of it.”

“I don’t wonder. I should think playing day
after day might tire you. What are you going to do
when you become a man?”

Phil shrugged his shoulders.

¢“T don’t know,” he said. ¢ T think I'll go back to
Ttaly.”

“Ilave you any relations there?”

“T have a mother and two sisters.”

¢ And a father? "
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“Yes, a father.”

“WWhy did they let you come away?”

¢ The padrone gave my father money.”

“ Don’t you ever hear anything from home ?

¢ No, signore.”

* «T am not a signore,” said Paul, smiling. * You

may call me Paul. TIs that an Italian name?”

¢ MMe call it Paolo.”

“ That sounds queer to me. What’'s James in
Italian?”

¢ Giacomo.”

“Then I have a little brother Giacomo.”

“ JTow old is he?”

¢ Eight years old.”

“ My sister Bettina is eight years. I wish I could
see her.”

“You will see her again some day, Phil. You
will get rich in Ameriea, and go back to Italy.”

“The padrone takes all my money.”

“You'll get away from the old rascal some day.
Keep up good courage, Phil, and all will come right.
But hére we are. Follow ﬁe upstairs,“ana T 7Wi“

introduce you to my mother and Giacomo,” said
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Paul, laughing at the Italian name he had giveun to
his little brother.

Mrs. Hoffman and Jimmy looked with some sur-
prise at the little fiddler, as he entered with Paul.

¢ Mother,” said Paul, ¢ this is one of my f{riends,
whom I have invited to take supper with us.”

“IIe is welcome,” said Mrs. Iloffman, kindly.
¢ ITave you ever spoken to us of him?” ‘

¢“J am not sure. Iis name is Phil — Phil, the
fiddler, we call him.”

¢ Philip, I suppose.”

¢ Filippo,” said the young musician.

¢We will call you Phil; it is easier to speak,”
said Paul. ¢ This is my little brother Jimmy. He
is a great artist.”

¢“ Now you are laughing at me, Paul,” said the
little boy.

¢WWell, he is going to be a great artist some time,
if he isn’t one yet. Do you think, Jimmy, you could
draw Phil here with his fiddle?””

“T think I could,” said the little bcy, slowly,
looking carefully at their young guest; “but it

would take some time.”
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« Perhaps Phil will come some day, and give you a
sitting.”

“Will you come?” asked Jimmy

¢ T will come some day.”

Meanwhile Mrs. IToffman was preparing supper.

Since Paul had become proprictor of the neck-tie%

stand. as described in the last volume, they were able
to live with less regard to economy than before. So,
when the table was spread, it presented quite a
tempting appearance. DBeefsteak, rolls, fried pota-
toes, coffee, and preserves graced the board.

¢ Sapper is ready, Paul,” said his mother, when all
was finished.

¢ Here, Plil, you may sit here, at my right hand,”
said Paul. I will put your violin where it will not
be injured.”

Phil sat down as directed, not without feeling a
little awkward, yet with a sense of anticipated
pleasure. Accustomed to bread and cheese alone,
thie modest repast before him seemed like a royal
feast. The meat especially attracted him, for he had

not tasted any for months, indeed scldom in his life,

) Jhaa
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for in Italy it is seldom eaten by the class to which
Phil’s parents belonged.

“Let me give you some meat, Phil,” said Paul.
¥ Now shall we drink the health of the padrone in
coffee? ”

¢« T will not drink his health,” said Phil. ¢ Ilecis a
bad man.”

“WWho is the padrone?” asked Jimmy, curiously.

“IIe is my master. IIe sends me out to play for
moncey.”

¢ And must you give the money to him?”

“Yes; if I do not bring much money he will beat
me.”

¢“Then he must be a bad man. Why do you live
with him?”

“IIe bought me from my father.”

¢ TIe bought you?” repeated Jimmy, puzzled.

“TIe hires him for so much mouey,” explained
Paul.

“But why did your father lct you go with a bad
man? ” asked Jimmy.

“IIe wanted the money,” said Phil. ¢IIe cared

more for money than for me.”
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What wonder that the boys sold into such eruel
slavery should be estranged from the fathers who for
a few paltry ducats sell the liberty and happiness of
their children! Iiven where the contract is for a lim-
ited term of years, the boys in five cases out of ten
arc not returned at the appointed time. A part,
unable to bear the hardships and privations of the
life upon which they enter, are swept off by death,
while of those that survive, a part are weaned from
their homes, or are not permitted to go back.

“You mu;t not ask too many questions, Jimmy,”
said Mrs. Ioffman, fearing that he might awaken sad
thoughts in the little musician.

She was glad to sec that Phil ate with a good
appetite. In truth he relished the supper, which was
the best he remembered to have tasted for many a
long day.

¢“Ts Ttaly like America?” asked Jimmy, whose
curiosity was excited to learn something of Thil's
birthplace.

¢Tt is much nicer,” said Phil, with natural love of
country. ¢ There are olive-trees and orange-trees,

. r ”
and grapes — very many.
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“ Are there really orange-trees? Iave yoa sten
themm grow?”

¢ I have picked them from the trces many times.”

¢ I should like that, but I don’t care for olives.”

¢ They are good too.”

¢ T should like the grapes.”

¢ There arc other things in Italy, which you would
like better, Jimmy,” said Paul.

“What do you mean, Paul?”

¢ The galleries of fine paintings.”

“Yes, I should like to see them. Ilave you seen
them?”

Phil shook his head. The picture-galleries are in
the oities, and not in the country district where he
was born. -

“Some time, when I am rich, we will all go to
Ttaly, Jimmy ; then, if Phil is at home, we will go
and see him.”

¢ I should like that, Panl.”

Though Jimmy was not yet eight years old, he had
alrcady exhibited a remarkable taste for drawing,
and without having received any instruction conld

copy any ordinary picture with great exactness. It
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was the little boy’s ambition to become an artist, and
in this ambition he was encouraged by Paul, who

intended, as soon as he could afford it, to engage an
instructor for Jimmy,
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CHAPTER V.
ON THE BROOKLYN FERRY-BOAT.

WHEN supper was over, Phil bethought himself
that his day’s work was not yet over. e had still a
considerable sum to obtain before he dared go home,
if such a name can be given to the miserable tenement
in Crosby Street, where he herded with companions.
But before going he wished to show his gratitude io
Paul for his protection and the supper which he had
ol

¢¢Shall I play for you?” he asked, taking his violin
from the top of the burean, where Paul had placed it.

“Will you?” asked Jimmy, his eyes lighting up
with pleasure.

? gaid Mrs

“WWe should be very glad to hear you,
Ioffman.
Phil played his best, for he felt that he was play-

ing for friends. After a short prelude, he struck into an
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Italian song. Though the words were unintelligible,
the little party enjoyed the song.

‘* Bravo, Phil!” said Paul. ¢ You sing almost as
well as I do.”

Jimmy laughed.

“You sing about as well as you draw,” said the
little boy.

¢ There you go again with your envy and jealousy,”
gaid Paul, in an injured tone. ¢ Others appreciate me
better.”

¢ Sing something, and we will judge of your merits,”
said his mother.

“Not now,” said Paul, shaking his head. ¢ My
feelings are too deeply injured. But if Le has time,
Phil will perhaps favor us with another song.”

So the little fiddler once more touched the sfrings
of his violin, and sang the hymn of Garibaldi.

¢ Ile has a beauntiful voice,” said Mrs. Hoffman to
Paul.

“Yes; Phil sings much better than most of his
tlass, Shall I bring him up here again?”

¢ Any time, Paul. We shall always be glad fo see

him.”
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ITere Phil took his cap and prepared to depart.

¢ Good-by,” he said in English. ¢“I thank you all
for your kindness.”

% Will you come again?” said Mrs. Hoffman. ¢ Wae
shall be glad to have you.”

¢“Do come,” pleaded Jimmy, who had taken a
fancy to the dark-eyed Italian boy, whose brilliant
brown complexion contrasted strongly with his own
pale face and blue eyes.

These words gave Phil a strange pleasure. Since
his arrival in America he had become accustomed to
harsh words and blows; but words of kindness were
strangers to his ears. For an hour he forgot the street
and his uninviting home, and felt himself surrounded
by a true home atmosphere. Ile almost fancied him-
self in his Calabrian home, with his mother and sisters
about him, —in his home as it was before cupidity
entered his father’s heart and impelled him to sell his
own flesh aud blood into slavery in a forcign land.
Phil could not analyze his own emotions, but these
were the feelings which vose in his heart, and filled it

with transient sadness.
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¢TI thank you much,” he said. “I will come
again some day.”

¢ Come soon, Phil,” said Paul. ¢ You know where
my neck-tic stand is. Come there any afternoon be-
tween four and five, and I will take you home to sup-
per. Do you kunow the way out, or shall I go with
you?”

“ 1 know the way,” said Phil.

Ie went downstairs, and once more found himself
on the sidewalk. )

It was but six o’clock, and five or six hours were
still before hLim, before he could feel at liberty to go
home. Should he return too early, he would be pun-
ished for losing the possible gains of the hour he had
lost, even if the sum he brought home were otherwise
satisfactory. So, whatever may be his fatigue, or
however inclement the weather, the poor Italian boy
is compelled to stay out till near midnight, before he
is permitted to return to the hard pallet on which
only he can sleep off his fatigues.

Again in the street, Phil felt that he must make up
for lost time. Now six o’clock is not a very favora

ble time for street music; citizens who do business
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down town have mostly gone home to dinner.
Those who have not started arve in haste, and little
disposed to heed the appeal of the young minstrel.
Later the saloons will be well frequerted, and not
seldom the young fiddler may pick up a few, some-
times a considerable number of pennies, by playing
at the doors of these places, or within, if they should
be invited to enter; but at six there is not much to
be done.

After a little reflection, Phil determined to go dowr
to TFulton Ferry, and get on board the Brooklyn
steamboat. IIe might get a chance to play to the
passengers, and some, no doubt, would give him some-
thing. At any rate, the investment would be small,
since for one fare, or two cents, he might ride back
and forwards several times, as long as he did not
step off the boat. He, therefore, dirccted his steps
towards the ferry, and arrived just in time to go on
board the boat.

The boat was very full. So large a number of the
people in Brooklyn are drawn to New York vy busi-
ness and pleasure, that the boats, particularly in the

morning from seven to nine, and in the afternoon
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fromn five to seven, go loaded down with foot-passen
gers and carriages.

Phil entered the ladies’ cabin. Though ostensibly
confined to ladies’ use, it was largely occupicd also
by geutlemen who did not enjoy the smoke which
usually affects disagreeably the atmosphere of the
cabin appropriated to their own sex. Our young
musician knew that to children the hearts and purses
of ladies are more likely to open, than those of gen-
tlemen, and this guided him.

Entering, he found every seat taken. Ile waited
till the boat had started, and then taking his position
in the centre of the rear cabin he began to play and
sing, fixing at once the attention of the passengers
upon himself.

“That boy’s a nuisance; he ought not to be
allowed to play on the boat,” muttered an old gentle-
man, looking up {rom the columns of the ¢ Evening
Post.”

t

“ Naw, papa,” said a young lady at his side, ¢ why
need you object to the poor boy? T am sure he sings
very nicely. 1 like to hear him.”

«T don't.”
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“You know, papa, you have no taste for music.
You went to sleep at the opera the other evening.”

«“ T tried to,” said her father, in whom musical
taste ha” a very limited development. ¢ If was all
nonsense to me.”

¢IIe is singing the Hymn of Garibaldi. What a
sweet voice he has! Such a handsome little fellow
too!”

¢“IIe has a dirty face, and his clothes are ragged.”

¢ But he has beautiful eyes; see how brilliant they
asre. No wonder he is dirty and vagged; it isu’$
his fauit, poor boy. I have no doubt Le has a mis-
erable home. I am going to give him something.”
| “MJust as you like, Florence ; as I am not a roman-
tic young damsel, I shall not follow your example.”

By this time the song was finished, and Phil, tak-
ing off his cap, went the rounds. None of the con-
tributions were larger than five cents, until he came
to the young lady of whom we have spoken above,
She drew a twenty-five-cent note from her porte-
monnaie, and put it into Phil’s hand, with a gracious
emile, which pleased the young fiddler as much as the

gift.
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“ Thank you, lady,” he said.

“You sing very nicely,” she replied.

Phil smiled, and dirty though his face was, the
smile lighted it up with rare beauty.

“ Do you often come on these boats?” asked the
young lady.

¢ Sometimes, but they do not always let me play,”
said Phil.

“ T hope I shall hear you again. You have a good
voice.”

“Thank you, signorina.”

“You can speak English. I tried to speak with
onc of you the other day, but he could only speak
Ttalian.”

“T know a few words, signorina.”

¢“T hope I shall see you again,” and the young
lady, prompted by a natural impulse of kindness,
held out her hand to the little musician. IIe took it
respectfully, and bending over touched it with his lips.

The young lady, to whom this was quite unex-
pected, smiled and blushed, by no means offended,
but she glanced round her to sce whether it was

obiserved by others,
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¢ Upon my word, Florence,” saild her father, as
Phil moved away, ¢“you have got up quite a scene
with this little rageed musician. I am rather glad he
is not ten or twelve years older, or there might be
a romantic elopement.”

¢“Now, papa, you are too bad,” said Florence.
“Just beecause I choose to be kind to a poor, neg-
lected child, you fancy all sorts of improbable
things.”

“I don’t know where you get all your foolish
romance from, — not from me, I am sure.”

¢ I should think not,” said Florence, laughing mer-
rily. *““Your worst enemy won’t charge you with
being romantic, papa.”

I hope not,” said her father, shrugging his shoul-
ders. ¢ But the boat has touched the pier. Shall
we go on shore, or have you any farther business
with your young Italian friend?”

“Not to-day, papa.”

‘The passengers vacated the boat, and were replaced
by a smaller number, on their way from Brouoklyu to
New York.
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CHAPTER VI.
THE BAR-ROOM.

Porn did not leave the boat Ile lingered in the
eahn until the passengers were seated, and after the
boat was again under way began to play. This time,
however, he was not as fortunate as before. While
in the midst of a tune one of the men employed on
the boat entered the cabin. At times he would not
have interfered with him, but he happened to be in
an ill-humor, and this proved unfortunate for Phil.

“ Stop your ncise, boy,” he said.

Phil looked up.

“May I not play?”

¢ No; nobody wants to hear you.”

The young fiddler did not dare to disobey. He
saw tnat for the present his gains were at an end
ITowever, he had enough to satisfy the rapacity ef
the padrone, aud could afford to stop. Ile toui a

seat, and waited quietly till the boat landed. One
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of the lady passengers, as she passed him on her way
out of the cabin, placed ten cents in his hand. This
led him to count up his gains. IIe found they
amounted to two dollars and fifty cents.

¢“T need not play any more,” he thought. ¢ 1
shall not be beaten to-night.”

IIe found his seat so comfortable, especially afier
wandering about the streets all day, that he remained
in the boat for two more trips. Then, taking his
violin under his arm, he went out on the pier.

It was half-past seven o'clock. IIe would like to
have gone to his lodging, but knew that it would not
be permitted. In this respect the Italian fiddler is
not as well off as those who ply other street trades.
Newsboys and boot-blacks are their own masters,
and, whether their earnings are little or great, reap
the benefit of them themselves. They can stop work
at six if they like, or carlier; kut the little Italian
musician must remain in the street till near midnight,
and then, after a long and fatiguing day, he is liable
%0 be beaten and sent to bed without his supper,
anless he brings home a satisfactory sum of money.

- Phil walked about here and there in the lower part
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of the city. As he was passing a bar-room he was
called in by the bar-keeper.

“ Give us a tune, boy,” he said.

It was a low bar-room, frequented by sailors, and a
rough set of customers, of similar character. The
red face of the bar-keeper showed that he liberally
patronized the liquors which he sold. The floor was
sanded, and the atmosphere was filled with the fumes
of bad cigars and bad liquor. The men were ready
for a good time, as they called it, and it was at the
suggestion of one of them that Phil had been invited
in.

“Play a tune on your fiddle, you little raga-

’ said one.

muffin,”

Phil cared little how he was addressed. e was at
the service of the publie, and what he chiefly cared
for was to be paid for his services.

¢ What shall I play?” he asked.

¢ Anything,” hicconghed one. ¢ It’s all the same
o me. I don’t know one tune from another.”

The young fiddler played one of the popular airs
of the day. IIe did not undertake to sing, for the

atmosphere was so bad that he could hardly avoid

+
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coughing. IIe was anxious to get out into the sireet,
but he did not wish to refuse playing. When he had
finished his tune, one of those present, a sailor cried,
“That’s good. Step up, boys, and have a drink.”

The invitation was readily accepted by all exeept
Phil. Noticing that the boy kept his place, the
sailor said, ¢ Step up, boy, and wet your whistle.”

Phil liked the weak wines of his native land, hut
he did not care for the poisonous decoctions to be
found in such places.

¢ T am not thirsty,” he said.

“Yes, you arc; here, give this boy a glass of
brandy.”

‘T do not want it,” said Phil.

”

¢ You won’t drink with us,” exclaimed the sailor,

who had taken enough to be quarrelsome. ¢ Then

Tll make you;” and he brought down his fist so
heavily upon the counter as to make the glasses
rattle, “Then I’'ll make you. Ilero, give me a
glass, and T’ll pour it down his throat.”

The little fiddler was frightened at his vehemence,
and darted to the door. DBut the sailor was too quick

for him. Overtaking Phil, he dragged him hack with
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a rough grasp, and held out his hand for the glass
But an unexpected friend turned up.

“QOh, let the boy go, Jack,” said a fellow-sailor
“If he don’t want to drink, don’t force him.”

Bat h:s persecutor was made ugly by his potations,
and swore that Phil should drink before he left the
bar-room.

¢ That he shall not,” said his new friend.

“IWho is to prevent it?” demanded Jack, fiercely.

“1 will.”

‘*Th:n T’ll pour a glass down your throat, too,”
returned Jack, menacingly.

¢ No need of that. I am ready cnough to drink
But the boy shan’t drink, — if lie don’t want to.”

“TITe shall!” retorted the first sailor with an oath.

Still holding Phil by the shoulder- with one hand,
with the other he took a glass which had just heen
filled with brandy; he was about to pour it down his
throat, when the glass was suddenly dashed from his
hand and broke upon the floor.

With a fresh oath Jack released his hold of Phil,
and, maddened with rage, threw himself upon the

other. Instantly there was a general melée Phi]
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did not wait to sece the result. IIe ran to the door,
and, emerging into the street, ran away till he had
placed a considerable distance Dbetween himself and
the disorderly and drunken party in the bar-room.
The fight there continued until the police, attracted
by the noise, forced an entrance and carried away the
whole party to the station-house, where they had a
chance to sleep off their potations.

Freed from the immediate dangcr, the young fid-
dler kept on his way. He had witnessed such scenes
before, as he had often been into bar-rooms to play
mm the evening. Ile had mnot been paid for his
trouble, but he cared little for that, as the money
would have done him no good. IIe would only have
been compelled to pass it over to the padrone.
'El'm;e boys, even at a tender age, are necessarily
made familiar with the darker side of metropolitan
life. Vice and crime are displayed before their
young eyes, and if they dd not themselves become
vicious, it is not for the want of knovﬂej&e ~ani
example. R

It would be tedious to follow Phil in his wander-

ings. We have already had a glimpse of the manner
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in which the days passed with him; only it is to be
said that this was a favorable specimen. He had
been more fortunate in collecting money than usual.
Besides, he had had a Detter dinner than usual,
thanks to the apple, and a supper such as he had not
tasted for months.

About ten o’clock, as he was walking on the Bow-
ery, he met Giacomo, his companion of the morning.

The little boy was dragging one foot after the
other wearily. There was a sad look on his young
face, for he had not been successful, and he knew too
well how he would be received by the padrone. Yet
his face lighted up as he saw Phil. Often before
Phil had encouraged him when he was despondent.
He looked upon our young hero as his only friend ;
for there was no other of the boys who seemed to
care for him or be able to help him.

«Ts it you, Filippo?” he said.

“Yes, Giacomo. What luck have you had?”

“Not much. I have only a little more than a
dellar. 1 am so tifcd; bat I don’t dare to go baek.
The padrone will beat me.”

An idea came to Phil. Ile did not know how
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much money he had; but he was sure it must be
considerably more than two dollars. Why should he
not give some to his friend to make up his deficien-
cies, and so perhaps save him from punishment?

¢ T have had better luck,” he said. ¢ I have almost
{kree dollars.”

“You are always luckier than I, Filippo.”

¢ T am stronger, Giacomo. It does not tire me so
much to walk about.”

““You can sing too. I cannot sing very much, and
I do not get so much money.”

“Tell me just how much money you have,
Giacomo.” 8

¢TI have a dollar and thirty cents,” said Giacomo,
after counting the contents of his pockets.

Meanwhile Phil had been doing the same thing.
The result of his count was, that he fournd he had two
dollars and cighty cents.

¢ Listen, Giacomo,” he said. “T will give you
enough to make two dollars.”

“ But then you will be beaten.”

¢ No; I shall have two dollars and five cents left.

Then neither of us will get beaten.”
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19

¢ ITow kind you are, Filippo !

¢ QOh, it is nothing. Besides, I do not want to carry
toe much, or the padrone will expect me to bring as
much every day, and that I cannot do. So it will be
better for us both.”

The transfer was quickly made, and the two boys
kept together until they heard the clocks strike eleven.
It was now so late that they determined to return to

their miserable lodging, for hoth were tired and

tonged for sleep.
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CHAPTER VII.
THE HOME OF THE FIDDLER BOYS.

It was quarter past eleven when Phil and Giacomo
entered the shabby Dbrick house which they called
home, for want of a better. From fifteen to twenty
of their companions had already arrived, and the
padrone was occupied in recciving their several con-
tributions. The apartment was a mean onc, misera-
bly furnished, but seemed befitting the principal occu-
pant, whose dark face was marked by an expression
of greed, and alternately showed satisfaction or dis-
appointment as the contents of the boys’ pockets were
satisfactory or otherwise. Those who had done
badly were set apart for punishment.

Ile looked up as the two boys entered.

¢ Well, Filippo,” he said harshly, ¢ how much have
you got?”

Phil handed over his earnings They were up to
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the required limit, but the padrone looked only half
satisfied.

“Is that all you have?” he asked suspiciously.

< Tt is all, signore.”

“You have not done well this afternoon, then.
When I met you at twelve o’clock you had more
than a dollar.”

‘It was because a good signora gave me fifty cents.”

The padrone, still suspicious, plunged his hands
into Phil's pockets, but in vain. IHe could not find
another penny.

“Talke off your shoes and stockings,” he said, still
unsatisfied.

Phil obediently removed his shoes and stockings, but
no money was found eoncealed, as the padrone half
suspected. Somectimes those poor boys, beset by a

natural temptation, sccrete a portion of their daily

earnings. Whenever they are detected, woe betide
them. The padrone m:ﬂ;;zs an exdmple of them, in-
ﬁi&iﬁg a cruel punishment, in order to deter other
boys from imitating them.

ITaving discovered nothing, he took Phil’s violing

and proceeded to Giacomo.
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¢ Now for you,” he said.

Giacomo handed over his money. The padrone was
sarprised in tarn, but his surprise was of a different
nature. IIe had expected to find him deficient, know-
ing that he was less enterprising than Phil. Ile was
glad to get more money than he expeeted, but a little
disappointed that he had no good excuse for beating
him ; for he had one of those hard, cruel naturcs that
delight in inflicting pain and anguish upon others.

¢ Take care that you do as well to-morrow,” he said.
“Go and get your supper.”

One of the larger boys was distributing bread
and cheese to the hungry boys. Nearly all ate as if
famished, plain and uninviting as was the supper, for
they had been many hours without food. DBut Phil,
who, as we know, had eaten a good supper at DMrs.
Hoffman’s, felt very little appetite. IIe slyly gave his
bread to one of the boys, who, on account of the small
sum he brought home, had been sentenced to go with-
out. DBut the sharp eyes of the padrone, which,
despite his occupation, managed to sce all that was
going on, detected this action, and he beecame suspi-

cious that Phil had bought supper out of his earnings
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“Why did you give your bread to Giuseppe?” he
demanded.

¢ Decause I was not hungry,” answered Phil.

“Why were you not hungry? Did you buy some
supper?”’

¢« No, signore.”

¢ Then you should be hungry.”

¢ A kind lady gave me some supper.”

¢ Ilow did it happen?”

“ T knew her son. Ilis name is Paolo. He asked
me to go home with him. Then he gave me a good
supper.”

“ITow long were you there? You might have been
playing, and brought me some more money,” said the
padrone, who, with characteristic meanness, grudged
the young fiddler time to cat the meal that cost him
nothing.

¢ Tt was not long, signore.”

“You can cat what is given you, but you must not
waste too much time.”

A boy entered next, who showed by his lesitating

manner that he did not anticipate a good reception
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The padrone, accustomed to judge by appearances
mstantly divined this.

«Well, Ludovico,” he said sharply, ¢ what do you
bring me?”

«Pardon, padrone,” said Ludovico, producing a
small sum of money. ¢ T could not help it.”

¢ Seventy-five cents ! ” repeated the padrone, indig-
nantly. ¢ You have been idle, you little wretch!”

¢ No, padrone. Indeed, I did my best. The people
would not give me money.”

¢ Where did you go?”

%I was in Brooklyn.”

“ You have spent some of the meney.”

¢ No, padrone.”

“You have been idle, then. No supper to-night.
Pietro, my stick!”
" Pietro was one of the older boys. Ile was ugly
physically, and his disposition corresponded with his
appearance. Ile could have few good traits, or he
would not have possessed the confidence of the pa-
drone Ile was an eflicient assistant of the latter,
and co-operated with him in oppressing the other

poys. Indeed, he was a nephew of the padrone’s,
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and for this reason, as well as his similarity of dis-
position, he was treated with unusnal indulgence.
Whenever the padrone felt suspicious of any of the
boys, he usually sent them out in company with
Pictro, who acted as a spy, faithfnlly reporting all
that happened to his principal.

Pictro responded with alacrity to the command of
the padrone, and produced a stout stick, which he
handed to his uncle.

«“ Now, strip off your jacket,” said the padrone,
harshly.

“ Spare me, padrone! Do not beat me! It was
not my fault,” said Ludovico, imploringly.

“Take off your jacket!” repeated the padrone.
pitilessly.

One look at that hard face might have taught Lu-
dovico, even if hie had not witnessed the punishment
so often inflicted on other boys, that there was no
hope for him.

¢« ITelp him, Pietro,” said the padrone.

Pietro seized Ludovico’s jacket, and pulled it off

roughly. Then he drew off the ragged shirt which

(-1
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the boy wore underneath, and his bare back was ex-
posed to view.

“ ITold him, Pietro!”

In Pietro’s firm grasp, the boy was unable to stir.
The padrone whirled the stick aloft, and brought
it down upon the naked flesh, leaving behind a fear-
ful wail.

Ludovico shricked aloud, and again implored
mercy, but in vain, for the stick descended again and
again.

Meanwhile the other boys looked on, helpless to
interfere. The more sclfish were glad that they had
escaped, though not at all sure but it would be their
turn the next evening. There were others who felt
a passive sympathy for their unlucky comrade.
Others were filled with indignation at the padrone,
knoWing how cruel and umnjust ‘\Yeré:;rhris exactions.
Among these Wég_ Pgll Posseséed of a warm and
;}'mpatﬁetic -hom‘t, he never witnessed these cruel
punishments withount feeling that he would like to see
:he padrone suffering the same pain which he inflicted
1pon others.

“If I were only a man,” ke often thought, «I
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would wrench the stick frem his hand, and give him
a chance to feel it.”

But he knew too well the danger of permitting his
real sentiments to be reflected in his face. It would
only bring upon him a share of the same punishment,
without benefiting those who were unfortunate
enough to receive it.

When Ludovico’s punishment was ended, he was
permitted to go to bed, but without lis supper. Nor
was his tae only case. Five other boys were subjected
to the same punishment. The stick had no want of ex-
ercise on that evening. Ilere were nearly forty boys,
subjected to excessive fatigue, privation, and brutal
treatment daily, on account of the greed of one man.
The hours that should have been given in part to in-
struction, and partly to such rccreation as the youth-
ful heart craves, were devoted to a pursuit that did
nothing to prepare them for the duties of life. And
this white slavery — for it merits no hetter name — ig
permitted by the law of two great nations. Italyis
in fault in suffering this traflic in her children of
tender years, and America is guilty as well in not

interfering, as she might, at all events, to abridge the
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long hours of labor required of these boys, and fore-

ing their cruel guardians to give them some instruo

tion.

One Dy one the boys straggled in. DBy midnight
all had returned, and the boys were permitted to
retire to their beds, which were poor enough. This,
however, was the least of their troubles. Sound are
the slumbers of youth, however hard the couch on
which it rests, especially when, as with all the young

Ttalian boys, the day has been one of fatigue.
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CIIAPTER VIII.

A COLD DAY.

Tuoe events thus far recorded in the life ot; our
young hero took place on aday towards the middle of
October, when the temperature was sufficiently mild
to produce no particular discomfort in those exposed
to it. We advance our story two months, and behold
Phil setting out for his day’s wandering on a morning
in December, when the keen blasts swept through the
streets, sending a shiver through the frames even of
those who were well protected. IIow much more, then,
must it be felt by the young street musician, who, with
the exception of a woollen tippet, wore nothing more
or warmer than in the warmer months! Yet, Phil,
with his naturally vigorous frame was better able to
bear the rigor of the winter weather than some of his
comrades, as Giacomo, to whom the long hours spent
in the streets were ladca with suffering and misery.

The two boys went about together when they dared
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to do so, though the padrone objected, but for what
reason it did not seem manifest, unless because he
suspeeted that the two would plan something prejee
dicial to his interests. Thil, who was generally more
success{ul than Gi;tcomp, often made up his smaller
comrade’s deﬁ—cgllcies by giving lim a portion of his
own gains.

It was a raw day. Only those who felt absolutely
obliged to be out were to be seen in the strects; but
among these were our two little fiddlers. Whatever
might be the weather, they were compelled to expose
themselves to its severity. ITowever the boys might
suffer, they must bring him the usual amount. But at
eleven o’cloek the prospects seemed rather discourag-
ing. They had but twenty-five cents between them,
nor would any one stop to listen to their playing.

¢“1 wish it were night, Filippo,” said Giacomo,
shivering with cold.

“So do I, Giacomo, Are you very cold?”

““Yes,” said the little boy, his teeth chattering. ¢ I
wish I were back in Italy. It is never so cold there.”

¢ No, Giaecomo ; you are right. DBut I would not

mind the cold so much, if I had a warm overcoat like
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that boy,” pointing out a boy clad in a thick overcoat,
and a fur cap drawn down over his ears, while his
hands were encased in warm gloves.

He, too, looked at the two fiddlers, and he could not
help noticing how cold they looked.

“Look here, you little chaps, are you cold? You
look as if you had just come from Greenland.”

“Yes,” said Phil. ¢ We are ccld.”

“Your Lands look red enough. Ilere is an old pair
of gloves for one of you. I wish I had another pair.
They are not very thick, but they are better than
none.”

e drew a pair of worsted gloves from his pocket,
and handed them to Phil.

“Thank you,” said Phil; but, having received
them, he gave them té‘vGizt_gggno. 7

“You are colder than I am, Giacomo,” he said
“Take them.”

¢ But yoﬁ are cold, too, Filippo.”

T will put my hands in my pockets. Don’t mind
me.”

Of course this conversation took place in Italian;
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for, though Phil kad learned considerable Fnglish,
Giacomo knew but a few words of it.

The gloves aflorded some protection, but still both
boys were very cold. They were in DBrooklyn, hav-
ing crossed the ferry in the morning. They had
wandered to a part not closely built up, where they
were less sheltered, and expericnced greater discoms-
fort.

“Can’t we go in somewhere and get warm?”
pleaded Giacomo.

“Ilere is a grocery store. We will go in there.”

Phil opened the door and entered. The shop-
keeper, a peevish-looking man, with lightish hair,
stood belind the counter weighing out a pound of
tea for a customer.

% What do you want here, you little vagabonds?”
he exclaimed, harshly, as he saw the two boys enter.

“We are cold,” said Phil. ¢ May we stand by
your stove and get warm?”

“Do you think I nrovide a fire for all the vaga-
bonds in the city?” said the grocer, with a brutal

disregard of their <viaeuc suifering.
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Phil hesitated, not knowing whether he was or-
dered out, or not.

“Clear out of my store, I say!” said the grocer,
harshly. ¢ I don’t want you in here.”

At this moment a gentleman of prepossessing ap
pearance entered the store.' IIe heard the grocer’s
last words, and their inhumanity made him indig
nant. .

“What do these boys want, Mr. Perkins?” he
said.

*They want to spend their time in my shop. I
have no room for such vagabonds.”

“We are eold,” said Phil. “We only want tc
warm ourseclves by the fire.”

“ T don’t want you here,” said the grocer, irritably.

“Mr. Perkinsg,” said the gentleman, sharplj’,—_
“have you no humanity? What harm can it do
you to let these poor boys get warm by your fire?
It will eost you nothing; it will not diminish yeur
personal comfort; yet you drive them out into the
cold.”

The grocer began to perceive that he was on the

wrong tack. The gentleman who addressed him was

¥
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a regular and profitable customer, and ke did not
like to incur his ill-will.

¢“They can stay, Mr. Pomeroy,” he said, with an
ill grace, ¢ since you ask it.”

¢TI do not ask it. I will not accept, as a personal
favor, what you should have granted from a motive
of humanity, more especially as, after this exhibition
of your spirit, I shall not trade here any longer.”

Dy this time, the grocer perceived that he had
made a great mistale.

¢TI hope you will reconsider that, Mr. Pomeroy,”
he said, abjectly. ¢ The fact is, I had no objection
to the boys warming themseclves, but they are mostly
thieves, and I could not keep my cyes on them all the
time.”

] think you are mistaken. They don’t look like
thicves. Did you ever have anything stolen by one
of this class of boys?”

«“Not that I know of,” said the grocer, hesitat-
ingly; “but it is likely they would steal if they got
a chance.”

“1We have no right to say that of any one without

good cause.”
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“ We never steal,” said Phil, indignantly ; for he ¥
had understood what was said. _ -

¢“Of course he says so,” sneered the grocer.
¢“Come and warm yourselves, if you want to.”

The boys accepted this grudging invitation, and
drew near the stove. They spread ount their hands,
and returning warmth proved very grateful to them.

“IIave you been out long?” asked the gentleman
who had interceded in their behalf, also drawing near
the stove.

¢ Since eight, signore.”

Do you live in Brooklyn?”

¢ No; in New York.”

¢ And do you go out every day?”

¢ Si, signore.”

¢ TTow long since you came from Italy?”

“ A year.”

“WWould you like to go back?”

¢ IIe would,” said Phil, pointing to Lis companion.
T would like to stay here, if I had a good home.”

“What kind of a home have you? With whom do
you live?”

¢ VWith the padrone.”
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¢ I supposec that means your guardian?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Phil,

¢ Is he kind to you?”

“IIe beats us if we do not bring home encugh
money.”

“Your lot is a hard one. What makes you stay
with him? Don’t the boys ever run away?”

¢ Sometimes.”

¢ YWhat does the padrone do in that case?”

¢ Ie tries to find them.”

¢ And if he does,— what then?”

¢ ITe beats them for a long time.”

7“Evide‘ntly your padrone is a brute. Why don’t
you complain to the police?”

Phil shrugged his shoulders, and did not answer.
He evidently thought the suggestion an impracticable
one. These boys are wont to regard the padrone as
above all law. Ilis power scems to them absolute,
and they never dream of any interference. And,
indeed, there is some reason for their cherishing this
opinion. IJowever brutal his treatment, I know of
no case where the law has stepped in to rescuc the

young victim. This is par‘ly, no doubt, because the



THE YOUNG STREET MUSICIAN. 83

boys, few of whom can speak the English language,
do not know their rights, and seldom complain to
cutsiders, never to the authorities. Trobably, in
some cases, the treatment is less brutal than I have
depicted ; but from the best information I can obtain
from trustwor.thy sources, I fear that the reality, if
anything, exceeds the picture I have drawn.

“T think I should enjoy giving your padrone a

y

horsewhipping,” said the gentleman, impetuously.
¢“Can such things be permitted in the ninetecntl
century ?”

“I have no doubt the little rascals deserve all
they get,” said the grocer, who would probably have
found in the Italian padrone a congenial spirit.

Mr. Pomeroy deigned no reply to this remarlk.

“WWell, boys,” he said, consulting his watch, ¢ 1
must leave you. Ilere are twenty-five cents for each
of you. T have onec picce of advice for you. If
your padrone beats you badly, run away from him
1 would if I were in your place.”

¢ Addio, signore,” said the two boys.

“ T suppose that means ¢ good-by. Well, good-by

and better luck.”
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CIIAPTER IX.
PIETRO, THE SPY.

Trouca from notions of policy the grocer had
permitted the two boys to warm themselves by his
fire, he felt only the more incensed against them on
this account, and when Mr. Pomeroy had gone de-
termined to get rid of them.

¢ Iaven’t you got warm yet?” he asked. ¢TI can’t
have you in my way all day.”

¢“We will go,” said Phil. ¢ Come, Giacomo.”

IIe did not thank the grocer, knowing how grudg-
ingly permission had been given.

So they went out agzain into the chill air, but they
had got thoroughly warmed, and were better able to
bear it.

“Where shall we go, Filippo?” asked the younge:
boy.

“We will go back to New York. It is not so

cold there.”



THE YOUNG STREET MUSICIAN. 85

Giacomo unhesitatingly assented to whatever Phil
proposed. VIIe was not sclf-reliant, like our hero, but
alxw;:t’)'s likked to have some one to lean upon.

They made their way back to Fulton Ferry in a
leisurely manner, stopping here and there to play;
but it was a bad day for business. The cold was
such that no one stopped to give them anything ex-
cept one young man dropped ten cents in Phil’s
hand as he hurried by.

At length they reached the ferry. The passengers
were not so many in number as usual. The cabin
was so warm and comfortable that they remained on
board for two or three trips, playing each time. In
this way they obtained about thirty cents more.
They would have tvemained longer, but that one of
the deck hands asked, “ Ilow many times are you
going across for two cents?” and this made them
think it prudent to go.

When six o’clock came Giacomo asked Phil, whe
actea as treasurer, how much money they had.

¢« Two dollars,” answered Phil.

¢ That is only one dollar for each.”

¢ Yes, Giacomo.”
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¢t Then we shall be beaten,” said the little boy, with
a sigh.

¢TI am afraid so.”

“ And get no supper.”

“Yes,” said Phil; ¢ unless,” he sdded, ‘“we get
gome supper now.”

“VWith this money?” asked Giacomn, startled at
the boldness of the suggestion.

¢ YeAs; we shall be beaten at any rate. It will be
no worse for us if we get some supper.”

¢ Will you buy some bread?”

¢t No,” said Phil, daringly. ¢“I am going to buy
some meat.”

*¢ What will the padrone say?”

¢¢ I shall not tell the padrone.”

“Do you think he will find out?”

“No. Desides, we ought to have some supper
after walking about all day.”

Evidently Phil had begun to think, and the es-
sential injustice of laboring without propef ccglnf)ells;-
tion had impre;ssed his youthful mind. Giacomo was
mbre timid. ITe had not advanced as far as Phil, nor

was he as daring. DBut T have alrcady said that he
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was guided in a great measure by Phil, and so it

proved in this case. Phil, having made up his mind,

-

set about carrying his plan into execution. Only a

biock distant was a cheap restaurant, where plates of
meat were supplied to a poor class of customers at
ten cents per plate.

¢ Let us go in here,” he said.

Giacomo followed, but not without trepidation.

ITe knew that what they were about to do would be a

heinous erime in the eyes of the padrone. Even Phil -

had never ventured upon such direct rebellion before.
But Mr. Pomeroy’s suggestion that he should run
away was beginning to bear fruit in his mind. Ile
had not come to that yet, but he might. Why should
he not earn money for his own benefit, as well as for
the padrone? True, he was bound to the latter by a
legal contract entered into by his father, but Phil,
without knowing much about law, had an indistinct
idea that the contract was a one-sided one, and was
wholly for the advantage of the other party. The
tyrant is always in danger of losing his hold upon

the victim when the latter begins to think.

*
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They entered the restaurant, and sat down at a
table.

The tables were greasy. The floor was strewn
with sawdust. The waiters were dirty, and the en-
tire establishment was neither neat nor inviting.
But it was democratic. No customers were scnt
away becanse they were unfashionably attired. The
only requisite was, money enough to defray their
bills. Nevertheless Giacomo felt a little in awe
even of the dirty waiters. Iis frugal meals were
usually bought at the baker’s shop, and eaten stand-
ing in the street. Sitting down at a table, even
though it were greasy, seemed a degree of luxury to
which he was not entitled. DBut Phil more casily
adapted himself to circumstances. IIe knew that he
had as much right there as any other customer.

Presently a waiter presented himself.

“IIave you ordered?” he asked.

“ Give me some roast beef,” said Phil. ¢ What
wil. you have, Giacomo?”

¢“The same as you, Filippo,” said Giacomo, in

Italian,
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¢ What’s that?” asked the waiter, thinking he had
named some dish.

¢« IIe will have some roast beef, too. Will you hava
some coflee, Giacomo?”

“If you have it,” answered the smaller boy,
doubt{ully.

So Thil gave the double order, and very soon the
cofTee and meat were placed before them. I suspect
that few of my readers would have regarded these
articies with any relish.  One need not be fastidious
to find fanlt with the dark-hued beverage, which was
only a poor imitation of coffee, and the dark frag-
ments of meat, which might have been horse-flesh so
far as appearance went. Dut to the two Italian boys
it was indeed a feast. The coffee, which was hot,
warmed their stomachs, and scemed to them like
nectar, while the meat was as palatable as the epicure
finds his choicest dishes. While eating, even Giacomo
forgot that hie was engaged in something unlawful,
and his face was lighted up with rare satisfaction.

“T{ is good,” said Phil, briefly, as he laid dowz Lis
knife «nd forl, after disposing of the las* morsel upon

his plate.
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¢I wish I could have such a supper cvery day,”
gaid Giacomo.

¢« T will when I am a man,” said Phil.

“I don’t think I shall cver Dbe a man,” said
Giacomo, shaking Lis head.

¢“Why not?” asked Phil, regarding him with sur-
prisc.

¢¢T do not think I shall live.”

¢ What makes you think so, Giacomo?” said Phil,
startled.

“I ani not strong, Filippo,” said the little boy. <1
think I get wealker every day. I long so much to go
back to Italy. If I could sce my mother once more,
Iwould be willing to dic then.”

¢“You must not think of such things, Giacomo,”
said Phil, who, like most Lealthy boys, did not like to
think of death. ¢You will gct strong when summer
comes. The weather is bad now.”

¢ T don’t think I shall, Filippo. Do you remem)c
Matteo?”

¢ Yes, I remember him.”

Matteco was a comrade who had died six mouths
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beforc. e was a young boy, about the size and age
of Giacomo.

“I dreamed of him last night, Filippo. IIe held
out his hand o me.”

“Well?”

“T think I am going to die, like him.”

¢ Don’t be so foolish, Giacomo,” said Pliil'. 7 Bl;t,
though he said this, cven he was startled by what
Giacomo had told him. IIe was ignorant, and the
ignorant are prone to supcrstition; so he felt un-
comfortable, but did not like to acknowledge it.

“You must not think of this, Giacomo,” he said
**You will be &n old man some day.”

¢« That’s for you, Iilippo. It isn’t for me,” said the
little boy.

¢ Come, let us go,” said Phil, desirous of dropping
the subject.

IIc went up to the desk, and paid for both, the sum
of thirty cents.

¢ Now, come,” Le said.

Giacomo followed him out, and they turned down the
street, feeling refreshed by the supper they had caten.

But unfortunately they had been observed.  As they
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left the restaurant, they attracted the attention of
Pictro, whiom chanee had brought thither at an unfortu-
nate time. Ilis sinister face lighted up with joy as he
realized the discovery he had made. DBut he wished
to malke sure that it was as he supposed. They might
have gone in only to play and sing.

IIe crossed the street, unobserved by Thil and
Giacomo, and entered the restaurant.

“Were my two brothers Lere?” be asked, assuming
the relationship.

“ Two boys with fiddles?”

“Yes; they just went out.”

¢“Did they get supper?”

“Yes; they had some roast beef and coffee.”

¢ Thank you,” said Pictro, and he left the restau-
rant with his suspicions confirmed.

“I shall tell the palrone,” he said te himself.
$¢They will feel the stick to-night.”
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CHAPTER X.
FREXCII'S IIOTEL.

Pieteo had one of those mean and malignant
natures that are best pleased when they are instru-
mental in bringing others into trouble. IIe looked
forward to becoming a padrone himself some day,
and seemed admirably fitted by nature to exercise the
inhuman office. Ile lost no time, on his return, in
making known to his uncle what he had learned.

For the boys to appropriate to their own use
money which had Dbeen received for their services
was, in the eyes of the padrone, a erime of the dark
est shade. In fact, if the example were generally
followed, it would have made a large diminution of
his income, though the boys might have been bene-
fited. Ilc listened to Pictro with an ominous scowl,
and decided to inflict condign punishment upon the
young offenders.

Mcanwhile PLil and Giacomo resumed their wan-
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derings. They no longer hoped to make up the
large difference between what they had, and the sum
they were expected, by the padrone, to bring. As
the evening advanced the cold inecreased, and penec-
trated through their thin clothing, chilling them
through and through. Giacomo felt it the most.
By and by he began to sob with the cold and fatigue.
¢« What is the matter, Giacomo?” asked Phil.

“T feel so cold, Filippo, —so cold and tired. I
wish T could rest.”

The boys were in Printing Ilouse Square, near the
spot where now stands the Franklin statue.

“If you want to rest, Giacomo,” said Phil, pity-
ingly, “we will go into Frencl’s Hotel a little
while.”

T should like to.”

They entered the hotel, and sat down ncar the
heater. The grateful warmth diffused itself through
their frames, and Giacomo sank back in his seat with
a ¢igh of relief.

“Do you feel better, Giacomo?” asked his com-
rade.
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“Yes, Filipfo; I wish I could stay here till it is
time to go home.”

“We will, then. We shall get no morec money
outside.”

*“'The padrone —”

¢ 3Vill beat us at any rate. It will be no worse for
us. Desides, they may ask us to play here.”

“I can play no more to-night, Filippo, I am so
tired.”

Plhil knew very little of sickness, or he might have
seen that Giacomo was going to be ill. Iixposure,
fatigcue, and privation had been too much for his
strength. Ile had uever been robust, and he had
been subjected to trials that would have proved hard
for one much stronger to bear.

When he had once determined to remain in the
comfortable hotel, Phil leaned back in his chair also,
and decided to cnjoy all the comfort attainable.
What though there was a beating in prospect? Ilo
had before him two or threc hours of rest and relief
from the outside cold. Ile was something of a phi-
losopher, and chose not to let future evil interfere

with present good.
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Near the two boys sat two young men,— mer-
chants from the interior of New York State, who
were making a business visit to the metropolis.

“Well, Gardner,” said the first, ¢ where shall we
go to-night?”

“Why nced we go anywhere?”

“T thought you might like to go to some place of
amuscment.”

“So I would if the weather were less inclement.
The most comfortable place is by the fire.”

“You are right as to that, but the evening will
be long and stupid.”

Oh, we can worry it through. Ilere, for instance,
are two young musicians,” indicating the little
fiddlers. ¢ Suppose we get a tune out of them?”

¢ Agrced. Ilere, boy, can you play on that
fiddle?”

¢ Yes,” said Phil.

“Well, give us a tune, then. Is that your
brother?”

¢ No, he is my comrade.”

¢ ITe can play too.”

“Will you play, Giacomo?”
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The younger boy roused himself. The two stood
ap, and played two or three tunecs successively. A
group of loungers gathered around them, and listened
approvingly. When they had finished, Phil took off
bis hat and went the rounds. Some gave, the two
first mentioned contributing most liberally. The
whole snm collected was about fifty cents.

Phil and Giacomo now resumed their seats. They
felt now that they were entitled to rest for the re-
mainder of the evening, since they had gained quite as
much as they would have been likely to carn in wander-
ing about the streets. The group that had gatbered
about them dispersed, and they ceased to be objects
of attention. Fatigue and the warmth of the room
gradually affected Giacomo until he leaned back and
fell asleep.

“T won’t wake him till it’s time to go back,”
thought Phil.

So Giacomo slept on, despite the noises in the
street outside, and the confusion incident to every
large hotel. As he sat asleep, he attracted the at-
tention of a stout gentleman, who was passing, lead-

ing by the hand a boy of (en.
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¢¢ Is that your brother? ” he asked of Phil.

¢¢No, signore ; it is my comrade.”

¢ So you go about together?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Phil, bethinking himself to
use English instead of Italian.

“IIe seems tired.”

¢ Yes; he is not so strong as I am.”

“ Do you play about the sireets all day?”

“Yes, sir.”

¢ ITow would you like that, Henry?” asked his
father to the boy at his side.

¢TI should like to play about the streets all day,”
said ITenry, roguishly, misinterpreting the word play.

¢TI think you would get tired of it. What is your
name, my boy?”

¢ Filippo.”

¢ And what is the name of your friend?”

¢ Giacomo.”

¢ Did you never go to school?”

Phil shook his hea:l,

““Would you like to?”

¢ Yes, sir.”
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“You would like it better than wandering about
the streets all day?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why do you not ask your father to send you to
school 7

¢ My father is in Italy.”

¢ And his father, also?”

“Si, signore,” answered Phil, relapsing into
Italian.

“What do you think of that, Henry?” asked the
gentleman, *“Ilow should you like to leave me, and
go to some Italian city to roam about all day, play~
ing on the violin?”

¢I think I would rather go to school.”

T think you would.”

“Arc you often out so late, Filippo? T think that
is the name you gave me.”

Phil shrugged his shoulders.

¢ Always,” he answered.

¢« At what time do you go home?”

¢ At eleven.”

“It is too late for a boy of your age to sit up,

Why do you not go home sooner?”
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¢ The padrone would beat me.”

“Who is the padrone?”

“ The man who brought me from Ttaly.”

“Poor boys!” sald the gentleman, compassion:
ately.  “Yours is a hard life. T hope some time
you will be in a better position.”

Phil fixed his dark eyes upon the stranger, grateful
for his words of sympathy.

¢ Thank you,” he said.

% Good-night,” said the stranger, kindly.

¢ Good-night, signore.”

An bour passed. The City Iall clock near by
struck cleven. The time had come for returning to
their mercenary guardian. Phil shoole the sleeping
form of Giacomo. The little boy stirred in his sleep,
and murmured ¢ Madre.” IIe had been dreaming of
his mother and his {ur-off Italian home. IIe woke to
the harsh realities of life, four thousand miles away
from that mother and home.

““ITave I slept, Filippo?” he asked, rubbing his
eyes, and looking about him in momentary bewilder-

ment.
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“Yes, Giacomo. You have slept for two hours
and more. It is eleven o’clock.”

¢ Then we must go back.”

“Yes; take your violin, and we will go.”

They passed out into the cold street, which seemed
yet colder by contrast with the warm hotel they had
just left, and, crossing to the sidewalk that skirts the
park, walled up Centre Street.

Giacomo was seized with a fit of trembling. IIis
teeth chattered with the cold. A fever was ap-
proaching, although neither Le nor his companion
knew it.

“Are you cold, Giacomo?” asked Phil, noticing
how he trembled.

“ T am very cold. I feel sick, Filippo.”

“You will feel better to-morrow,” said Phil; but
the thought of the beating which his little comrade
was sure to receive sz;‘ddenedrhim more thaﬁ éle
prospect of being treated in the same way himself.

They kept on their way, past the Tombs with its
gloomy entrance, through the ill-lighted street,
scarcely noticed by the policeman whom they passed,

—for he was accustomed to sce boys of their class
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out late at night,—until at last they reached the
dwelling of the padrone, who was waiting thoir
arrival with the eagerness of a bruta” nature, impa-

tient to inflict pain. _
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CIIAPTER XI.
HOW THE PADRONE RECEIVED THEM,

Poir and Giacomo cntered the lodging-house,
wholly unconscious of the threatening storm. The
padrono scowled at them as they entered ; but that was
nothing unusual. IIad he greeted them kindly, they
would have had reason to be surprised.

“Well,” he said harshly, ¢‘““how much do youn
bring?”

The boys produced two dollars and a half, which
he pocketed.

¢ Is this all?” he asked.

“Tt was cold,” said Phil, “and we could not get
more.”

The padrone listened with an ominous frown.

¢ Are you hungry ?” he asked. ¢ Do you want your
supper?”

Thil was puzzled by his manner, for he expected

to be deprived of his supper, on account of bringing
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less money than usnal.  Why should the padrone ask
him if he wanted his supper? Though he was not
hungry, he thought it best to answer in the affirma-
tive.
“WWhat would you like?” asked the padrone.
Again Phil was puzzled, for the suppers supplied by
the padrone never varied, always consisting of bread
and cheese.
¢ Perhaps,” continued the padrone, meeting no
answer, ¢ you would like some coffee and roast beef.”
All was clear now. Phil understood that he
had been seen going in or out of the restaurant,
though he could not tell by whom. IIc knew well
enon;gh ‘what to expeet, but a chivalrous feeling of
friendship lod him to try to shield his young compan-
iop, cven at the risk bf nrmorcr sé:g:‘;g—_puixi‘shmellt to
be inﬁicféﬁl upon himself.
\ h“It; was miyrfault,” he §:'1i(1, manfully. ¢ Giacomo
would not have gone m but for me.”
¢ Wicked, ungrateful boy ! ” exclaimed the padrone,
wrathfully. ¢It was my money that you spent. You
are a thief!”
Phil felt that this was a hard word, which he did not
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deserve. The money was earned by himseclf, though
c'aimed by the padrone. But he did not venture to
say this. It would have been revolutionary. Ile
thdught it pradent to be silent. o

“Why do you say nothing?” exclaimed the
padrone, stamping his foot. ¢ Why did you spend
my money ?”’

¢“T was hungry.”

¢ So you must live like a nobleman! Our supper
is not good enough for you. IHow much did you
spend ?”’

¢ Thirty cents.”

“TFor cach?”

¢ No, signore, for both.”

“Then yon shall have cach fifteen blows, one for
each penny. I will teach you to be a thief. Dietro,

the stick! Now, strip!”

¢ Padrone,” said Phil, generously, ‘“let me have

all the bLlows. It was my fault; Giacomo ounly went
because T asked him.”

If the padrone had had a heart, this generous
request would have touched it; but he was not

troubled in that way.
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¢ITe must be whipped too,” he said. ¢ IIe should
not have gone with you.”

¢Ile is sick, padrone,” persisted Phil. ¢ Excuse
him till he is better.”

¢“Not a word more,” roared the padrone, irritated
at his persistence. *“If he is sick, it is because he has
eaten too much,” he added, with a sneer. ¢ Pictro, my
stick !”

The two boys began to strip mechanically, knowing
that there was no appeal. Phil stood bare to the waist.
The padrone scized the stick, and began to belabor
him. TPhil’s brown face showed by its contortions the
pain he suffered, but he was too proud to cry out.
When the punishment was finished, his back was
streaked with red, and looked maimed and bruised.

¢ Put on your shirt!” commanded the tyrant.

Phil drew it on over his Dleeding back, and resumed
his place among his comrades.

¢« Now!” said the padrone, beckoning to Giazomo.

The little boy apprcached, shivering, not so much
with cold, as with the fever that had already begun
to prey upon him.

Phil turned pale and sick, as he looked at the pa
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drone, preparing to inflict punishment. e would
gladly have left the room, but he knew that it would
not be permitted.

The first blow descended heavily upon the shrink-
ing form of 'the little victim. 1t was followed by a
shriek of pain and terror.

“What are you howling at?” muttered the pa
drone between his teeth. ¢“I will whip you the
harder.”

Giacomo would have been less able to bear the
cruel punishment than Phil if he had been well, but
being sick, it was all the more terrible to him. The
second Dblow likewise was followed by a shriek of
anguish. Phil looked on with pale face, set teeth,
and blazing eyes, as he saw the barbarous punishment
of his comrade. IIe felt that he hated the padrone
with a fierce hatred. IIad his strength been equal to
the attempt, he would have flung himself upon the
padrone.  As it was, he looked at his comrades, half
wishing that they would combine with him against
their joint oppressor. But there was no hope of that.,
Some congratulated themselves that they were not in

(Giacomo’s place ; others looked upon his punishment
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as a matter of course. There was no dream of inter-
ference, save in the mind of Phil.

The punishment continued amid the groans and
prayers for merey of the little sufferer. Dut at the
eighth stroke his pain and terror reached a climax,
and nature succumbed. Ile sank on the floor, faint-
ing. The padrone thought at first it was a pretence,
and was about to repeat the strokes, when a look at the
pallid,colorless face of the little sufferer alarmed him.
It did not excite his compassion, but kindled the
fear that the boy might be dying, in which case the
police might interfere, and give him trouble; there-
fore he desisted, but unwillingly.

o e 1s sicl,” said Phil, starting forward.

¢“Ile is no more sick than I am,” scowled the
padrone. ¢ DPietro, some water!”

Pietro brought a glass of water, which the padrone
threw in the face of the fallen boy. The shock
brought him partially to. IIe opened his eyes, and
looked around vacantly.

“What is the matter with you?” demanded the
padrone, harshly.

¢ Where am I?” asked Giacomo, bewildered. But,
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as he asked this question, his eyes met the dark look
of his tyrant, and he clasped his hands in terror.

“ Do not beat me!” he pleaded. ¢ I feel sick.”

“JIe is only shamming,” said Pietro, who was
worthy to be the servant and nephew of such a
master. But the padrone thought it would not be
prudent to continue the punishment.

¢ IIelp him put on his clothes, Pietro,” ke said. ¢«1
will let you off this time, little rascal, but take heed
that you never again steal my moncy.”

Giacomo was permitted to seek his uncomfortable
bed. Ilis back was so sore with the beating he had
received, that he was compelled to lic on his side.
During the night the feverish symptoms increased,
and before morning he was very sick. The padrone
was forced to take some measures for his recovery,
not {rom motives of humanity, but because Giacomo’s
death would cut off a source of daily revenue, and
this, in the eyes of the mercenary padrone, was an im-
portant consideration. N

Phil went to bed in silence. Though he was suffer-
ing from the brutal blows he had received, the

thought of the punishment and suffering of Giacomo
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affected him more deeply than his own. As T have
said, the two boys came from the same town in
southern Italy. They had known each other alinost
from infancy, and something of a fraternal fecling
had grown up between them. In Phil’s case, since
he was the stronger, it was accompanied by the feel-
ing that he should be a protector to the younger boy,
who, on his side, looked up to T’hil as stronger and
wiser than himself. Though only a boy of twelve,
what had happened led Phil to think seriously of
his position and prospects. Ile did not know for
how long his services had been sold to the padrone
by his father, but he fclt sure that the letter of the
contract would be little regarded as long as his ser-
vices were found profitable.

\:Vilz?l:(;pe, then, had he of better treatment in the
future? There seemed no prospect except of con-
tinued oppression and long days of hardship, unless
—and here the suggestion of Mr. Pomeroy occurred
to hLim —unless he ran away. Ile had known of
boys doing this before. Some had been brought
back, and of course were punished severely for their

temerity, but others had escaped, and had never res
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turned. What had become of them Phil did not
know, but he rightly concluded that they could not
be any worse off than in the service of the padrone.
Thinking of all this, Phil began to think it probable
that he, too, would some day break his bonds, and
run away. Ile did not fix upon any time. Ile bad not
got as far as this. Dut circumstances, as we shall
find in our next chapter, hastened his determination,
and this, though he knew it not, was the last night

that he would sleep in the house of the padione.
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CIHAPTER XII.
GIACOMO’S PRESENTIMENTS.

PaiL woke up the next morning feeling lame and
sore. Iis back bore traces of the flogging he had
received the night before. As his cyes opencd, they
rested upon twenty boys lying about him, and
also upon the dark, unsightly walls of the shabby
room, and the prospect before him served to depress
even his hopeful temperament. But he was not per-
mitted to meditate long. Pietro opened the door,
and called out in harsh tones: ¢ Get up, all of you,
or the padrone will be here with his stick!”

The invitation was heard and obeyed. The boys
got up, yawning, and rubbing their eyes, having a
wholesome dread of their tyrant and his stick, which
no tenderness of heart ever made him rcluctant to
use. Their toilet did not require long to make. The

padrone was quite indifferent whether they were



THE YOUNG STREET MUSICIAN. 113

clean or not, and offered them no facilities for wash-

ing
128

When they were dressed, they were supplied with 2

frugal breakiast, — a piece of bread and cheese each
their instrnmments were given them, and they were
started off for a long day of toil.

Phil looked around for Giacomo, who had slept in
a different room, but he was not to be scen.

¢ Is Giacomo sick this morning, Pictro?” he asked
of the padrone’s nephew.

“IIe pretends to be sick, little drone!” said
Pietro, unfeelingly. “If I were the padrone, I
would let him taste the stick again.”

Phil felt that he would like to see the brutal
speaker suffering the punishment he wanted inflicted
on him; but he knew Pietro’s power and malice too
well to give utterance fo the wish. A longing came
to him to see Giacomo before he went out. Ile
might have had a secret presentiment of what was
¢nming.

“ Signor Pietro,” he said, “may I see Giacomo
before T go out?”

This request would have been refused, without
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doubt, but that Pietro felt flattered at being ad-
dressed as signor, to which his years did not yet
entitle him. Phil knew this, and therefore uscd the
.itle.

¢ What do you want to see him for?” he asked.

“T want to ask him how he feels.”

“Yes, you can go in. Tell him he must get up to-
morrow. The padrone will not let him spend his
time in idleness.”

So Phil, having already his fiddle under his arm,
entered the room where Giacomo lay. The other
occupants of the room had risen, and the little boy
was lying on a hard pallet in the corner. Ilis eyes
lighted up with joy as he saw Phil enter.

“I am glad it is you, Filippo,” he said; ¢1
thought it was the padrone, come to make me get
ap.”

“ How do you feel this morning, Giacomo?”

1 do not feel well, Filippo. My back is sore,
«and T am so weak.”

Ilis eyes were very bright with the fever that had
now control, and his cheeks were hot and flushed.

Phil put his hand upon them.
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“Your cheeks are very hot, Giacomo,” he said.
“You are going to be sick.”

“T know it, Filippo,” said the little boy. ¢ 1 may
be very sick.”

T hope not, Giacomo.”

“Lean over, Filippo,” said Giacomo. “I want
to tcll you something.”

PLil leaned over until his ear was close to the
mouth of his little comrade.

“T think I am going to die, Filippo,” whispered
Giacomo.

Phil started in dismay.

¢* No, no, Giacomo,” he said; ¢ that is nonsense.
You will live a great many years”

«“T think you will, Filippo. You are strong. But
I have always been weak, and lately I am tired all
the time. Y don’t care to live — very much. Itis
hard to live;” and the little boy sighed, as he spolke.

“You arc too young to die, Giacomo. It is only
because you are sick that you think of it. You will
soon be better.”

“T do not think so, Filippo. I should like to live

for one thing.”
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“What is that?” asked Phil, gazing with strange
wonder at the patient, sad face of the little sufferer,
who seemed so ready to part with the life, which, in
spite of his privations and hardships, scemed so
bright to him.

¢I should like to go back to my home in Italy,
and sce my mother again before I dic. Sle loved
me!”

The almost unconscious emphasis which he laid on
the word ¢ she” showed that in his own mind he was
~ comparing her with his father, who had sold him into
such crucl slavery.

“If you live, Giacomo, you will go back and see
her some day.”

¢1 shall never sce her again, Iilippo,” said the
little boy, sadly. “If you ever go back to Italy —
when you are older — will you go and sce her, and
tell her that—that I thought of her when I was
sick, and wanted to see her?”

¢ Yes, Giacomo,” said Phil, affected by his li tle
ecompanion’s manner.

¢ Filippo!” called Pietro, in harsh tones.

¢ T must go,” said Phil, starting to his feet
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¢ Kiss me before you go,” said Giacomo.

Phil bent over and kissed the feverish lips of the
little boy, and then hurried out of the room. Ile
never saw Giacomo again; and this, though he knew
it not, was his last farewell to his little comrade.

So Phil commeneed his wanderings. Ile was free
in one way—he could go where he pleased. The
padrone did not care where he picked up his money,
as long as he brought home a satisfactory amount.
Phil turned to go up-town, though he had no definite
destination in view. Ile missed Giacomo who latcly
had wandered about in his company, and felt lonely
without him.

“Poor Giacomo!” he thought. ¢ I hope he will
be well soon.”

¢ Avast there, boy!” some one called. ¢ Just
come to anchor, and give us a tune.”

Phil looked up and saw two sailors bLearing down
upon him (to use a nautical phrasc) with arms
locked, and evidently with more liquor on board than
they could ecarry steadily.

“Give us a tune, boy, and we’ll pay you,” said the

second.
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Phil had met such customers before, and knew
what would please them. Ile began playing some
lively dancing tunecs, with so much cffect that the
sailors essayed to dance on the sidewalk, much to
the amusement of a group of boys who collected
around them.

“ Go 1it, blue jacket! Go it, boots!” exclaimed
the boys, designating them by certain prominent
articles of dress.

The applause appeared to stimulate them to
further efforts, and they danced and jumped high in
air, to the hilarious delight of their juvenile specta-
tors. After a time such a crowd collected that the
attention of a passing policeman was attracted.

“What's all this disturbance?” he demanded, in
tones of authority.

“We're stretching our legs a little, shipmate,” said
the first sailor.

“Then yowd better stretch them somewhere clse
than in the street.”

“I thought this was a free country,” hiccenghed

the second.
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* You’ll find it isn’t if T get hold of you,” said the
officer.

“Want to fight?” demanded the sccond sailor,
belligerently.

“ Boy, stop playing,” said the policeman. “I don’t
want to arrest these men unless I am obliged to do
it.”

Phil stopped playing, and this put a stop to the
dance. Finding there was no more to be scen, the
crowd also dispersed. With arms again interlocked,
the sailors were about to resume their walk, forget-
ting to “pay the piper.” DBut Phil was not at all
bashful about presenting his claims. Ile took off hig
cap, and going up to the jolly pair said, “I want
some pennies.”

Sailors are free with their money. Parsimony is
not one of their vices. Both thrust their hands into
their pockets, and each drew out a handful of scrip,
which they put into Phil’s hands, without looking to
sce how much it might be.

“'That’s al. right, boy, isn’t it?” inquired the
firsi.

« All right,” answered Phil, wondering at their
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munificence. Ile only anticipated a few pennies, and
here looked to be as much as he was generally able
to sccure in a day. As soon as he got a good chance
he counted it over, and found four half dollars, three
quarters, and four tens,—in all, three dollars and
fiftecen cents. At this rate, probably, the sailors’
moncy would not last long. Ilowever, this was none
of Phil’s business. It was only nine o’clock in the
forenoon, and he had already sccured enough to pur
cha—se immunity from blows at night. Still there was
one thing unsatisfactory about it. All this money
was to go into the hands of the padrone. TPhil him-
self would reap none of the benefit, unless he bought
his dinner, as he had purchased supper the evening
before. But for this he had been severely punished,
though he could mnot feel that he had done very
wrong in spending the money he had himself carned.
ITowever, it would be three hours yet before the ques-
tion of dinner would come up.

IIe put the money into the pocket of his ragged
vest, and walked on.

It was not so cold as the day before. The ther-

momcter had risen twenty-five degrees during the
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night, — a great change, but not unusual in our vari-
able climate. Phil rather enjoyed this wall, notwith-
standing his back was a little lame.

ITe walked up the Bowery to the point where Third
and TFourth Avznues converge into it. Ile kept on
the left-hand side, and walked up Iourth Avenue,
passing the Cooper Institute and the Dible ITouse,
and, a little farther on, Stewart’s magnificent marble
store. On the block just above stood a book and
periodical store, kept, as the sign indicated, by
Richard Burnton. Phil paused a moment to look in
at the windows, which were filled with a variety of
attractive articles. Suddenly he was conscious of
his violin being forcibly snatched from under his
arm. Ie turned quickly, and thought he recognized
Tim Rafferty, to whom the reader was introduced in

the third chapter of thia story.
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CHAPTER XIII.
PHIL FINDS A CAPITALIST.

To account for TPhil’s unexpected loss, I musz
explain that Tim Rafferty, whose ordinary place of
business was in or near the City IIall Park, had been
sent up-town on an errand. Ile was making his way
back leisurely, when, just as he was passing Barnton’s
boolkstore, he noticed PThil looking in at the window.
He immediately recognized him as the little Italian
fiddler who had refused to lend him his fiddle, as de-
seribed in a previous chapter. In this attempt he
was frustrated by P’anl Iloffman. Ilisdefeat incensed
him, and he determined, if he ever met Phil again,
to ‘“get even with him,” as he expressed it. It
struck him that this was a good opportunity to bor-
row his fiddle without leave.

When Phil discovered his loss, he started fo run
after the thief.

¢ Give me back my fiddle,” he eried.
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But this, Tim was in no hurry to do. As he had
longer legs than Phil, the chances were that he would
escape. Dut some distance ahead he saw one of ‘he

luc-coated guardians of the public peace, or, in
newshoy parlance, a copp, and saw that Phil could
easily prove theft against him, as it would be im-
possible to pass himself off as a fiddler. He must
get rid of the violin in some way, and the sooncr the
better. He threw it into the middle of the street,
iust as a heavy cart was coming along. The wheels
of the ponderous vechicle passed over the frail instru-
ment, crushing it utterly. TPhil ran forward to rescue
his instrument, but too late. It was spoiled beyond
recovery. Thil picked up the pieces mechanically,
and took them back with him, but he soon realized
that he might as well cast them away again. DMean
while Tim, satisfied with the mischief he had done,
and, feeling revenged for his former mortification,
walked up a side strect, and escaped interference.

Phil had come to one of those erises in human ex-
perience when it is nececessary to pause and decide
what to do next. The fiddle was not a valuable one,

—in fact, it was a shabby little instrument, —but it
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was Phil’s stock in trade. DMMorcover, it belonged to
the padroue, and however innocent Phil might be as
regarded its destruction, his tyrannical master was
sure to call him to heavy account for it. Ile was
certain to be severely punished, more so than the
evening before, and this was not a pleasant prospect
to look forward to. The padrone was sure not to
forgive an offence like this.

Thinking over these things, a bold suggestion came
into Phil’s mind. Wy necd lLe go back at all ?
Why should he not take this occasion for breaking
his fetters, and starting out into life on his own ac-
count? There was nothing alarming in that prospect.
IIe was not afraid but that he could earn his own liv-
ing, and fare better than he did at present, when out
of his earningzs and those of his comrades the padrone
was growing rich. Other boys had run away, and
though some had been brought back, others had man-
aged to keep out of the clutches of their despotic

master.

It did not take Phil long to come to & Jecision,
ITe felt that he should never have a Detter chance.

He had three dollars in his pocket, — thanks to the
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gencrosity of the sailors,—and this would last him
some time. It would enable him to get out of the
city, which would be absolutely necessary, since, if
be remained, the padrone would send Pictro for him,
and get him back.

There was only one regret he had at leaving the
padrone. It would part him from his little ccmrade,
Giacomo. Giacomo, at least, would miss him. Ile
wished the little boy could have gone with him, but
this, under present circumstances, was impossible.
By staying he would only incur a severe punishmnent,
without being able to help his comrade.

It was still but nine o’clock. IIe had plenty of
time before him, as he would not be missed by the
padrone until he failed to make his appearance at
nicht. Ilaving no further occasion to go up-town, he
decided to turn and walk down into the business
portion of the city. IIe accordingly made his way
leisurely to the City ITall Park, when he suddenly be-
thought himself of Puul Hoffman, who had served as
kie friend on a former occasion. DBesides Giacomo,
Paul was the only friend on whom he could rely in

the city. Paul was older and had more experience
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than lie, and could no doubt give him good advice
as to his future plans.

ITe crossed the Park and DBroadway, and kept
along on the west side of the strect until he reached
the neck-tie stand kept by Paul. The young street-
merchant did not at first sce him, being cecupied
with a customer, to whom he finally succeeded in sell
ing two neck-ties; then looking up he recognized
the young fiddler.

¢“JIow are you, Phil?” he said, in a {ricndly
manner. ¢ Where have you kept yourself? I have
not seen you for a long time.”

I have been fiddling,” said Phil.

“But I dox’t see your violin now. What has be-
come of it?”

¢ ]t is broken — destroyed,” said Phil.

¢ How did that happen?”

Phil described the manner in which his violin had
been stolcn.

¢ Do you know who stole it? ”

Tt was that boy who tried to take it once in the
Parl.”

¢ When I stopped him?”
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“Yes.”

“I know him. Itis Tim Rafferty. He is a mean
boy ; I will pay him up for it.”

¢ I do not care for it now,” said Phil.

“Bat what will your padrone say when you come
home without it?”

¢ ITe would beat me; but I will not go home.”

“What will you do?”

¢ I will run away.”

“Good for you, Phil! I like your spunk,” said
Paul, heartily. 1 wouldn’t go back to the old
villain, if I were you. Where are you going?”

“ Away from New York. If Istay here the padrone
would catch me.”

“ITow much did you earn with your fiddle, when
you had it?”

¢ Two dollars, if it was a good day.”

¢ That is excellent. 11l tell you what, Phil, if you

could stay in the city, I would invite you to come and

live with us. You could pay your share of the 5

expense, say, three or four dollars a week, and keep

the rest of your money to buy clothes, and to save.”
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¢ should like it,” said Phil; ¢ but if I stay in
the city, the padrone would get hold of me.”

- “«IIas he any legal right to your services?” asked
Paul.

Phil looked puzzled. IIe did not understand the
question.

¢TI mean, did your father sign any paper, giving
you to him?”

“ Yes,” said Phil, comprchending now.

¢“Then I suppose he could take you back. You
think you must go away from the city then, Phil?”
o« Yes.”

¢ Where do you think of going?”

¢TI do not know.”

¢ You might go into Jersey, —to Newark, which is
quite a large city, only ten miles from here.”

¢ I should like to go there.”

¢ I don’t think the padrone would send there to find
you. DBut how are you going to make your living;
you have lost your fiddle?”

¢ T can sing.”

¢“But you would make more money with your
fiddle.”
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¢ 51, signore.”

¢« Don’t talls to me in Italian, Phil, I no understand
it.”

PLil laughed.

*You can speak English much better than most
[talian boys.”

¢ Some cannot speak at all. Some speals French,
because we all stayed in Paris some time before we
came to America.”

¢ Parlez-vous Francais?”

“ Qui, monsicur, un peun.”

“Well, I can’t. Those threec words are all the
French I know. But, I say, Phil, you ought to have a
fiddle.”

“T should like to have one. I should male more
mouney.”

«IIow much would one cost?

“ T don’t know.”

¢TI tell you what I will do, Phil,” said Paul, after
2 moment’s thought. I lknow a pawnbreker’s shop
on Chatham Street, where there is a fiddle for sale, I
don’t think it will cost very much ; not more than five

dollars. You must buy it.”
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T have not five dollars,” said Phil.

«Then I will lend you the money. You shall buy
it, and when you have earned money enough, you
shall come back to New York some day, and pay me.”

“Thank you,” said Phil, gratefully. ¢ I will surely
pay you.”

 Of course you will, Phil,” said Paul, confidently.

“I can see by your face that you are honest. I
don’t believe you would cheat your friend.”

I would not cheat you, Signor Paul.”

“T see, Phil, you are bound to make an Italian of
the signor. Now T'll tell you what I propose. I
cannot leave my business for an hour and a half. You
can go where you please, but come back at that time,
and I will take you home to dinner with me. On the
way back, I will stop with you at the Chatham Street
store, and ask the price of the violin; then, if it
doesn’t cost too much, I will buy it.”

¢ All right,” said Phil.

“ You must come back at twelve o’clock, Phil.”

¢ I will come.”

Phil strolled down to the Battery, feeling a little



THE YOUNG STREET MUSICIAN. 131

strange without his violin. He was elated with the
thought of his coming freedom, and for the first time
since he landed in America the fature looked bright
to him.
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CHAPTER XIV.
LUCIA, TIIE TAMBOURINE GIRL.

Arrrving at Trinity Church Phil turned into Wall
Street, looking about him in a desultory way, for he
was at present out of business. Men and boys were
hurrying by, in different directions, to and from banks
and insurance oflices, while here and there a lawyer
or lawyer’s clerk might be seen looking no less busy
and preoccupied. If Phil had had three thousand
dollars instead of three, he, too, might have been in-
terested in the price of gold and stocks; but his
financial education had been neglected, and he could
not have guessed within twenty the day’s quotations
for cither.

As he walked along, his attention was suddenly
drawn to a pair of Italians, & man and a girl of
twelve, the former turning a hand-organ, the latter
playing on a tambourine. There was nothing un-

usual in the group; but Phil’s heart beat quick, for
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m the girl he thought he recognized a playmate from
the same village in which he was born and bred.

“Laucia!” he called, eagerly, approaching the
pair.

The girl turned quickly, and, sceing the young
fiddler, let fall her tambourine in surprise.

“Tilippo!” she exclaimed, her eyes lighting up
with the joy with which we greet a friend’s face in a
strange land.

“Why did you drop your tambourine, scellerata?”
demanded the man, harshly.

Lucia, a pretty brown-faced girl, did not lose her
joyful looks even at this rebuke. She stooped and
picked up the tambourine, and began to play me-
chanically, but continued to speak to Filippo.

“ITow long are you in the city?” asked Thil,
speaking, of course, in his native language.

“Only two weeks,” answered Lucia. “I am so
glad to sce you, Tilippo.”

¢“When did you come from Italy?”

#T cannot tell. I think it is about two months.”

¢ And did you sce my mother before you came

away?” asked Phil, eagerly.
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¢« Yes, Filippo, I saw her. She told me if T saw
you, to say that she longed for her dear boy to
return ; that she thought of him day and night.”

“Did she say that, Lucia?”

“Yes, Filippo.”

¢ And is my mother well?” asked Phil, anxiously,
for he had a strong love for his mother.

¢« She is well, Filippo, — she is not sick, but ste is
thin, and she looks sad.”

“T will go and see her some day,” said Phil. ¢TI
wish I could see her now.”

¢ When will you go?”

¢ T don’t know ; when I am older.”

“But where is your fiddle, Filippo?” asked
Lucia. “Do you not play?”

Filippo glanced at the organ-grinder, whom he did
not dare to take into his confidence. So he an-
swered, evasively : —

¢ Another boy tonk it. I shall get another {his
afternoon.”

¢ Are you with the padrone?”

“ Yes.”
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¢ Come, Lucia,” said the man, roughly, ceasiug to
play, ¢ we must go on.”

Lucia followed her companion obediently, reluctant
to leave Phil, with whom she desired to converse
longer; but the latter saw that her guardian did not
wish the conversation to continue, and so did not
follow.

His unexpected meeting with Lucia gave him much
to think of. It carried back his thoughts to his
humble, but still dear Italian home, and the mother
from whom he had never met with anything but kind-
ness, and a longing to sce both made him for the
moment almost sad. But he was naturally of a joyous
temperament, and hope soon returned.

“I will save money enough to go home,” he said to
himself. It will not take very much, nct more than
fifty dollars. I can get it soon if I do not have to
pay money to the padrone.”

As may be inferred, Phil did not expect to retarn
home in style. A first-class ticket on a Cunarder was
far above his expectation. He would he content to go

by steerage all the way, and that could probably be
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done for the sum he named. So his sadness was but
brief, and he soon became hopeful again.

ITe was aroused from his thoughts of home by a
hand laid familiarly on his shoulder. Turning, Le
saw a boot-black, whose adventures have been cliron-
icled in the volume called * Ragged Dick.” They had
become acquainted some three months before, Dick
having acted as protector to Phil against some rough
boys of his own class.

“Bceen buyin’ stocks?” asked Dick.

¢ Idon’t know what they are,” said Thil, innocently.

“You're a green one,” said Dick. I shall have
to take you into my bankin’-house, and give you some
training in business.”

“IIave you got a bankin’-house?” asked Phil, in
surprise.

“In course I have. Don’t you see it?” pointing
to an imposing-looking structure in front of which
they were just possing. ¢ My clerks is all hard to
work in there, while I go out to take the air for tle
benefit of my constitushun.”

Phil looked puzzled, not quite understanding Dick’s

chaffing, and looked rather inquiringly at the blacking-
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box, finding it a little difficult to understand why a
banker on so large a scale should be blacking boots
in the strect.

«Shine yer boots, sir?” said Dick to a gentleman
just passing.

¢“Not now; I'm in a bhurry.”

¢ Blackin’ hoots is good exercise,” continued Dick,
answering the doubt in Phil’s face. ¢ 1T do it for the
benefit of my health, thus combinin’ profit with
salubriousness.”

“T can’t understand such long words,” said Phil.
¢ don’t know much English.”

¢TI would talk to you in Italian,” said Dick, ¢ only
it makes my head ache. What’s come of your fiddle?
You haven’t sold it, and bought Erie shares, have
you?”

¢ A boy stole it from me, and broke it.”

¢ T'd like to lickk him. Who was it?”

¢ T think bhis name was Tim Rafferty.”

¢T know him,” said Dick. ¢ I’ll give him a lickin’
next time I see him.”

¢ Can you?” asked Phil, doubtfully, for his enemy,

was as large as Dick.
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“In course I can. DMy fists are like sledge-hame
mers. Jest feel my muscle.”

Dick straightened out his arm, and Thil felt of the
muscle, which was hard and firm.

“It’s as tough as a ten-year-old chicken,” said Dick.
¢TIt won’t be healthy for Tim to come round my way.
What made him steal your fiddle? Ile aint goin” into
the musical line, is he?”

“He was angry, because I didn’t want to lend
it to him.”

Just then Tim Rafferty himself turned the corner
There was a lull in his business, and he was wander
ing along the strect, eating an apple.

¢ There he is,” said Phil, suddenly espying his
enemy.

Dick looked up, and saw with satisfaction that Phil
was right. Tim had not yet espied either, nor did
he till Dick addressed him,

¢ Are you round collectin’ fiddles this mornin’?”
he asked.

Tim looked up, and seeing that his victim had

found an able champion, felt anxious to withdraw.
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He was about to turn back, but Dick advanced with
a determined air.

“ Jest stop a minute, Tim Rafferty,” said he.
“T'm a-goin’ to intervoo you for the ¢ Herald.” That’s
what they do with all the big rascals nowadays.”

¢ I'm in a hurry,” said Tim.

“That’s what the pickpocket said when the copp
was gently persuadin’ him to go to the Tombs, but
the copp didn’t see it. I want the pleasure of your
society a minute or two. I hear you're in the music
business.”

¢ No, I'm not,” said Tim, shortly.

“ YWhat made you borrer this boy’s fiddle then??”

“T don’t know anything about it,” said Tim.

“Some folks forgets easy,” returned Dick. ¢ 1
know’d a man what went into Tiffany’s and took up
a wateh to look at it, and carried it off, forgettin’ to
pay for it. That’s what he told the judge the next
day, and the judge sent him to the Island for a few
months to improve his memory. The air over to the
Island is very good to improve the memory.”

““You ought tolinow,” said Tim, sullenly; ¢ you’ve

been there times enough.”
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¢ Ilave I?7” said Dick. ¢ Maybe you saw me there,
Was it the ninth time you was there, or the tenth?”

¢] never was there,” said Tim.

“Maybe it was your twin brother,” suggested
Dick. ¢ What made you break my friend’s fiddle?
He wouldn’t have minded it so much, only it be
longed to his grandfather, a noble count, who madse
boots for a livin’.”

¢ T don’t believe he had a fiddle,” said Tim.

¢ That’s where your forgetfulness comes in,” said
Dick. ¢IIave you forgot the lickin’ I gave you last
summer for stealin’ my blackin’-box?”

¢ You didn’t lick me,” said Tim.

* Then I'll lick you harder next time,” said Dick.

“You aint able,” said Tim, who, glancing over
his shoulder, saw the approach of a pcliceman, and
felt secure.

¢T will be soon,” said Dick, who also observed the
approach of the policeman. ¢ I'd do it now, only I've
got to buy some gold for a friend of mine. Just let me
know when it’s perfectly convenient to take a lickin’.”

Tim shuffled off, glad to get away unharmed, and
Dick turned to Ibil.
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“ Tl give him a lickin’ the first time I catch him,
when there isn’t no copp around,” he said.

Phil left his friend at this point, for he saw by the
clock on Trinity spire that it was time to go tack to
join Paul Iloffman, as he had agreed. I may here
add, that Phil’s wrongs were avenged that same cven-
ing, his friend Dick administering to Tim the

promised ¢ lickin’” with such good effect that tne

latter carried a black eye for a week afterwards
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CHAPTER XV.
PHIL’S NEW PLANS.

As the clock struck twelve, Phil reached the necke
tie stand of his friend, Paul Hoffman.

“ Just in time,” said Paul. ¢ Are you hungry?”

“ A little.”

¢ That’s right. You’re going to dine with me, and
I want you to bring a good appetite with you.”

¢ What will your mother say?” asked Thil, doubt-
fully.

¢ Wait and sce. If you don’t like what she says
you can go off without eating. Where have you
been?”

¢TI went down to Wall Street.”

¢ On business?” inquired Paul, with a smile.

¢ No,” said Phil, seriously. ¢ I saw Lucia.”

¢ Who is she?”

T forgot. You don’t know Lucia. She lived in
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my home 1n Italy, and I used to play with hLer. She
told me of my mother.”

¢ That’s lucky, Phil. I hope your mother is well.”

“She is not sick, but she is thin. She thinks of
me,” said Phil.

¢« Of course she does. You will go home and see her
some day.”

¢ T hope so.”

¢« Of course you will,” said Paul, confidently

“I saw the boy who stole my fiddle,” continued
Phil.

“ Tim Rafferty ?”

“Yes.”

“WWhat did he say?”

“1 was with a boot-blaclk,— the one they call
¢ Ragged Dick.” Do you know him?”

“Yes; I know Dick. Ile is a bully fellow, always
joking.”

“ Dick wanted to lick him, but a policeman came,
and he went away.”

“ Does Dick know that he stole your fiddle?”

“Yes.”
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“Then he will be sure to punish him. It will save
me the trouble.”

The walk was not long. Soon they were at Paul’s
door.

I have brought company to dinner, mother,” said
Paul, entering first.

“T am glad to sce you, hil,” said Murs. Hoffman.
¢“Why have you not come before? ”

“Jlow is that, Phil? Will you stay now?” said
Paul.

Mrs. Hoffman looked at Paul inquiringly.

¢ Phil was afraid lLe would not be welcome,” he
exclaimed.

¢ He is always welcome,” said Mrs. IToffman.

“ Where is V-your fiddle?” asked Jimmy.

«“ A boy took it,” said Phil, ¢“and threw it into the
street, and a wagon went over it and broke it.”

Jimmy was quite indignant for his friend, when the
story had been told.

¢ I¢’s lucky for Tim Rafferty that he is not here,”
said Paul, ¢ or he might suffer.”

“If T was a big boy I’d lick him,” said Jimmy.
belligerently.
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3

¢« T never saw you so warlike before, Jimmy,” said
Paul.

To Phil this sympathy seemed pleasant. Ile ‘elt
that he was in the midst of friends, and friends were
not so plentiful as not {o be valued.

“YWhat are you going to have for dinner, mother?”
asked Paul.

«“I am sorry, Paul, that I have no warm meat. I
have some cold roast beef, some lhot potatoes, and an
apple pudding.”

“You mneedn’t apologize, mother. That’s good
enough for anybody. It’s as good as Paul gets af
his boarding-house, I am sure. Ile has got rather
tired of it, and isn’t going to stay.”

‘“ Are you going to leave the padrone?” asked
Mrs. Iloffman, with interest.

¢ Si, signora,” said Phil.

«Will he let you go?”

¢ shall run away,” said Phil.

“You see, mother, Phil would be sure of a beating
if he went home without his fiddle. Now he doesn’t
like to be beaten, and the padrone gives harder beat

ings than you do, mother.”
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¢“I presume so,” said Mrs. Iloffman, smiling.
“ I do not think I am very scvere.”

¢ No, you spoil the rod and spare the child.”

¢ Is Phil going to stay in the city?”

¢ No; the padrone would get hold of him if he did.
ITe is going to New Jersey to make his fortune.”

¢“But he will need a fiddle.”

“I am going to lend Lim moncy enough to buy
one. I know a pawnbroker who has one for sale. I
think I can get it for three or four dollars. When Phil
gets it, he is going round giving concerts. Ilow
much can you make in a day, Phil?”

¢ Sometimes I make two dollars,” answered Phil.

¢ That is excellent, especially when you are your
own padrone. You will be able to save up money.
You will have to buy a pocket-book, Phil.”

“Where will you sleep, Phil?” asked Jimmy, in-
terested.

Phil shrugged his shoulders. IIe had not thought
of that question particularly.

“I do not know,” he said. ¢I can sleep any-
where.”

¢ Of course he will stop at the first-class hotels,
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Junmy,” said Paul, *“like all gentlemen of dis-
tinction, I shouldn’t wonder if he married an heir-
ess in six months, and went back to Italy on a bridal
tour.”

“TIle is too young to be married,” said Jimmy,
who, it will be pereeived, understood everything
literally. |

¢ T don’t know but he is,” said Paul, ¢ but he isn’t
too old to be hungry. So, mother, whenever dinner
is ready, we shall be.”

Tt is all ready except peeling the potatoes, Paul.”

“VWe can do that ourselves. It is good exercise,
and will sharpen our appetites. You will have to
eat fast, or there won’t be much left. Jimmy is the
most tremendous cater I ever saw, and won't leave
much for the rest of us, if we give him the chance.”

“Now, Paul,” expostulated Jimmy, feeling
aggrieved at this charge, “you know I don’t est
as much as you do.”

¢Hear him talk, Phil. I don’t eat more than
enough to keep a fly alive.”

Tt must be a pretty large fly, Panl,” said Jimmy,

slyly.
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“Good joke, Jimmy. Mother, you must give
Jimmy twelve potatoes to-day instead of the ten he
usually eats.”

¢“O Paul, how can you tell such stories?” ex-
claimed Jimmy, shocked at such an extravagant
assertion. Phil laughed, for there was something
ludicrous in the idea of Jimmy, who was a slight boy
of seven, making way with such large quantities, and
the little boy began to see that it was only a joke at
his expense.

The dinner went off well. All had a good appetite,
and did full justice to Mrs. IToffman’s cookery. The
pudding in particular was pronounced a success. 1t
was so flaky and well-scasoned, and the sauce,
flavored with lemon, was so good, that every one
except Mrs. IToffman took a second piece. For the
first time since he had left Ttaly. Phil felt the un-
comfortable sensation of having eaten too much.
However, with the discomfort was the pleasant rec-
ollection of a good dinner, and to the mind of the
little fiddler the future brightened, as it is very apt
to do under such circumstances, and he felt ready to

go out and achieve his fortune.
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¢ Why won’t you stop with us to-night, Phil, and
start on your journey to-morrow?” asked Mrs. IToff
man. “I am sure Jimmy would be glad of you
company.”

“Yes, Phil, stay,” said Paul.

Thil hesitated. It was a tempting invitation, but,
on the other hand, if he remained in the city till the
next day he might be in danger from the padrone.

IIe expressed this fear.

“I am afraid the padrone would catch me,” he
said.

¢ No, he won’'t. You can go out with me and buy
the fiddle now, and then come back and play to
mother and Jimmy. To-morrow morning I will go

.with you to the Jersey City Ferry myself, and if we
meet the padrone, I'll give Lim a hint to be off.” 7

Phil still hesitated, but finally yielded to the united
request. Dut it was now one o’clock, and Paul must
be back to his business. Phil took lLis cap and went
with him to purchase the fiddle, promising to come
back directly.

They went into Chatham Street, and soon halted
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before a small shop, in front of which were three gilt
balls, indicating that it was a pawnbroker’s shop.

Entering they found themselves in a small apart-
ment, about twelve fect front by twenty in depth,
completely filled with pawnable articles in great va-
riety, a large part, however, consisting of clothing ;
for when the poor have occasion to raise moncy at a
pawnbroker’s, they generally find little in their pos-
session to pawn except their clothing. Ilere was a
shawl, pawned for a few shillings, by a poor woman
whose intemperate husband threw the Dburden of
supporting two young children upon her. Next to it
was a black coat belonging to a elerk, who had been
out of employment for three months, and now was out
of money also. Ilere was a child’s dress, pawned by ,
the mother in dire necessity to save the child from
starving. There was a plain gold ring, snatched by a
drunken husband from the finger of his poor wife, not
to buy food, but to gratify Lis insatiable craving for
drink.

Over this scene of confusion presided a little od
man with blear cyes and wrinkled face, but with a

sharp glance, fully alive to his own interests, He was
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an Englishman born, but he had been forty years in
America. IIe will be remembered by those who
bave read ¢ Paul, the Peddler.” Though nem'l.; as
poverty-stricken in appefrance as his poorest custom-
ers, the old man was rich, if reports were true. IIis
business was a very profitable one, allowing the most
exorhitant rates of interest, and, being a miser, he
spent almost nothing on himself, so that his hoards
had increased to a considerable amount.

He looked up sharply, asPaul and Phil entered, and

scanned them closely with his ferret-like eyes.

.\&_
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CHAPTER XVI.
MRS. HOFFMAN’S FASHIONABLE PARTY.

Eryarmv IIENDERSON, for this was the pawnbroker’s
name, did not remember Paul, thouglh on one occasicn
our hero had called upon him. Nearly all his cus-
tomers came to pawn articles, not to purchase, and
Eliakiin naturally supposed that the two boys had
come on this errand. DBefore entering, Paul said to
Phil, ¢ Don’t say anything; leave me to manage.”

As they entered, Phil espied a fiddle hanging up
behind the counter, and he saw at a glance that it
was better than the one he had been accustomed to
play upon. DBut, to his surprise, P’aul did not refer
to it at first.

“What will you give me on this coat?” asked
Paul, indicating the one he had on.

ITe had no intention of selling it, but preferred to

come to the fiddle gradually, that the pawnbroker
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might not think that was his main object, and so
charge an extra price.

Iliakim scanned the garment critically. It was
nearly new and in excellent condition, and he coveted
it.

< T will give you a dollar,” said he, naming a price
low enough to advance upon.

“That is too little,” said Paul, shaking his head

“ I might give you fifty cents more, but I should
lose if you didn’t redeem it.”

¢ ] don’t think you would. I paid ten dollars for
it.”

¢ But it is old.”

¢ No, it isn’t; I have only had it a few weeks.”

¢ ITow much do you want on it?” asked Eliakim,
scanning Paul sharply, to see how much he seemed in
want of money.

¢TI don’t want any to-day. If I should want some
next weck, I will come in.”

”

It will be older next week,” said Eliakim, not
wanting to lose the bargain, for he hoped it would not
be redeemed.

“Never mind ; I can get along till then.”
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¢“Can I do no business with you this miorning?”
asked Eliakim, disappointed.

“I don’t know,” said Paul, looking careclessly
around. ¢ My friend, here, would like a fiddle, if he
can get one cheap. What do you ask for that on2 up
there?”

Eliakim took down the fiddle with alacrity. Ile
had had it on hand for a year without securing a cus-
tomer. It had originally been pawned by a poor
musician, for a dollar and a quarter, but the unfortu-
nate owner had never been able to redeem it. Among
his customers, the pawnbroker had not found one suf-
ficiently musical to take it off his hands. Ilere was
a slight chance, and he determined to effect a sale if
he could.

¢TIt is a splendid instrument,” he said, enthusiasti-
cally, brushing off the duast with a dirty cotton hand-
kerchief. T have had many chances to sell it.”

“Why didn’t you sell it, then?” demanded Pauy,
who did not believe a word of this.

¢ Becausc it was only pawned. I kept it for the
owper.”

¢ Oh, well, if you can’t sell it no matter.”
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“Tt is for sale now,” said Eliakim, quickly. ¢¢Ile
has not come for it, and I shall keep it no longer.
Just try it. See what a sp-l-endid instrument it is!”
said the pawnbroker, dwelling on the adjective to give
emphasis to it.

Paul tried it, but not knowing how to play, of
course created only discord. Iie did not offer it to
Plil, because the young Italian boy would have
made it sound too well, and so enhanced the price.

“ It don’t sound very well,” said he, indifferently ;
“but I suppose it will do to learn on. What do you
want for it?”

¢ Five dollars,” said Eliakim, studying the face of
Paul, to observe the effect of his announcement.

“Five dollars!” repeated Paul. ¢ Take it back,
then, and wait till A. T. Stewart wants one. T haven’t
got five dollars to throw away.”

But the pawnbroker did not expect to get his first
price. Ile named it,in order to have a chance to fall.

¢« Stay,” he said, as Paul made a motion to leave;
¢ what will you give me?”

¢ Tl give you a dollar and a half,” said Paul, turn

ing back.
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** A dollar and a half!” exclaimed Eliakun, holding
np both hands in horror. ¢ Do you want ‘o ruia
me?”

¢ No, I think you want to ruin me. I am willirg
to pay a fair price.”

¢ You may have it for three dollars and a half.”

“No doubt you'd be glad to get that. Come,
Phil, we’ll go.”

¢ Stay ; you may have it for three dollars, though ¥
shall lose by it.”

“ So should I, if I paid you that price. I can walis
till some other time.”

But Eliakim did not intend to let this chance slip
IIc had found the ﬁddl'e rather unsalable, and feared
if lie lost this chance of disposing of it, it might re
main on his hands for a year more. Ile was willing
therefore, to take less than the profit he usually calcn
lated upon in the sale of articles which remained un
redeemed.

¢“You may have it for two dollars and and a halfy"
be said.

As far as Paul could judge, though he did not

know much alout the price of violins, this was a
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easonable price. But he knew that Eliakim must
aave got it for considerably less, or he would not so
soon have come down to this sum. IIe did not hesi-
tate, therefore, to try to get it a little cheaper.

“T1l give you two dollars and a guarter,” he said,
“anc rot a penny more.”

Lliakim tried hard to get ten cents more, but Paul
saw thal he was sure of his purchase, and remained
obdurate. So, after a pretence of putting up the
fiddle, the pawnbroker finally said, ¢ You may have
it, but I shall lose money.”

¢ All right,” said Paual; ‘hand it over.”

¢ Where is the money?” asked Eliakim, caun-
tiously.

Paul drew from his pocket a two-dollar bill and
twenty-five cents in currency, and received the fiddle.
The pawnbroker serutinized the money closely, fear-
ing that it might be bad; but finally, making up his
mind on that point, deposited it in his money-drawer.

¢“Well, Phil, we may as well go,” said Paul.
“ We’ve got through our business.”

The pawrbroker heard this, and a sudden suspicion
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entered his mind that Paul haa been too sharp for
him.

“I might have got twenty-five cents more,” he
thought, regretfully ; and this thought disturbed the
complacency he felt at first.

¢ Well, Phil, how do you like it?” asked Paul, as
they emerged into the street.

¢ Let me try it,” said Phil, eagerly.

e struck up a tune, which he played through, his
face expressing the satisfaction he felt.

¢Is it as good as your old one?”

“It is much better,” said Phil. I will pay you
for it;” and he drew out the money the sailors had
given him in the morning.

¢ No, Phil,” said his friend, ¢ you may need that
money. Xecp it, and pay me when you have more.”

& Bu£ I shall be away.”

“You will come to the city some day. When you
do you will know where to find me. Now go and
play a tune to Jimmy. IIe is waiting for you. If
you remain in the streets, your old enemy, Tim Raf

ferty, may want to borrow your fiddle again.”
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“You are very kind to me, Paolo,” said Phil, rais-
ing his dark cyes with a sudden impulse of gratitude.

¢ I¢’s nothing, Phil,” said Paul, modestly; ‘“you
would do the same for me if I needed it.”

“Yes, I would,” said Phil; ¢ but I am poor, and I
cannot help you.”

“You won’t be poor always, Phil,” said Paul,
cheerfully, “mnor I either, I hope. I mean to be a
merchant some time on a bigger scale than now. As
for you, you wiil be a great player, and give concerts
at the Academy of Music.”

Phil laughed, but seemed pleased at the prophecy.

¢ Well, Phil, I must bid you good-by for a little
while, or my clerks will be cheating me. I will see
you at supper.”

¢ Addio, Paolo,” said Phil.

“ Addio,” said Paul, laughing. ¢ Wouldn’t I
malke a good Italian?”

Paul rcturned to his stand, and Phil took the direc-
tion of Mrs. Iloffman’s rooms. While on his way
he heard the sound of a hand-organ, and, looking
across the way, saw, with some uneasiness, his old

encmy Pictro, playing to a crowd of boys.
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¢ I hope he won’t see me,” said Plil to himself.

e was afraid Pictro would remember his old
violin, and, sceing the difference in the instrument he
now had, inquire how he got it. IIe might, if not
satisfled on this point, take Phil home with Lim,
whicli would be fatal to his plans. IIe thought it
prudent, therefore, to turn down the next street, and
get out of sight as soon as possible. Fortunately
for him Pictro had his back turned so that he did not
observe him. Nothing would have pleased him
better than to get the little fiddler into trouble, for,
besides being naturally malicious, he felt that an ex-
hibition of zeal in his master’s service would entitle
him to additional favors at the hands of the padrone,
whom he hoped some day to succeed.

“Oh, what a Dbeautiful fiddle!” said Jimmy, in
admiration, as Phil reappeared. ¢ Do you think T
could play on it?”

Phil shook his head, smiling.

“Don’t let Jimmy have it. IIe would only spoil
it,” said Mrs. IToffman. ¢ I don’t think he would
succeed as well in music as in drawing.”

“Will you play something?” asked Jimmy
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Phil willingly complied, and for half an hour held
Jimmy entranced with his playing. The little boy
then undertook to teach Phil how to dn‘hW, but at this
Phil probably cut as poor a figure as his instructor
would have done at playing on the violin.

So the afternoon wore away, happily for all three,
and at five Paul made his appearance. When supper
was over Phil played again, and this attracting the
attention of the neighbors, Mrs. Hoffman’s rooms
were gradually filled with visitors, who finally re-
quested Phil to play some dancing-tunes. Finding
him able to do so, an impromptu dance was got up,
and Mrs. Hoffiman, considerably to her surprise,
found that she was giving a dancing-party. DPaul, that
nothing might be left out, took a companion with him
and they soon reappeared with cake and ice-cream,
which were passed around amid great hilarity ; and it
was not until midnight that the last visitor went out,
and the sound of music and laughter was hushed.

“You are getting fashionable in your old age,
mother,” said Paul, gayly. I think I shall send an

account of your party to the ¢ Home Journal.””
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T believe it is usual to describe the dresses of the
ladies,” said Mrs. Hoffman, smiling.

“Oh, yes, I won't forget that. Just give me
a picee of paper and see how I will do it.”

Palﬁ, whose education I repeat here, was consider-
ably above that of most boys in his position, sat
down and hastily wrote the following deseription,
which was read to the great amusement of his audi-
tors : —

¢ Mrs. Hoffman, mother of the well-known artist,
Jimmy Hoffman, Esq., gave a fashionable party last
evening. Ier spacious and eclegant apartments were
crowded with finely dressed gentlemen and ladies
from the lower part of the city. Signor Filippo, the
great Ttalian musician, furnished the music. DMrs.
Hoffman appeared in a costly calico dress, and had a
valuable gold ring on one of her fingers. Iler son,
the artist, was richly dressed in a gray suit, pur-
chased a year since. DMiss Bridget Flaherty, of Mot
Street, was the belle of the occasion, and daneed
with such graece and energy that the floor came near
giving way bepeath her fairy tread. (DMiss Flaherty,

by the way, weighed one hundred and eighty
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pounds.) DMr. Mike Donovan, newspaper merchant,
handed roand refreshments with his usual graceful
and elegant deportment. Miss Matilda Wiggins ap-
peared in a magnificent print dress, imported from
Paris by A. T. Stewart, and costing a shilling a yard.
No gloves were worn, as they are now dispensed with
in the best society. At a late hour the guests dis-
persed. Mrs. Hoffman’s party will long be remem
bered as the most brilliant of the season.”

“T did not know you had so much talent for re-
porting, Paul,” said his mother. ¢ You forgot one
thing, however,”

“ What is that?”

“You said nothing of yourself.”

“T was too modest, mother. ITowever, if you in-
sist upon it, T will do so.”

Paul resumed his writing, and in a short time had
the following : —

¢« Among those present we observed the handsome
and accomplished Paul Hoffiman, Esq., the oldest son
of the hostess. Ie was elegantly dressed in a pepper-
anlsalt coat and vest, blue neck-tie, and brown

breeches, and wore a six-cent diamond breast-pin in
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the bosom of his shirt. Ilis fifteen-cent handkerchief
was perfumed with cologne which he imported him-
self at a cost of ten cents per bottle. ITe attracted
general admiration.”
~“You scem to have got over your modesty, Paul,”
said his mother.

T am slecpy,” said Jimmy, rubbing his cyes.

As this expressed the general feeling, they retired
to bed at once, and iu half an hour were wandering

in the land of dreams.
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CHAPTER XVII.
THE PADRONE IS ANXIOUS.

Tur next morning Paul and Phil rose later than
usual. They slept longer, in order to make up for
the late hour at which they retired. As they sat
down to breakfast, at half-past eight, Paul said, ¢I
wonder whether the padrone misses you, Phil?”

“Yes,” said Phil; ¢ he will be very angry because
I did not come back last night.”

¢ Will he think you have run away?”

“T do not know. Some of the boys stay away
sometimes, because they arc too far off to come
home.”

“Then he may expect you to-night. I suppose
he will have a beating ready for you.” ’

“Yes, he would beat mec very hard,” said Phil,
¢if he thought I did not mean tc come back.”

¢ T should like to go and tell hicz thee he need not

expect you. I should like to see I'cw Le looks.”
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¢ ITe might beat you too, Paolo.”

¢“J should like to see him try it,” said Taul,
siraightening up with 1 conscionsness of strength.
“IIe might find that rather hard.”

Phil looked admiringly at the Loy who was not
afraid of the padrone. Like his comrades, he had
been accustomed to think of the padrone as possessed
of unlimited power, and ncver dreamed of anybody
defying Lim, orkrcsistingr his threats. Though he had
determined to run away, his soul was not free from
the tyranny of his late task-master, and he thought
with uneasiness and dread of the possibility of his
being conveyed back to him.

¢ Well, mother,” said Paul, glancing at the clock
as he rose from the breakfast table, ‘it is almost
nine o’clock, — rather a late hour for a business man
like me.”

“You are not often so late, Paul.”

“It is lucky that I am my own cmpioyer, or I
might run the risk of being discharged. I am afraid
the excuse that I was at Mrs. Iloffman’s fashionalle
party would not be thought suflicient. T guess I won’t

stop to shave this morning.”
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“You haven’t got anything to shave,” said
Jimmy.

“Don’t be envious, Jimmy. I counted several
hairs this morning. Well, Phil, are you ready to go
with me? Don’t forget your fiddie.”

“TWhen shall we see you again, Philip? ” said Mrs.
Hoffman.

¢ T do not know,

2

said the little minstrel.

¢ Shall you not come to the city sometimes?”

“T am afraid the padrone would catch me,” said
Phil.

¢ Whenever you do come, Phil,” said Paul, ¢ come
right to me. I will take care of you. I don’t think
the padrone will carry us both off, and he would have
to take me if he took you.”

¢ Good-by, Philip,” said Mrs. Ioffinan, offering
her hand. ¢TI hope you will prosper.”

¢“So do I, Phil,” said Jimmy.

Thil thus took with him the farewells and good
wishes of two friends who had been drawn to him by
his attractive face and good qualities. Ile could not
belp wishing that he might stay with them per-

manently, but he knew that this could not be. To
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remain in the same city with the padrone was out of
the question.

Meanwhile we return to the house which Phil had
forsalen, and inquire what effect was produced by his
non-appearance.

It was the rule of the establishment that all the
boys should be back by midnight. Thil had gen-
erally returned an hour before that time. When,
therefore, it was near midnight, the padrone looked
uncasily at the clock.

¢“IIave you scen Tilippo?” he asked, addressing
his nepliew.

¢ No, signore,” answered DPietro. ¢Tilippo has
not come in.”

“Do you think he has run away?” asked the pa-
drone, suspiciously.

’

¢« T don’t know,” said Pietro.

¢ITave you any reasen to think he intended to run
fway?”

¢ No,” said Pietro.

¢T should not like to lose him. IIe brings me
more money than most of the boys.”

¢«IIe may come in yet.”
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i When he does,” said the padrone, frowning, ¢1T
will beat him for being so late. Is there any boy
that he would be likely to tell, if he meant to run
away?”

“Yes,” said Pietro, with a sudden thought, ¢ there
is Giacomo.”

¢ The sick boy?”

“ Yes. Filippo went in this morning to speak to
him. ITe might have told him then.”

¢ That is truc. I will go and ask him.”

Giacomo still lay upon his hard pallet, receiving
very little attention. Ilis fever had increased, and
he was quite sick. IIe rolled {rom one side to the
other in his restlessness. Ile nceded medical atten-
tion, but the padrone was indifferent, and none of the
boys would have dared to call a doctor without his
permission.  As he lay upon his bed, the padrone
entered the room with a hurried step.

“ Where is Giacomo?” he demanded, harshly.

¢“Ilere I am, signore padrone,” answered the little
boy, trembling, as h(;. always did when addressed bv

the tyrant
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«*Did Filippo come and speak with you this morn-
ing, before he went out?”

¢ Si, signore.”

¢ What did he say?”

“IIe asked me how I felt.”

¢ What did you tell him?”

T told him I felt sick.”

« Nothing more?”

T told him I thought I should die.”

“Nonsense!” said the padrone, harshly; ¢ you
are a coward. You have a little cold, that is all.
Did he say anything about running away?”

¢No, signore.”

“Don’t tell me a lic!” said the tyrant, frowning.

“T tell you the truth, signore padrone. Ilas not
Filippo come home?”

“No.”

“I do not think he has run away,” said the little
boy.

“Why not?”

¢ T think he would tell me.”

““ So you two are friends, are you?”

¢ 8i, signore; I love Filippo,” answered Giacomo,
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speaking the last words tenderly, and rather tc him-
gelf than to the padrone. IIe looked up to Phil,
though little older than himself, with a mixtuxe‘ of
respect and devotion, leaning upon him as the weak
are prone to lean vpon the strong.

“Then you will be glad to hear,” said the padrone,
with a refinement of cruelty, ¢ that I shall beat him
worse than last night for staying out so late.”

“Don’t beat him, padrone,” pleaded Giacomo,
bursting into tears. ¢ Perhaps he cannot com,
home.”

¢“Did he ever speak to you of running away?
asked the padrone, with a sudden thought.

Giacomo hesitated. IIe could not truthfully deny
that Filippo had done so, but he did not want to get
his friend into trouble. IIc remained silent, looking
up at the tyrant with troubled eyes.

“Why do you not speak? Did you hear my ques-
tior ?” asked the padrone, with a threatening ges-
ture.

IIad the question been asked of some of the other
boys present, they would not have scrupled to

answer falsely ; but Giacomo had a rcligious nature,
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and, neglected as he had been, he could not make up
his mind to tell a falsehood. So, after a pause, he
faltered out a confession that Phil had spoken of
flight.

“Do you hecar that, Pictro?” said the padrone,
turning to his nephew. ¢ The little wretch has
doubtless run away.”

¢ Shall I look for him to-morrow?” asked Pietro,
with alaerity; for to him it would be a congenial
task to drag Phil home, and witness his panishment.

“Yes, Pictro. I will tell you where to go in the
morning. We must have him back, and I will beat
him so that he will not dare to run away again.”

The padrone would have Dbeen still more incensed,
could he have looked into DMMrs. Ilofliman’s room,
and seen the little fiddler the centre of a merry
group, his brown face radiant with smiles as he swept
the chords of his violin. It was well for Phil that

he could not see him
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CHAPTER XVIII.
PHIL ELUDES HIS PURSUER.

PumL had already made up his mind where to go.
Just across the river was New Jersey, with its fiourish.
ing towns and cilies, settled to a large extent by men
doing business in New York. The largest of these
cities was Newark, only ten miles distant. There
Phil decided to malke his first stop. If he found him-
self in dangor of capture he could easily go farther.
This plan Panl approved, and it was to be carried
into execution immediately.

“1 will go down to the Coprtland: Street Ferry
with you, Phil,” said Paul.

¢« T should like to have you, if it will not take you
from your business, Paolo.”

¢ My business can wait,” said Paul. “I mean to
see you safe out of the city. The padrone may be in

search of yon already.”
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“7 think he will send Pictro to find me,” said
Phil.

“Who is Pietro?”

Phil explained that Pictro was the padrone’s
nephiew and assistant in oppressing the boys.

¢TI hope Le will send him,” said Paul.

Phil looked up in surprise.

‘1 should like to sce this Pietro. What would be
do if he should find you?”

¢“IIe would take me back.”

*If you did not want to go?”

“I couldn’t help it,” said Thil, shrugging Lis
shoulders. ¢ IIe is much bigger than 1.”

¢ Ts he bigger than I am?”

¢T think he is as big.”

‘“Ile isn’t big enough to take you away if I am
with you.”

Paul did not say this boastfully, but with a quiet
confidence in his own powers, in which he was justi-
fied. Though by no means quarrelsome, he had on
several occasions been forced in sclf-defence into a

contest with hoys of his own size, and in some
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instances larger, and in every case he had acquitted
himself manfully, and come off victorious.

“I should not Dbe afraid if you were with me,
P’aolo,” said Phil.

“You are right, Phil,” said Paul, approvingly.
“But here we are at the ferry.”

Courtland? Street is a short distance below the
Astor ITouse, and leads to a ferry, connecting on the
other side with trains bound for Philadelphia and
intermediate places.

Paul paid the regular toll, and passed through the
portal with Thil.

¢ Are you going with me?” asked the little fiddler,
in surprise.

“QOunly to Jersey City, Phil. There might be some
of your friends on board the boat. I want to see you
safe on the cars. Then I must leave you.”

“You are very kind, Paolo.”

“You are a good little chap, Phil, and I mean to
help you. But the boat is about ready to start. Let
us go on board.”

They walked down the pier, and got on the boat a

minute before it started. They did not pass threugh
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to the other end, but, leaning against the side, kept
their eyes fixed on the city they were about to leave.
They had not long to wait. The signal was heard,
and the boat started leisurely from the pier. It was
but ten feet distant, when the attention of Paul and
Phil was drawn to a person running down the drop
in great haste. Ile evidently wanted to catch the
boat, but was too late.

Phil clutched at Paul’s arm, and pointed to him in
evident excitement.

¢ Tt is Pietro,” he said.

At that moment Pietro, standing on the brink,
caught sight of the boy he was pursuing, looking
back at him from the deck of the ferry-boat. A look
of exultation and disappointment swept over his face
as he saw Phil, but realized that he was out of his
reach. IIe had a hand-organ with him, and this had
doubtless encumbered him, and prevented lis run-
ping as fast as he might otherwise.

“So that is Pictro, is it?” said Paul, regarding
him attentively in order to fix his face in his
memory.

¢ Yes, Paolo,” said Phil, his eyes fixed nervously
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upon lis pursuer who maintained his place, and was
watching him with equal attention.

“You are not frightened, Phil, arc you?”

Phil admitted that he was.

¢ TIIe will come over in the next boat,” he said.

“But he will not know where you are.”

¢ ITe will seek me.”

¢« Will he? Then I think he will be disappointed.
The cars will start on the other side before the next
boat arrives. I found out about that before we
started.”

PLil felt relieved Dby this intelligence, but still he
was nervous. Inowing well DPictro’s malice, he
dreaded the chances of his capturing him.

“IIc stays there. Ilc does not go away,” said
Phil.

¢“Jt will do him no good, Phil. IIe is like a cat
watching a canary bird beyond his reach. I don’t
think he will catch you to-day.”

¢ IIe may go in the cars too,” suggested Phil.

*“That is {rue. On the whole, Thil, when you get
to Newark, I advise you to walk out into the country.

Don’t stay in the city. Ile might find you there.”
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“TI will do what you say, Paolo. It will He bet-
ter.”

They soon reached the Jersey shore. The railroad
station was close by. They went thither at once,
and Phil bought a ticket for Newark.

¢ JTow soon will the cars start?” inquired Paul of
a railway official.

¢ In five minutes,” was the answer.

¢ Then, Phil, I advise you to get into the cars at
once. Take a seat on the opposite side, though there
is no chance of your being seen by Pietro, who will
get here too late. Still, it is best to be on the safe
side. I will stay near the ferry, and watch Pictro
when he lands. Perhaps I may have a little conver-
sation with him.”

“T will go, Paolo.”

¢ Well, good-by, Phil, and good luck,” said Paul,
cheerfully. ¢ If you ever come to New York, come
and see me.”

¢ Yes, Paolo, I will be sure to come.”

¢ And, Phil, though I don’t think you will ever fali
{nto the power of that old brute again (I am sure you

won't if you take good care of yoursclf), still, if he
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does get you back again, come to me the first chance
you get, and I will see what I can do for you.”

“Thank you, Paolo. T will remember your kind-
ness always,” said the little fiddler, gratefully.

“That is all right, Phil. Good-by!”

¢ Good-by !” said Phil, and shaking the hand of
his new friend, he ascended the steps, and took a
seat on the opposite side, as Paul had recommended.

“I am sorry to part with Phil,” said Paul to him-
self. ¢ Ile’s a fine little chap, and I like him. If
ever that old brute gets hold of him again, he shan’t
keep him long. Now, Signor DPietro, I'll go back
and sec you on your arrival.”

Phil was right in supposing that Pietro would take
passage by the next boat. Ile waited impatiently on
the drop till it touched, and sprang on board. Ile
cursed the interval of delay, fearing that it would give
Phil a chance to get away. Ilowever, there was no
help for this. Time and tide wait for no man, but it
often happens that we are compelled to wait for
them. Dut at length the boat touched the Jersey
shore, and Pietro sprang out and hurried to the

gates, looking cagerly on all sides, for a possible
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glimpse of the boy he sought. IIc did not see him,
for the cars were already on their way, but Lis eyes
lighted up with satisfaction as they lighted on Paul,
whom Le recognized as the companion of Phil. Ile
kad seen him talking to the little fiddler. Probably
he would know where he had gone. IIe walked up
to Paul, who was standing near, and touching his
eap, said, ¢ Excuse me, signore, but have you scen
my little brother?”

“Your little brother?” repeated Paul, deliberately.

¢ Si, signore, a little boy with a fiddle. Ile was so
high;” and Pietro indicated the height of I’hil cor-
rectly by his hand.

* There was a boy came over in the boat with me,”
said Paul.

“Yes; he is the one,” said Pietro, eagerly.

¢ And he is your brother?”

¢ Si, signore.”

¢ That’s a lie,” thought Paul, I should know it,
even if Phil had not told me. Phil is a handsome
hittle chap. e wouldn’t have such a villanous-look

ing brother as you ”
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¢ Can you tell me where he has gone? ” asked Pie-
tro, eagerly.

¢« Didn’t he tell you where he was going?” asked
Paul, in turn.

¢1 think he means to run away,” said Pietro.

¢ Did you sec where he went? ”

“3Why should he want to run away?” asked Paul,
who enjoyed tantalizing Pietro, who he saw was
chafing with impatience. ¢ Did you not treat him
well?”

“JIe is a little rascal,” said DPictro. ¢Ile is
treated well, but he is a thief.”

¢ And you are his brother,” repeated Paul, signifi-
cantly.

¢ Did you sce where he went?” asked Pietro, get-
ting angry. “I want to take bhim back to his
father.”

“JTow should I know?” returned Paul, coolly.
“Do you thiuk I have nothing to do but to look after
your brother?”

“WWhy didn’t you tell me that before?” said Pie-
tro, incensed.

“Don't get mad,” said Paul, indifferently; ¢it
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won’t do you any good. Perhaps if you look round
you will see your brother. Tl tell him you want him
if I see him.”

Pictro looked at Paul suspiciously. It struck
him that the latter might be making a fool of him,
but Paul looked so utterly indifferent that he could
Jjudge nothing from his appearance. Ile concluded
that Phil was wandering about somewhere in Jersey
City. It did not occur to him that he might have
taken the cars for some more distant place. At any
rate, there seemed no chance of getting any informa-
tion out of Paul. So he adjusted his hand-organ,
and walked up the street leading from the ferry, look-
ing sharply on either side, hoping to catch a glimpse
of the runaway ; but, of course, in vain.

“T don’t thjnk you'll find Phil to-day, Signor
Pietro,” said Phil to himself, as he watched his re-
ceding form. ¢ Now, as there is nothing more to he

done here, I will go back to business.”
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CIIAPTER X1X.
PIETRO’S PURSUIT.

Tre distance from New York to Newark is but ten
miles. TPhil had been there once before with an older
boy. Ile was at no loss therefore as to the proper
place to get out. Ile stepped from the cars, and
found himself in a large depot. IIe went out of a
side door, and began to wander about the streets of
Newark. Now, for the first time, Le felt that he was
working for himself, and the feeling was an agree-
able one. True, he did not yet feel wholly sccure.
Pietro might possibly follow in the next train. IIe
inquired at the station when the next train would
arrive.

¢ In an hour,” was the reply.

It would be an hour, therefore, before Pietro could
rcach Newark., ITe decided to walk on without stop-

ping till he reached the outskirts of the city, and not
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venture back till night-fall, when there would be little
or no danger.

Accordingly he plodded on for an hour and a half,
till he ecame where the houses were few and scattered
at intervals. In a Dusiness point of view, this was
not good policy, but safety was to be consulted first
of all. IIc halted at length before a grocery store,
in front of which he saw a small group of men stand-
ing. IIis music was listened to with attention, but
when he came to pass his cap round afterwards the
results were small. In fact, to be precise, the collec-
tion amounted to but eight cents.

¢ How’s business, boy?” asked a young man who
stood at the door in his shirt-sleeves, and was evi-
dently employed in the grocery.

“That is all I have taken,” said Phil, showing the
eight cents.”

¢ Did you come from New York this morning?”

“ Yes.”

“ Then you haven’t got enough to pay for your
dcket yet?”

Phil shrugged his shoulders.
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“I don’t belicve you'll make a fortune out
here.”

Phil was of the same opinion.

“You would have done better to stay in New
York.”

To this also Phil mentally assented, but there were
tmperative reasons, as we know, for leaving the great
city.

It was already half-past twelve, and Phil began,
after his walk, to feel the cravings of appetite. He
accordingly went into the grocery, and bought some
crackers and cheese, which he sat down by the stove
and ate.

¢ Are you going farther?” asked the same young
man who had questioned him before.

¢T shall go back to Newark to-night,” said Phil.

¢ Let me try your violin.”

¢ Can you play?” asked Phil, doubtfully, for Le
feared that an unpractised player might injure the
instrument.

“Yes, I can play. TI've got a fiddle at home my-

self.”
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Our hero surrendered his fiddle to the young man,
who played passably.

“You've got a pretty good fiddle, he said. I
think it’s better than mine. Can you play any danc-
ing-tunes?”

Phil knew one or two and played them.

¢ If you were not going back to Newark, I shoulid
like to have you play with me this evening. 1 don’t
have anybody to practise with.”

¢ T would not know where to sleep,” said Phil.

¢ Oh, we've got beds enough in our house. Wik
you stay?”

Phil reflected that he had no place to sleep in New-
ark exeept such as he might hire, and decided to
accept the offer of his new friend.

¢ This is my night off from the store,” he said. I
haven’t got to come back after supper. Just stay
around here till six o’clock. Then I'll take you
home and give you some supper, and then we’ll play
this evening.”

Phil had no objection to this arrangement. In fact
it promised to be an agreeable onc for him. As he

was sure of a supper, a bed, and breakfast, there was
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no particular necessity for him to carn anything more
that day. IHowever, he went out for an hour or two,
and succeeded in collecting twenty-five ceuts. TIle
realized, however, that it was not so easy to pick up
pennies in the country as in the city, —partly be-
cause population is sparser, and partly because
though there is less privation in the country there is
also less money.

A little before six Phil’s new friend, whose name
he ascertained was Edwin Grover, washed his hands,
and putting on his coat said, ¢ Come along, Phil.”

Phil, who had been sitting near the stove, prepared
to accompany him.

«“IWe haven’t got far to go,” said Edwin, who was
eighteen. “T am glad of that, for the sooner I get
‘o the supper-table the better.”

After a five minutes’ walk, they stopped at a com
fortable two-story house near the road-side.

¢ That’s where I put up,” said Edwin.

11e opened the door, and entered, followed by Phil,
who felt a little bashful, knowing that he was not
expected.

¢ Tlave you got an extra plate, mother?” asked
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Edwin. ¢ This is a Professor of the Violin, who is
going to help me make some music this evening.”

“JIe is welcome,” said Mrs. Grover, cheerfully
*“We can make room for him. Ile is an Italian, 1
suppose. What is your name?”

¢ Filippo.” :

¢“T will call you Philip. I suppose that is the
English name. Will you lay dewn your violin, ana
draw up to the fire?” ‘

¢ T am not cold,” said Phil.

‘e is not cold, he is hungry, ss Ollendorf suys,”
said Edwin, who had written a fow French exercises
according to Ollendorf’s system. “Is supper almost
ready?”

“ It will be ready at once. There is your father
coming in at the front gate, and IIenry witl kim?

Mr. Grover entered, and Phil made the acquaint-
ance of the rest of the family. Ile soon came to feel
that he was a welcome guest, and shared in the faiily
supper, which was well cooked and palatable. Then
Edwin brought out his fiddle, and the two played
various tunes. Thil caught one or two new dancing-

tunes from his new friend, and in return taught him
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an Italian air. Three or four people from a neigh-
boring family came in, and a little impromptu dance
was got up. So the evening passed pleasantly,
and at half-past ten they went to bed, Phil sleeping
in a little room adjoining that in which the brothers
Edwin and Ilenry slept.

After breakfast the next morning Phil left the
house, with a cordial invitation to call again when he
happened to be passing.

Before proceeding with his adventures, we must ge
back to Pietro. Ile, as we know, failed to elicit any
information from Paul, likely to guide him in his pur-
suit of Phil. IIe was disappointed. Still he re-
flected that Phil had but a quarter of an hour’s start
of him,— scarcely that indeed, — and if he stopped
to play anywhere, he would doubtless easily find him.
There was danger, of course, that he would turn off
somewhere, and Pietro judged it best to inquire
whether such a boy had passed.

Sceing two boys playing in the street, he inquired,
“Ilave you seen anything of my little brother?”

¢ What does he lock like? ” inquired one.
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¢ Ile is not quite so large as you. Ile had a fiddle
with him.”

“XNo, I haven't seen him. IIave you, Dick?”

¢ Yes,” said the other, ¢ there was a boy went along
with a fiddle.

This was true, but, as we know, it was not Phil.

¢Did you sece where hie went?” demanded Pietro,
eagerly.

¢ Straight ahead,” was the reply

Lured by the delusive hope these words awakened,
Pietro went on. Ile did not stop to play on his organ.
He was too intent on finding Phil. At length, at a
little distance before him, he saw a figure about the
size of Phil, playing on the violin. IIe hurried
forward elated, but when within a few rods, he dis-
covered, to his disappointment, that it was not Phil,
but a little fiddler of about his size. Ile was in the
employ of a different padrone. e was doubtless the
one the boy had seen.

Disappointed, Pietro now turned bacly, and bent
his steps to the ferry. But he saw nothing of Phil on
the way.

¢“T would like to beat him, the little wretch!” he
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gaid to himself angrily. ¢ If I had not been too late
for thie boat, I would have canght him.”

It never occurred to Pictro that Phil might have
taken the cars for a more distant point, as he actually
did. The only thing he could think of, for he was
not willing o give up the pursuit, was to go back.
IIc remained in Jersey City all day, wandering about
the streets, peering here and there; but he did not
find Phil, for a very good reason.

The padrone awaited his report at night with some
impatience. TPLil was one of the smartest boys he
had, and he had no mind to lose him.

¢“Did you find him, Pietro?” he asked, as soon a8
his nephew entered his presence.

¢T saw him,” said Pietro.

¢Then why did you not bring him baek?”

Pictro explained the reason. IIis uncle listened
attentively.

“Pietro, you are a fool,” he said at length.

¢“Why am I a fool?” asked Pictro, sullenly.

¢ Because you sought Filippo where he is not.”

¢ Where is he?”

“IIe did not stop in Jerscy City. Ic went farther.
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Ile knew that you were on his track. Did you ask at
the station if such a boy had bought a ticket?”

«T did not think of it.”

¢ Then you were a fool.”

% What do you want me to do?”

¢« To-morrow you must go to Newark. That is the
first large town. I must Lave Filippo back.”

«T will go,” said Pictro, briefly.

IIe was mortified at the name applied to him by Ing
uncle, as well as by the fact of Phil’s having thus far
outwitted him. Ile secretly determined that when he
did get him into his power, he would revenge himself
for all the trouble to which he had been put, and
there was little doubt that he would keen his word.
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CUAPTER XX.
PIETRO’S DISAPPOINTMENT.

Trovcn Phil had not taken in much money during
the first day of independence, he had more than paid
his expenses. Ile started on the second day with a
good brealkfast, and good spirits. IIe determined to
walk back to Newark, where he might expect to col-
lect more money than in the suburbs. If be should
meet Pietro he determined not to yield without a
struggle. DBut he felt better now than at first, and
less afraid of the padrone.

Nine o’clock found him again in Newark. IIe soon
came to a halt, and began to play. A few paused to
listen, but their interest in music did not extend so
far as to affect their pockets. Thil passed around his
bhat in vain. IIe found himself likely to go unre-
warded for his labor. But just then he noticed a
carriage with open door, waiting in front of a fash-

ionable dry goods store. Two ladies had just come
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out and taken their scats preparatory to driving off,
when Phil stepped up bare-headed and held his cap.
e was an unusually attractive boy, and as he smiled
oneg of the ladies, who was particularly fond of chil-
dren, noticed him,

¢ What a handsome boy!” she said to her com-
pszion.

¢ Some pennies for music,” said Phil.

“IIow old are you?” asked the lady.

¢ Twelve years.”

«Just the age of my Johnny. If I give you some
money what will you do with it?”

¢ T will buy dinner,” said Thil.

T never give to vagrants,” said the second lady,
a spinster of uncertain age, who did not share her
niece’s partiality for children.

¢ Tt isn’t his fault if Le is a vagrant, Aunt Maria,”
said the younger lady.

¢« T have no doubt he is a thief,” continued Aunt
Maria, with acerbity.

¢“J am not a thiefy” said Phil, indignantly, for he
understood very well the imputation, and he replaced

his cap on his head.
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“T don’t belicve you are,” said the first lady;
‘here, take this,” and she put in his hand twenty-
five cents.

“Thank you, signora,” said Phil, with a grateful
smile.

“That money is thrown away,” said the eclder
lady ; “you arc very indiscriminate in your charity,
Eleanor.”

‘It is better to give too much than too little, Aunt
Maria, isn’t it?”_

“ Y;ui shouldn’t give to unworthy objects.”

“Ilow do you know this boy is an unworthy
object?”

“IIe is a young vagrant.”

“Can he help it? Tt is the way he makes his

living.”

The discussion continued, but Phil did not stop to
near it. Ile had received more than he expected,
and now felt ready to continue his business. One
thing was fortunate, and relicved bim from the
anxicty which he had formerly labored under. Ile
was not olliged to obtain a certain sum in order to

escape a beating at night. IIe had no master to ac

Sf
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count to. TIle was hLis own employer, as long as he
kept out of the clutches of the padrone.

Phil continued to roam about the streets very much
after the old fashion, playing here and there as he
thought it expedient. By noon he had picked up
seventy-five cents, and felt very well satisfied with
his success. DBut if, as we are told, the hour that is
darkest is just before day, it also happens sometimes
that danger lies in wait for prosperity, and danger
menaced our young hero, though he did not know it.
To explain this, we must go back a little.

When Pietro prepared to leave the lodging-house
In the morning, the padrone called him.

¢ Pietro,” said he, “you must find Filippo to-
day.”

“ Where shall T go?” asked Pietro.

“Go to Newark. Filippo went there, no doubt,
while you, stupid that you are, were looking for him
in Jersey City. You have been in Newark before? ”

¢ Yes, signore padrone.”

“Very good ; then you need no directions.”

“If I do not find him in Newark, where shall 1
go?”
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¢ 1le is in Newark,” said the padrone, confidently.
¢ Ile will not leave it.”

Ile judged that Phil would consider himself safe
there, and would prefer to remain in a city rather
than go into the country. R

¢“I will do my best,” said Pictro.

‘I expect you to bring him back to-night.”

I should like to do so,” said Pictro, and he spoke
the truth. Apart from Lis natural tendency to play
the tyrant over smaller boys, he felt a personal
grudge against Phil for eluding him the day before,
and so subjecting him to the trouble of another day’s
pursuit besides the mortification of incurring a rep-
rimand from his uncle. Never did agent accept a
commission more readily than Pictro accepted that
of catching and bringing back Filippo to the
padrone.

Leaving the lodging-house he walked down to the
ferry at the foot of Coy{rtlandfstreet, and took the
first train for Newark. It was ten o'clock before he
reached the city. IIe had nothing in particular to
gaide him, but made up his mind to wander about all

day, inquiring from time to time if any one had seen
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his little brother, describing Phil.  After a while his
inquiries were answered in the aflirmative, and he
gradually got on the track of our hero.

At twelve o’clock Phil went into a restaurant, and
fnvested thirty cents in a dinner. As the prices were
low, he obtained for this sum all he desired. Ten
minutes afterwards, as he was walking leisurely along
with that feeling of tranquil enjoyment which a full
stomach is apt to give, Pictro turned the corner be-
hind him. No sooner did the organ-grinder catch
sight of his prey, than a ficrece joy lighted up his
eyes, and he quickened his pace.

¢ Al, scelerato, I have you now,” he execlaimed to
himself. ¢ To-night you shall feel the stick.”

But opportuncly for himself Phil looked behind
him. When he saw Pietro at but a few rods’ distance
Lis licart stood still with sudden fright, and for an in-
stant his feet were rooted to the ground. Then the
thought of escape came to him, and he began to run,
not too soon.

“Stop!” called out Pietro. ¢ Stop, or I will kill
yeu!”

But Phil did not comprcherd the advantage of
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surrendering himself to Pietro. IIe understood too
well how he would be treated, if he rcturned a
prisoner. Instead of obeying the call, he only sped
on the faster. Now between the pursuer and the
pursued there was a difference of six years, Pietro
being ecighteen, while Phil was but twelve. This, of
course, was in Pietro’s favor. On the other hand,
the pursuer was encumbered by a hand-organ, which
retarded his progress, while Thil had only a violin,
which didnot delay him atall. This made their speed
about equal, and gave Thil a chance to escape, unless
he should meet with some interruption.

“Stop!” called Pietro, furiously, beginning to
realize that the victory was not yet won.

Phil looked over his shoulder, and, seeing that
Pietro was no nearer, toolk fresh courage. Ile darted
round a corner with his pursuer half a dozen rods be-
tind him. They were not in the most f{requented
parts of the city, but in a quarter occupied by two-
story wooden houses. Seeing a {ront dcor open,
Phil, with a sudden impulse, ran hastily in, closing
the door behind him.

A woman with her sleeves rolled up, who appeared
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to have taken them from the tub, hearing lus steps,
came out from the back room.

*What do ye want?” she demanded, suspiciously.

“Save me!” cried Phil, out of breath. ¢ Some
one is chasing me. e is bad. IIe will beat me.”

'lhe Wom'ms _sywpathies were quickly enlisted.
She had a warm heart, and was always ready to give
aid to the oppressed.

“Whist, darlint, run upstairs, and hide under the
bed. Tl send him off wid a flea in his ear, whoever
he is.”

Phil was quick to take a hint. Ile ran upstairs,
and concealed himself as directed. While he was
doing it, the lower door, which he had shut, was
opencd by Dietra. IIe was about to rush into the
house, but the muscular form of Phil’s friend stood
in the way.

“Out wid ye!” said she, flourishing a broom,
which she had snatched up. ““Is that the way you
inter a dacint woman’s house, ye spalpeen ! ”

“I want my brother,” said Pietro, drawing back a

Little before the amazon who disputed his passage.
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“ Go and find him, thin!” said Bridget McG nire,
“and kape out of my house.”

“But he is here,” said Pietro, angrily. I saw
Lim come in.”

¢ Then, one of the family is cnough,” said Bridget.
¢ 1 don’t want another. Lave here wid you!”

“Give me my brother, then!” said Pictro, pro-
voked.

“T don’t know anything of your brother. If he
looks like you, he’s a beauty, sure,” returned Mrs
McGuire.

“Will you let me look for him?”

¢ Faith, and I won’t. You may call him if you
plasc.”

ietro knew that this would do very little good,
but there seemed nothing clse to do.

« Filippo!” he called. ¢ Come here. The pa-
drone has sent for you.”

“What was ye sayin’?” demanded Dridget, not
comprehending the Italian.

¢ T told my brother to come.”

¢ Then you can go out and wait for him,” said she.

[ don’t want you in the house.”



202 PHIL, THE FIDDLER; OR,

Pictro was very angry. Ile suspected that Phil
was in the rear room, and was anxious to scarch for
him. DBut Bridget McGuire was in the way,— no
light, delicate wornan, but at least forty pounds heavier
than Pictro. Moreover, she was armed with a broom,
and seemed quite ready to use it. Phil was fortunate
in obtaining so able a protector. DPictro looked at
her, and had a vague thought of running by her, and
dragging out Phil if he found him. DBut Bridget was
planted so squarely in his path that this course did
not scem very practicable.

“Will you give me my brother?” demanded
Pictro, forced to use words where he would willingly
have used blows.

¢TI haven’t got your brother.”

¢ He is in this house.”

“Thin he may stay here, but you shan’t,” said
Bridget, and she made a sudden demonstration with
the broom, of so threatening a character that Pietro
hastily backed out of the house, and the door was

instantly bolted in his face.
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CHAPTER XXI.
THE SIEGE.

Waex the enemy had fairly been driven out of the
house Mrs. McGuire went upstairs in search of Phil.
Our hero had come out from his place of concealment,
and stood at the window.

“Where is Pietro?” he asked, as his hostess
appeared in the chamber.

“J druv him out of the house,” said Bridget,
triumphantly.

“Then he won’t come up here?” interrogated
Phil.

“I¢’s I that would like to see him thry it,” said
Mrs. McGuire, shaking her head in a very positive
manner. “ I'd break my broom over his bacls first.”

Phil breathed freer. 1le saw that he was rescued
from immediate danger.

““ Where is he now?”
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“IIe’s outside watching for you. IIc’ll have to
wait till you come out.”

¢ DMay I stay here till he goes?”

“Sure, and you may,” said the warm-hearted
Irish-woman. ¢ You're as welcome as flowers in
May. Are you hungry?”

¢ No, thank you,” said Phil. “I have eaten my
dinner.”

“Won’t you thry a bit of bread and cold mate
now?” she asked, hospitably.

“You are very kind,” said Phil, gratefully, “ but
I am not hungry. I only want to get away from
Pietro.”

¢ Is that the haythen’s name? Sure I niver heard
it before.”

¢ It is Peter in Inglish.”

¢ And has he got the name of the blessed St.
Peter thin. Sure St. Peter would be ashamed of
him. And is he your brother?”

¢ No,” said Phil.

¢ JTe said he was; but I thought it was a wicked
lie when he said it. Ile’s too bad, sure, tc be a

brother of yours. But I must go down to my work
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My clothes is in the tub, and the water will get
cold.”

¢Will you be kind enough to tell me when he goes
away ?” asked Phil.

“Sure I will. Rest aisy, darlint. Ile shan’t get
hold of you.”

Pictro’s disappointment may be imagined when he
found that the vietim whom he already considered in
his grasp was snatched from him in the very moment
of his triumph. Ile felt nearly as much incensed at
Mrs. McGuire as at Phil, but against the former he
had no remedy. Over the stalwart Irish-woman neither
he nor the padrone had .any jurisdiction, and he was
compelled to own himself ignominiously repulsed and
baffled. Still all was not lost. Phil must come out
of the house some time, and when he did he would
capture him. When that happy moment arrived he
resolved to inflict a little punishment on our hero on
his own account, in anticipation of that which awaited
him from his uncle, the padrone. IIe therefore took
his position in front of the house, and maintained a
careful watch. that Phil might not escape unob-

served.
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So half an hour passed. IIe could hear no noise
inside the house, nor did Phil show himself at any
of the windows. DPictro was distu.bed by a sudden
suspicion. What if, while he was watching, Phil
Liad escaped by the back door, and was already at a
distance! This would be quite possible, for as he
stood he could only watch the front of the house.
The rear was hidden from his view. Made uncasy
by this thought, he shifted his ground, and crept
stealthily round on the side, in the hope of catching
a view of Phil, or perhaps lLearing some conversation
between him and his Amazonian protector by which
he might sct at rest his suddenly forme suspicions.

Ile was wrong, lrowever. Phil was stiil upstairs.
IIe was disposed to be cautious, and did not mean to
leave his present place of security until e should be
apsrised by his hostess that Pietro had gone.

Bridget McGuire kept on with her washing. She
had been once to the front room, and, looking through
the blinds, had ascertained that Pictro was still
there.

¢ He'll have to wait long enough,” she said to her-
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gelf, ¢ the haythen! It’s hard he’ll find it to get the
better of Bridget McGuire.”

She was still at her tub when through the opposite
window on the side of the house she caught sight of
Pietro creeping stealthily along, as we have de-
scribed.

“T1l be even wid him,” said Bridget to herself
exultingly. “TIll tache him to prowl round my
house.”

She took from the sink near by a large, long-
handled tin dipper, and filled it full of warm suds
from the tub. Then stealing to the window, she
opened it suddenly, and as Pietro looked up, suddenty-
launchied the econtents in his face, calling forth a vol-
ley of imprecations, which I would rather not transfer
to my page. Being in Italian, Bridget did not
exactly understand their meaning, but guessed it.

“TIs it there ye are?” she said, in affected sur-
prise.

“Why did you do that?” demanded Pietro, finding
enough English to express his indignation.

“Why did I do it?” repeatcd Bridget. ¢ Ilow

would I know that you were crapin’ under my windy?
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It serves you right anyhow. I don’t want you
here.”

¢ Send out my brother, then,” said Pictro.

“There’s no brother of yours iuside,” said Mrs,
McGuire.

¢ It’s a lie!” said Pictro, angrily stamping lis foot.

“ Do you want it ag’in?” aske:l Bridget, filling her
dipper once more from the tub, causing Pietro to
withdraw hastily to a greater distance. ¢ Don’t you
tell Dridget McGuire that she lies.”

“ My brother is in the Louse,” rciterated Pietro,
doggedly.

* e is no brother of yours, — le says so.”

‘“IIe lies,” said Pietro.

¢ Shure and it’s somebody else lies, 'm thinkin’,”
raid Bridget.

¢Ts he in the house?” demanded Pietro, finding it
difficult to argue with Phil’s protector.

¢ T don’t see him,” said Bridget, shrewdly, turning
and glancing round the room.

¢“T'll call the police,” said Pietro, trying to intime
ldate his adversary.

¢ T wish you wculd,” she answered promptly. ¢ If



THE YOUNG STREET MUSICIAN. 209

would save me the trouble. I'll make a charge ag’inst
you for thryin’ to break in to my house; maybe you
want to stale something.”

Pietro was getling disgusted. Mrs. McGuire proved
more unmanageable than he anticipated. It was tan-
talizing to think that Phil was so near him, and yet
out of his reach. IIe anathematized Phil’s protector
in his heart, and I am afraid it would have gone hard
with her if he could have had his wishes fulfilled. IIe
was not troubled to think what next to say, for
Bridget suddenly terminated the interview, by shut-
ting down the window with the remark, ¢ Go away
from here! I don’t want you lookin’ in at my windy.”

Rétl'o did not, however, go away immediately. Ile
moved a little further to the rear, having a suspicion
that Phil might escape from the door at the back.
While he was watching here, lie suddenly heard the
tfront door open, and shut with a loud sound. Ilec ran
to the front, thinking that Phil might be taking flight
from the street door, but it was only a ruse of Mrs.
McGuire, who rather enjoyed tantalizing Pictro. He
looked carefully up and down the street, but, seeing

nothing of Phil, he concluded he must still be inside
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He therefore resumed his watch, but in some perplex-
ity as to where he ought to stand, in order to watch
both the front and rear. Phil occasionally looked
guardedly from the window in the second story, and
saw liis enemy, but knew that as long as he remained
indoors he was safe. It was not very agreeable
remaining in the chamber alone, but it was a great
deal better than falling into the clutehes of Pietro,
and he felt fortunate to have found so secure a place
of refuge.

Pietro finally posted himself at the side of the
house, where he could command a view of both front
and rear, and there maintained his stand ncarly
undernecath the window at which his intended prisoner
was standing.

As Phil was watching him, suddenly he heard steps,
and Dridget McGuire entered the chamber. She
bore in her hand the same tin dipper before noticed,
filled with steaming hot water. Thil regarded her
with some surprise.

“Would you like to see some fun now?” she
asked, her face covered by a broad smile.

*¢ Yes,” said Phil.
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“Open the windy, then, aisy now, so he won’t
Lear.”

Phil obeyed directions, and managed not to
attract the attention of his besieger below, whe
chanced at the moment to be looking towards the
door in the rear.

“Now,” said DBridget, ¢ take this dipper and give
Lim the binifit of it.”

Phil took the idea at once, and the dipper at the
same time.

“Don’t let him sce you do it,” cautioned his pro-
tector.

Phil, holding the dipper carefully, discharged the
contents with such good aim that they drenched the
watching Pietro. The water being pretty hot, a howl
of pain and rage rose from below, and Pietro danced
about frantically. Looking up, Le saw no one, for
Phil had followed directions and drawn his head in
immediately. DBut Mrs. DMcGuire, less cautious,
looked out directly afterwards.

“Will ye go now, or will ye stand jist where I
throw the hot wather?”

In reply, Pietro indulged in some rather emphatie
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language, but being in the Italian language, in which
he was more fluent, they fell unregarded upon the
ears of Mrs. McGuire.

“TI told you to go,” she said. ‘I've got some
more wather inside.”

Pietro stepped back in alarm. IIe had no disposi-
tion to take another warm shower-bath, and he had
found out to his cost that Bridget McGuire was not a
timid woman, or casily frightcned.

But he had not yet abandoned the sicge. e
shifted his ground to the front of the house, and took

8 position commanding a view of the front door.
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CHAPTER XXII
PIETRO IS COMPELLED TO RAISE THE SIEGE.

Tiovaem Thil was the besieged party, his position
was decidedly preferable to that of DIietro. The
afternoon was passing, and he was carning nothing.
He finally uncovered his organ, and began to play.
A few gathered around him, but they werc of that
class with whom money is not plenty. So after a
while, finding no pennies forthcoming, he stopped
suddenly, but did not move on, as his auditors ex-
pected him to. Ile still kept his eyes fixed on Mrs.
McGuire’s dwelling. Ie did this so long as to
attract observation.

¢“You’'ll know the house next time, mister,” said a
sharp Loy.

Pictro was about to answer angrily, when a thought
struck him.

“Will you do something for me?” he asked.

¢ How wmuch?” inquired the boy, suggestively
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¢ Five cents,” answered Pietro, understanding his
meaning.

¢ It isn’t much,” said the boy, reflectively. ¢ Tell
me what you want.”

Though Pictro was not much of a master of Eng-
lish, he contrived to malke the boy understand that he
was to go round to the back door and tell Mrs,
McGuire that hie, Pictro, was gone. Ilec intended to
hide close by, and when Thil came out, as he hoped,
on the strength of his disappearance, he would de-
scend upon him, and bear him off triumphantly.

Armed with these instructions, the boy went round
to the back door and knoclked.

Thinking it might Dbe Phil’s enemy, Mrs. McGuire
went to the door, holding in onec hand a dipper of hot
suds, ready to use in case of cmergency.

“Well, what do you want?” she asked abruptly,
secing that it was a boy.

¢“Ilc’s gone,” said the boy.

“YWho’s gone?”

“The man with the hand-organ, ma’am.”

“And what for do I care?” demanded Bridget,

suspiciously.
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This was a question the boy could not answer. In
fact, ke wondered himself why such a message should
bave been sent. He could only look at her in
silence.

* Who told you to tell the man was gone?” asked
Bridget, with a shrewdness worthy of a practitioner
at the bar.

¢ The Italian told me.”

“Did he?” repeated DBridget, who saw into the
trick at once. ¢ He’s very kind.”

“Jle didn’t want you to know he told me,” said
the boy, remembering his instructions too late.

Mrs. McGuire nodded her head intelligently.

¢ True for you,” said she. ¢ What did he pay you
for tellin’ me?”

“Tive cents.”

“Thin it’s five cints lost. Do you want to earn
another five cints?”

“Yes,” said the boy, promptly.

“ Thin do what I tell you?”

¢ VWhat is it?”

¢ Come in and I'll tell you.”
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The boy having entered, Mrs. McGuire led him to
the front door.

¢ Now,” said she, ¢ when I open the door, run as
fast as you can. The man that sint you will think it
is another boy, and will run after you. Do ye mind?”

The young messenger began to see the joke, and
was quite willing to help carry it out. But even the
prospective fun did not make him forgetful of his
promised recompense.

¢ Where’s the five cents ?” he asked.

¢Ilere,” said DBridget, and diving into the depths
of a capacious pocket she drew out five pennies.

“That’s all right,” said the boy. ¢ Now open the
door.”

Bridget took care to make a noise in opening the
door, and, as it opened, she said in a loud voice,
“You're all safe; the man’s gone.”

« Now run,” she said in a lower voice.

The boy dashed out of the door-way, but Blrs.
McGuire remained standing there. She was not
mach surprised to sce Pictro run out from the other
side of the house, and prepare to chase the runaway.

But quickly perceiving that he was mistaken, he
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cliccked his steps, and turning saw Mrs. McGuire
with a triumphant smile on her face.

“Why don’t you run?” she said. “You can
catch him.”

¢ Tt isn’t my brother,” he answered, sullenly.

¢ I thought you was gone,” she said.

“I am waiting for my brother.”

“Thin you’ll have to wait. You wanted to chate
me, you haythen! DBut Bridget McGuire aint to be
took in by such as you. You’d better lave this be-
fore my man comes home from his work, or he’ll give
you lave of absence wid a kick.”

Without waiting for an answer Dridget shut the
door, and bolted it,—leaving her enemy routed at
all points.

In fact Pietro began to lose courage. Ile saw that
be liad a determined foe to contend with. IIe had
been foiled thus far in every effort to obtain posses-
sion of Phil. DBut the more difficult the enterprise
seemer, the more anxious he became to carry it out
successfully. Ile knew that the padrone would not
give hin; a very cordial reception if he returned with-

out Phil, especially as he would be compelled to
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admit that he had seen him, and had nevertleless
failed to secure him. Ilis uncle would not be able to
appreciate the obstacles he had encountered, but
would consider him in fault. TFor this reason, he did
not like to give up the sicge, though Le saw little
hope of accomplishing his object. At length, how-
ever, he was obliged to raise the siege, but from a
cause with which neither Phil nor his defender had
anything to do.

The sky which had till this time been clear, sud-
denly darkened. In ten minutes rain began to fall
in large drops. A sudden shower, unusual at this
time in the year, came up, and pedestrians cvery-
where, caught without umbrellas, fled panic-stricken
to the nearest shelter. Twice before, as we know,
Pietro had suffered from a shower of warm water.
This, though colder, was even more formidable.
Vanquished by the forces of nature, Pietro shouldered
his instrument and fled incontinently. Thil might
come out now, if he chose. Iis enemy had deserted
his post, and the coast was clear.

“That’ll make the haythen lave,” thought Mrs.

McGuire, who, though sorry to see the rain on an
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count of her washing, exulted in the fact that Pietro
was caught out in it.

She went to the front door and looked out. TLook-
ing up the street, she just caught a glimpse of the
organ in rapid retreat. She now unbolted the door,
the danger being at an end, and went up to acquaint
Phil with the good news.

“ You may come down now,” she said.

¢ Is he gone?” inquired Phil.

¢ Shure he’s runnin’ up the street as fast as his legs
can carry him.”

¢Thank you for saving me from him,” said Phil,
with a great sense of relief.

“ Whisht now; I don’t nade any thanks. Come
down by the fire now.”

So Phil went down, and Bridgst, on hospitahle
thoughts intent, drew her only rocking-chair near the
stove, and forced Phil to sit down in it. Then she
told him, with evident enjoyment, of the trick which
Pictro had tried to play on her, and how le had failed.

“IIe couldn’t chate me, the haythen!” she con-
cluded. ¢TI was too smart for the likes of him, any

how. Where do you live when you are at home? ”
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¢ have no home now,” said Phil.

¢¢ And have you no father and mother? ’

“Yes,” said Phil. ¢ They live in Ttaly.”

“ And why did they let you go so far away?”

“ They were poor, and the padrone offered them
money,” answered Phil, forced to answer, though the
subject was an unpleasant onec.

¢ And did they know he was a bad man, and would
bate you?”

¢“J don’t think they knew,” said Phil, with hesita-
tion. ¢ My mother did not know.”

“I've got three childer myself,” said DBridget;
¢ they’ll get wet comin’ home from school, the darlints,
— but I wouldn’t let ’em go with any man to a far
country, if he’d give me all the gowld in the world.
And where does that man live that trates you so
bad?”

¢ In New York.”

¢ And docs Peter — or whatever the haythen’s name
is — live there too?”

“Yes, Pietro lives there. The padrone is his uncle,
and treats him better than the rest of us. Ilc sent

him after me to bring me back.”
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« Aud what is your name? Is it Peter, like his?”

¢ No; my name is Filippo.”

¢ It’s a quarc name.”

¢ American boys call me Phil.”

¢“That's better. It’s a Christian name, and the
other isn’t. Defore I marriecd my man, I lived five
years at Mrs. Robertson’s, and she had a boy they
called Phil. IIis whole name was Philip.”

¢ That is my name in Iinglish.”

¢ Then why don’t you call it so, instead of Philip-
0. What good is the O, anyhow? In my country they
put the O before the name instead of to the tail-ind
of it. My mother was an O’Connor. But it’s likely
ivery country has its own ways.”

Phil knew very little of Ireland, and did not fully
understand Mrs. MeGuire’s philosophical remarks.
Otherwise they might have amused him, as they may
possibly amuse my readers.

I cannot undertake to chronicle the conversation
that followed between Phil and his hostess. She
made numerous inquiries, to some of which he was
able to give satisfactory replies, to others not. Bat

in balf an hour there was an interruption, and 2
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noisy one. Three stout, freckle-faced children ran in
at the back door, dripping as if they had just emerged
from a shower-bath. TPhil moved aside to let them
approach the stove.

Forthwith Mrs. McGuire was engaged in motherly
carcs, remcving a part of the wet clothing, and
lamenting for the state in which her sturdy offspring
had returned. DBut presently order was restored, and
the bustle was succeeded by quict.

“Play us a tune,” said Pat, the oldest.

Phil complied with the request, and played tune
after tune, to the great delight of the children as well
as of Mrs. McGuire hersclf. The resnlt was that
when, shortly after, on the storm subsiding, Phil pro-
posed to go, the children clamored to have him stay,
and he received such a cordial invitation to stop till
the next morning that he acecepted, nothing loth. Seo

till the next morning our young hero is provided for -
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CHAPTER XXIIIL
A PITCHED BATTLE.

143 my youthful reader ever scen a dog slinking
home with downcast look, and tail between his legs?
It was with very much the same air that Pietro in the
evening entered the presence of the padrone. Ile
had received a mortifying defcat, and now he had be-
fore him the difficult task of acknowledging it.

“Well, Pietro,” said the padrone, harshly, ¢ where
is Iilippo?”

¢ IIe is not with me,” answered Pietro, in an em-
harrassed manner.

¢ Didn’t you see him, then?” demanded his unele,
Lastily.

TFor an instant Pietro was inclined to reply in the
negative, knowing that the censure he would incur
would be less. But Phil might yet be taken,— le
probably would be soo1er or later, Pietro thought, —

and then his falsehood would be found out, and he
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would in consequence lose the confidence of the
padrone. So, difficult though it was, he thought it
politic to tell the truth.

¢ Si, signore, I saw him,” said he.

“Then why didn’t you drag him home?” de-
manded his uncle, with contracted brow. ¢ Didn’t I
order you to bring him home?”

¢ Si, signore, but I could not.”

¢ Are you not so strong as he, then?” asked the
padrone, with a sneer. “Is a boy of twelve more
than a match for you, who are six years older? ”

“T could kill him with my little finger,” said
Pietro, stung by this taunt, and for the moment he
looked as if he would like to do it.

¢ Then you didn’t want to bring him? Come, you
are not too old for the stick yet.”

Pictro glowed beneath his dark skin with arger
and shame when these words were addressed to him.
ITe would not have cared so much bad they been
aloue, but some of the younger boys were present,
and it shamed him to be threatened in their presence.

“I will tell you how it happened,” he said, sup-
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pressing his anger as well as he could, “and you will
see that I was not in fault.”

¢t Speak on, then,” said his uncle; but his tone was
cold and incredulous.

Pictro told the story, as we know it. It will not
be necessary to repeat it. When he had finished, hig
uncle said, with a sneer, *“ So you were afraid of a
woman. I am ashamed of you.”

¢ What could I do?” pleaded Pictro.

“What could you do?” repeated the padrone,
fariously ; ¢ you could push her aside, run into the
house, and secure the boy. You are a coward,-
afraid of a woman!”

“Tt was her house,” said Pictro. ¢ Sle would call
the police.”

“So could you. You could say it was your
brother you sought. There was no difficulty. Da
you think Filippo is there yet?”

“T do not know.”

“ To-morrow I will go with you myself,” said the
padrone. “I see I cannot trust you alone. You
shall show me the house, and I will take the boy.”

Pietro was glad to hear this. It shifted the re-
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sponsibility from his shoulders, and he was privately
convinced that Mrs. McGuire would prove a mors
formidable antagonist {han the padronc imagined.
Whichever way it turned out, he would experience a
feeling of satisfaction. If the padrone got worsted,
it would show that he, Pietro, need not be ashamed
of his defeat. If Mrs. McGuire had to surrender at
discretion, he would rejoice in her discomfiture. So,
in spite of his reprimand, he went to bed with better
spirits than he came home.

The next morning Pietro and the padrone pro-
ceeded to Newarls, as proposed. Arrived there, the
former led his uncle at once to the house of the re-
doubtable Mrs. McGuire. It will be necessary for

us to precede them.

Patrick McGuire was a laborer, and for some
months past had had steady work. Bat, as luck
would have it, work ceased for him on the day in
which his wife had proved so powerful a protector to
Phil. When he came home at night he announced
this.

¢« Niver mind, Pat,” said Mrs. McGuire, who was

sanguine and hopeful, “we’ll live somehow. I've
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got a bit of money upstairs, and I'll earn something
by washing. We won’t starve.”

¢ I'll get work ag’in soon, maybe,” said Pat, en-
couraged.

¢« Shure you will.”

¢ And if T don’t, I'll help you wash,” said her bus-
band, humorous'y.

¢ Shure you'd spoil the clothes,” said Bridget
laughing.

In the evening Phil played, and they had a merry
time. DMr. McGuire quite forgot that he was out of
work, and seizing his wife by the waist danced around
the kitchen, to the great delight of the children.

The next morning I’hil %hanked Mrs. McGuire for
ber kindness, and prepared to go away.

“Why will you go?” asked Dridget, hospitab’y.
¢ Shure we have room for you. You can pay us a
little for your atin’, and sleep with the childer.”

¢« T should like it,” said Phil, ¢ but —"

“But what?”

¢ Pietro will come for me.”
¢ And if he does, my Pat will kick him out of

{ocors.”



228 PHIL, THE FIDDLER; OR,

Mr. McGuire was six feet in height, and power.
fully made. There was no doubt he could do it if
he had the opportunity. DBut Phil knew that he must
go out into the streets, and then Pietro might waylay
Lim when he had no protector at hand. IIe explained
his difficulty to Mrs. McGuire, and she proposed that
he should remain close at hand all the forenoon ; near
enough to fly to the house, as a refuge, if needful. If
Pietro did not appear in that time, he probably would
not at all.

Phil agreed to this plan, and accordingly began to
play and sing in the immediate neighborhood, keeping
a watchful lookout for the enemy. Ilis earnings were
small, for the neighborhoor‘l was poor. Still he piclked
up a few pennies, and his store was increased by a
twenty-five-cent gift from a passing gentleman. Ia
had just commenced a new tune, being at that time
ten rods from the house, when his watchful cyes
detected the approach of Pietro, and, more formidable
still, — the padrone.

ITe did not stop to finish the tune, but took to his
Leels At that moment the padrone saw him, With
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a cry of fierce exultation, he started in pursuit, ard
Pietro with him. IIe thought Phil already in his grasp.

Phil dashed breathless into the kitchen, where
Mrs. McGuire was ironing.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

*The padrone — Pietro and the padrone!” ex-
claimed Phil, pale with affright.

Brs. McGuire took in the situation at onee.

“ Run upstairs,” she said. ¢ Pat’s up there on the
bed. Ile will see they don’t take you.”

Phil sprang upstairs two steps at a time, and
dashed into the chamber. DMMr. McGuire was lying on
the bed, smoking a clay pipe.

“What’s the matther?” he asked, repeating his
wife’s question.

¢ They have come for me,” said Phil.

“Have they?” said Pat. ¢ Then they’ll go baek,
I'm thinkin’. Where are they?”

But there was no need of a reply, as their voices
were already audible from below, talking with Mrs.
McGuire. The distance was so trifling, that they had

seen Phil enter the house, and the padrone, having a
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contempt for the physical powers of woman, followed
boldly.

They met Mrs. McGuire at the door.

“What do ye want?” she demanded.

“The boy,” said the padrone. ¢I saw him come
in here.”

“Did ye? Your eyes is sharp thin.”

She stood direetly in the passage, so that ncither
could enter without brushing her aside.

¢ Send him out,” said the padrone.

¢ Faith, and I won’t,” said Bridget. ¢ IIe shall
stay here as long as he likes.”

“I will come in and take him,” said the padrone,
furiously.

“1 wouldn’t advise ye to thry it,” said Mrs.
McGuire, coolly.

¢ Move aside, woman, or I will make you,” said
the Italian, angrily.

“T1l stay where I am. Shure it’s my own house,
and I have a right to do it.”

¢ Pietro,” said the padrome, with sudden thought,
‘“ he may escape from the front door. Go round and
watch it.”
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By his sign Bridget guessed what he said, though
it was spoken in Italian.

“IIe won't run away,” she said. ¢TIl tell you
where ke is, if you want to know.”

** Where ?”” asked the padrone, eagerly.

« IIe's upstairs, thin.”

The padrone would net be restrained any longer.
He made a rush forward, and, pushing Mrs. McGuire
aside, sprang up the stairs. IIe would have found
greater difficulty in doing this, but Bridget, knowing
her husband was upstairs, made little resistance, and
contented herself, after the padrone had passed, with
intercepting Pictro, and clutching him vigorously by
the hair, to his great discomfort, screaming ¢ Mur-
ther ! ” at the top of her lungs.

The padrone heard the cry, but in his impetuosity
he did not heed it. Ile expected to gain an easy
victory over Phil, whom he supposed to be alone iu
the chamber. Ile sprang towards him, but had
barely scized him by the arm, when the gigantic
form of the Irishman appeared, and the padrone
found himself in his powerful grasp.

“What business have ye here, you bloody
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villain? ” demanded Pat; ¢ breakin’ into an honest
man’s house, without lave or license. T'll tache you
manners, you baste!”

¢ Grive me the boy ! ” gasped the padrone.

“You can’t have him, thin!” said Pat. “You
want to bate him, you murderin’ ould villain!”

“T1l have you arrested,” said the padrone, furi-
ously, writhing vainly to get himself free. e was
almost beside himself that Phil should be the witness
of his humiliation.

“Will you, thin?” demanded Pat. ¢ Thin the
sooner you do it the betther. Open the window,
Phill”

Phil obeyed, not knowing why the request was
made. IIe was soon enlightened. The Irishman
seized the padrone, and, lifting him from the floor,
carried him to the window despite his struggles, and,
thrusting him out, let him drop. It was only the
second story, and there was no danger of scrious
injury. The padrone picked himself up, only to meet
with another disaster. A passing policeman had
beard Mrs. McGuire’s cries, and on hearing her ac-

count had arrested Pietro, and was just in time to
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arrest the padrone also, on the charge of forcibly
entering the house. As the guardian of the peace
marched off with Pictro on one side and the padrone
an the other, Mrs, McGuire sat down on a chair, and
langhed till she cried.

* Shure they won’t come for you ag’in in a hurry,
Phil, darlint!” she said. ¢ They’ve got all they
want, I'm thinkin’.”

I may add that the pair were confined in the
station-house over night, and the next day were

brought before a justice, reprimanded and fined.
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CHATPTER XXIV.
THE DEATH OF GIACOMO.

GreaT was the astonishment at the TItalian
lodging-house that night when ncither the padrone
nor Pictro made his appearance. Great was the joy
also, for the nightly punishments were also neces-
sarily omitted, and the boys had no onc to pay their
money to. There was another circumstance not so
agrceable. All the provisions were locked up, and
there was no supper for the hungry children. Finally,
at half-past eleven, three boys, bolder than the rest,
went out, and at last succeeded in obtaining some
bread and crackers at an oyster-saloon, in sufficient
quantities to supply all their comrades. After eating
heartily they went to bed, and for one night the cs-
tablishment ran itself much more satisfactorily to the
boys than if the padrone had been present

The next morning the boys went out as usual,

having again bought their breakfast and dispersed
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themselves about the city and vicinity, heartily hop-
ing that this state of things might continue. But
it was too good to last. When they returned at
evening they found their old enemy in commard.
1Ie looked more ill-tempered and sourer than ever,
but gave no explanation of his and Pietro’s abscnce,
except to say that hie had been out of the city on
business. IIe called for the boys’ earnings of the
day previous, but to their surprise made no inquiries
about how they had supplied themselves with supper
or breakfast. IIc felt that his influcnce over the
boys, and the terror which he delighted to inspire in
them, would be lessened if they should learn that he
had Dbeen arrested and punished. The boys were
accustomed to look upon him as possessed of absolute
power over them, and almost regarded him as above
law.

Pictro, too, was silent, partly for the same reasons
which influenced the padrone, partly because he
was afraid of offending his uncle.

Meanwhile poor Giacomo remained sick. If he
had been as robust and strong as Phil, Le would hLave

recovered, bui he was naturally delicate, and ex-
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posure and insufficient food had done their work only
too well.

Four days afterwards (to advance the story a
little) one of the boys came to the padrone in the
morning, saying, ¢ Signore padrone, Giacomo is
much worse. I think he is going to die.”

“Nonsense!” said the padrone, angrily. ¢Ile is
only pretending to be sick, so that he need not worls,
I have lost enough by him already.”

Nevertheless he went to the little boy’s bedside.

Giacomo was breathing faintly, Ilis face was
painfully thin, his eyes preternaturally bright. Ile
spoke faintly, but his mind seemed to be wandering.

“Where is Filippo?” he said. “I want to sce
Filippo.”

In this wish the padrone heartily concurred. e,
too, would have been glad to see¢ Filippo, but the
pleasure would not have been mutual.

“Why do you want to see Filippo?” he demanded,
in his customary harsh tone.

Giacomo heard and answered, though unconscious
who spoke to him.

T want to kiss him before I die,” he said.
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“{Vhat makes you think you are going to die?”
said the padrome, struck in spite of himself by the
boy’s appearance.

“I am so weak,” murmured Giacomo. ¢ Stoop
down, Filippo. I want to tell you something in your
CaT N

Moved by curiosity rather than humanity, the pa-
drone stooped over, and Giacomo whispered : —

“When you go back to Italy, dear Filippo, go and
tell my mother how I died. Tell her not to let my
father sell my little brother to a padrone, or ke may
die far away, as I am dying. Promise me, Filip-
po.” N

There was no answer. The padrone did indeed
feel a slight emotion of pity, but it was unhappily
transient. Giacomo did not observe that the ques-
tion was not answered.

« Kiss me, I'ilippo,” said the cying boy.

One of the boys who stood mnear by, with tears 1n

his eyes, bent over and kissed him.

Giacomo smiled. He thought it was I;‘i-lf-i)po.

With that smile on his face, he gave one quick gasp
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and died, — a victim of the padrone’s tyranny and his
father’s cupidity.*
1. Death came to Giacomo as a friend. No longer
could he be forced out into the streets to suifer cold
and fatigue, and at night inhuman treatment and

abuse. Ilis slavery was at an end.

We go back now to Phil. Though he and his
friends had again gained a victory over Pietro and
the padrone, he thought it would not be prudent to
remain in Newark any longer. Ile knew the re-
vengeful spirit of his tyrants, and dreaded the chance
of again falling into their hands. Ile must of course
be exposed to the risk of capture while plying his
vocation in the public streets. Therefore he resisted
the invitation of his warm-hearted protectors to malke
his home with them, and decided to wander farther

away from New Yorlk.

* 1t is the testimony of an cminent Neapolitan physician
{1 quote from Signor Casali, editor of L’ Eco & Italia) that of
one hundred Ttalian children who are sold by their parents into
this white slavery, but twenty ever return home; thirty grow
up and adopt various occupations abroad, and jfif{y succumh to

maladies produced by privation and exposure.
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Yoy vt day, theretore, he went to the railway
f.tiow, and bhought a ticket for a place ten miles
further ¢ 1. This ke decided would be far enough to
Le safe.

Getting out of the train, he found himself in a vils
lage of moderate size. Thil looked around him with
interest. IIe had the fondness, natural to his age,
for seeing new places. Ile soon came to a school-
house. It was only quarter of nine, and some of the
boys were playing outside. Phil leaned against a
tree and looked on.

Though he was at an age when boys enjoy play
better than work or study, he had no opportunity to
join in their games.

One of the boys, observing him, came up and said
frankly, ¢ Do you want to play with us?”

“Yes,” said Thil, brightering up, “I should like
to.”

“ Come on, then.”

Phil looked at his fiddle and hesitated.

¢« QOh, I'll take care of your fiddle for you. Ilers,
this tree is hollow; just put it inside, and ncbody

will touch it.”
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Phil nceded no second invitation. Sure of the
safety of his fiddle, which was all important to him
since it procured for him his livelihood, he joined in
the game with zest. It svas so simple that he easily
understood it. IIis laugh was as loud and merry as
any of the rest, and his face giowed with enjoyment.

It does not take long for boys to become acquainted.
In the brief time before the teacher’s arrival, Phil
became on good terms with the school-boys, and the
onc who had first invited him to join them, said,
“Come into school with us. You shall sit in my
scat.”

“VWill Ze let me?” asked PLil, pointing to the
teacher.

“To be sure he will. Come along.”

PLil took his fiddle from its hiding-place in the
interior of the tree, and walked beside his companion
into the school-room.

It was the first time he had ever been in a school-
room -before, and he looked about him with curiosity
at the desks, and the maps hanging on the walls.
The blackboards, too, he regarded with surprise, not

understanding their use.
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After the opening exercises were concluded, the
teacher, whose attention had been directed to the new-
comer, walked up to the desk where he was seated.
Phil was a little alarmed, for, associating him with his
recollections of the padrone, he did not know but that
he would be punished for his temerity in entering
without the teacher’s invitation.

Buat he was soon reassured by the pleasant tone in
which he was addressed.

¢ What is your name, my young friend?”

¢ Iilippo.”

“You are an Italian, I suppose.”

 Si, signore.”

¢ Does that mean Yes, sir?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Phil, remembering to spesk
Eunglish.

¢t Ts that your violin?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where do you live?”

Phil hesitated.

¢“T am travelling,” he said at last.

“You are young to travel alone. IIow long have

you been in this country?”
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“ A year.”

“And have you been travelling about all ‘hat
time?”

¢ No, signore; I have lived in New York.”

¢T suppose you have not gone to school.”

¢ No, signore.”

“Well, I am glad to see you here; I shall be glad
to have you stay, and listen to our exereises.”

The teacher walked back to his desk, and the
lessons began. Phil listened with curiosity and atten-
tion. For the first time in his life he felt ashamed
of his own ignorance, and wished he, too, might have
a chance to learn, as the children around him were
doing. DBut they hed homes and parents to supply
their wants, whﬁe h; rﬁust Wm;kvfor his livelihood.

After a time,recess came. Then the boys gathered
around, and asked Phil to play them a tune.

¢« Will Ze let me?” asked the young fiddler, again
referring to the teacher.

The latter being applied to, readily consented,
and expressed his own wish to hear Phil. So the
young minstrel played and sung several tunes to the

group of children who gathered around him. Time
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passed rapidly, and the recess was over before the
children anticipated it.

«“ T am sorry to disturb your enjoyment,” said the
teacher; “ but duty before pleasure, you know. I
will only suggest that, as our young friend here de-
pends on his violin for support, we ought to collect a
little money for him. James Reynolds, suppose you
pass around your hat for contributions. Come to me
first.”

The united offerings, though small individually,
amounted to a dollar, which Phil pocketed with much
gatisfaction. ITe did not remain after rccess, but re-
sumed his wanderings, and about noon entered a
grocery store, where he made a hearty lunch. Thus
far good fortune attended him, but the time was com-
ing, and that before long, when life would wear a less

sunny aspect.
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CIIAPTER XXV.
DR. DRAYTON’S CHRISTMAS GIFT.

It was the ecvening Dbefore Christinas. Until
to-day the winter had been an open one, but abeut
one o'clock in the afternoon the snow began to fall.
The flakes came thicker and faster, and it soon be-
came evident that an old-fashioned snow-storm had
set in. DBy seven o’clock the snow lay a foot deep on
a level, but in some places considerably deeper, for a
brisk wind had piled it up in places.

In a handsome house, some rods back from the
village street, lived Dr. Drayton, a physician, whose
skill was so well appreciated that he haa already,
though still in the prime of life, accumulated a hand-
spome competence.

Ile sat this evening in his library, in dressing-
gown and slippers, his wife near by engaged on some
needle-work.

¢“I hope you won’t be called out this evening,
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Joseph,” said Mrs. Drayton, as a gust of wind
rattled the window-panes.

“I echo that wish, my dear,” said the doctor,
looking up from the last number of the ¢ Atlantic
Mouathly.” ¢TI find it much more comfortable sitting
here, reading Dr. ITolmes’ last article.”

 The snow must be quite deep.”

¢t is. T found ny ride from the north village

this afternoon bleak enough. You know how the wind
sweeps across the road near the Pond school-house.
I believe there is to be a Clristmas-eve celebration
in the Town IIall this evening, — is there not?”

“Noj it has been postponed till to-morrow even-
ing.”

¢ That will be better. The weather and waiking
will both be bettor. Shall we go, Mary?”

¢ If you wish it,” she said, liesitatingly.

IIer husband understood her lhesitation. Christmas
day was a sad anniversary to them. TFour years
before, their only son Walter, a boy, of cight, had died
Just as the Christmas church-bells were ringing out
a summons to church. Since then the house had

been a silent one, the quiet unbroken by childish
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nolse and merriment. Much as the doctor and hig
wife were to each other, both felt the void which
Walter’s death had created, and cspecially as the
anniversary came round, which called to mind their
great loss.

“I think we had better go,” said the doctor;
¢ though God has bereft us of our own child, it will
be pleasant for us to watch the Lappy faces of
others.”

¢t Perhaps you are right, Joseph.”

ITalf an hour passed. The doctor continued read-
ing the ¢ Atlantic,” while his wife, occupied with
thoughts which the conversation had called up, kept
on with her work.

Just then the bell was heard to ring.

“I hope it is not for you, Joseph,” said his wife,
apprchensively.

¢ T am afraid it is,” said the doctor, with a look of
resignation. ¢TI thought it would be too good luck
for me to have the whole evening to myseclf.”

¢ T wish you were not a doctor,” said Mrs. Dray-
ton.

It is rather too late to change my profession, 1y
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d2ar,” said her husband, good-humoredly. ¢ I shall be
fifty next birthday. To be sure, Ellen Jones tells
me that in her class at the Normal School there is a
maiden lady of sixty-two, who has just begun to pre-
pare herself for the profession of a teacher. I am
not quite so old as that.”

IIere the servant opened the door, ushering in a
farm-laborer.

“ Good cvening, Abner,” said the doctor, recogniz-
ing him, as indeed he knew every face within half-a-
dozen miles. ¢ Anything amiss at home?”

¢ Mrs. Felton is teok with spasms,” said Abner.
+* Can you come right over?”

¢ What have you done for her?”

¢“Put her feet in warm water, and put her to bed.
Can you come right over?”

“Yes,” said the doctor, rising and exchanging his
dressing-gown for a coat, and drawing on his boots.
¢«T will go as soon as my horse is ready.”

Orders were sent out to put the horse in the sleigh.
This was quickly done, and the doctor fully ac-

cou‘red walked to the door.
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¢ [ shall be back as soon as I can, Mary,” he
said.

“That won’t be very soon. It is a good two-
niles’ ride.”

¢“1 shan’t loiter on the way, you may be sure of
that. Abner, I am ready.”

The snow was still falling, but not quite so fast
as early in the afternoon. The wind, hrowever, blew
quite as hard, and the doctor found all his wrappings
needful.

At intervals on the road he came to deep drifts of
snow, through which the horse had some difficulty in
drawing the sleigh, but at length he arrived at the
door of his patient. IIe found that the violence of
her attack was over, and, satisfied of this, left a few
simple directions, which he considered sufficient.
Nature would do the rest.

¢ Now for home!” he said to himself. ¢TI hope
this will be my last professional call this evening.
Mary will be impatient for my return.”

IIe gave the reins to his horse, who appeared to
feel that he was bound homeward, and travelled with

more alacrity than he had come. Ile, too, no doubt



.



1t MUST BE A BOY.

300D HEAVENS!



THE YOUNG STREET MUSICIAN., 249

shared the doctor’s hope that this was the last service
required of him before the morrow.

Doctor Drayton hal completed rather more than
half Lis journey, when, locking to the right, his atten-
tion was drawn to a small, dark object, nearly
covered with snow.

Instinctively he reined up-his horse.

“ Good heavens!” he exclairﬁed, “it must be a
boy. God grant he is not {rozen!”

Ile leaped from the sleigh, and lifted the insensible
Lody.

“Tt is an Italian boy, and here is his violin. The
poér child may be dead,” he said fo himself in a
startled tome. “I must carry him home, and see
what I can do for him.”

So he took up tenderly our young hero, — for our
readers will have guessed that it was Phil, — and put
both him and his violin into the sleigh. Then he
drove home with a speed which astonished even his
horse, who, though anxious to reach his comfortable
stable, would not voluntarily have put forth so great
an exertion as was now required of him.

I must explain that Phil had for the last ten days
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been travelling about the country, getting on coms
fortably while the ground was bare of snow. To-day,
however, had proved very uncomfortable. In the
city the snow would have been cleared off, and would
not have interfered so much with travelling.

He had bought some supper at a grocery store, and,
after spending an hour there, had set out again on his
wanderings. Ile found the walking so bad, that he
made up his mind to apply for a lodging at a house
not far back; but a fierce dog, by his barking, had
deterred him from the application. The road was
lonely, and he had scen no other house since. Finally,
exhausted by the effort of dragging himself through
the deep snow, and, stiff with cold, he sank down by
the side of the road, and would doubtless have frozen
had not the doctor made his appearance opportunely.

Mrs. Drayton was alarmed when her husband
entered the sitting-room, bearing Phil's insensible
form.

She jumped to her feet in alarm.

“YWho is it, Joseph?” she asked.

" A poor Ttalian boy, whom I found by the side os
the road.”
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¢“Ts he dead?” asked the doctor’s wife, quickly.

¢ T think not. I will restore him if there is any
life left in him.”

It was fortunate for Phil that he had been dis-
covered by a skilful physician, who knew the most
effectual means of bringing him to. The flame of
life was burning low, and a little longer exposure
would have closed the carthly carcer of our young
kero. But he was spared, as we hope, for a happy
and useful career.

By the application of powerful restoratives, Phil
was at length brought round. IIis chilled limbs grew
warm, and his heart began to beat more steadily and
strongly. A bed was brought down to the sitting-
room, and he was placed in it.

“Where am I?7” he asked faintly, when he opened
his eyes.

“You are with friends, my boy. Don’t ask ques-
tions now. In the morning, you may ask as many as
you like.”

Phil closed his eyes languidly, and soon fell into a
sound sleep Nature was doing her work well, and

rapidly.
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In the morning Phil woke up almost wholly
restored.

As he opened his eyes, they met the kind glances
of the doctor and his wife.

“Ilow do you feel this morning?” asked the
doctor.

“T feel well,” said Phil, looking around him
with curiosity.

“Do you think you could eat some breakfast?”
asked Dr. Drayton, with a smile.

¢ Yes, sir,” said Phil.

¢ Then, my lad, I think I can promise you some as
soon as you are dressed. But I see from your looks
you want to know where you are, and how you came
here. Don’t you remember the snow-storm yester-
day?”

Phil shuddered. IIe remembered it well.

¢« ] found you lying by the side of the road about
half-past eight in the evening., I suppose you don’
remember my picking you up?”

* No, sir.”

‘“ You were insensible. I was afraid at first yoe
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were frozen.  But I brought you home, and, thanks to
Providence, you are all right again.

“ Where is my fiddle? ” asked Phil, anxiously.

¢ Tt is safe. There it is on the piano.”

Phil was relieved to see that his faithful companion
was safe.  He looked upon it as his stock in trade,
for without it he would not have known how to malke
Lis livelihood.

IIe dressed quickly, and was soon seated at the
doctor’s well-spread table. IIe soon showed that, in
spite of his exposure and narrow escape from death,
he had a hearty appetite. Mrs. Drayton saw him ecat
with true motherly pleasure, and her natural love of
children drew ler towards our young hero, and would
have done so even had he been less attractive.

¢ Joseph,” she said, addressing her husband, “I
want to speak to you a moment.”

IIc followed her out of the room.

¢“Well, my dear?” he said.

¢TI want to ask a favor.”

“Tt is granted in advance.”

¢ Perhaps you will not say so when you know what
it is.”
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I can guess it. You want to keep this boy.”

¢ Are you willing ?”

¢TI would have proposed it, if you had not. e is
without friends and poor. We have cnough and to
spare. We will adopt him in place of our lost
Walter.”

“Thank you, Joseph. It will make me happy.
Whatever I do for him, I will do as for my lost
darling.”

They ;vcnt back into the room. They found Phil
with his cap on, and his fiddle under his arm.

“Where are you going, Philip?” asked the doc-
tor.

¢“I am going into the strect. I thank you for
your kindness.”

“ Would you not rather stay with us?”

Phil looked up, uncertain of his meaning.

“We had a boy once, but he is dead. Will you
stay with us, and be our boy?”

Thil looked in the kind faces of the dector and his
wife, and his face lighted up with joy at the unex-
pected prospect of such a home, with people who

would be kind to him.
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“I will stay.,” he said. ¢ You are very kind to
me.”

So our little hero had drifted into a snug harbor.
ilis toils and privations were over. And for the
doctor and his wife it 7“;1;;*{_;’1:1(1 day also. On
Christmas day four years before they had lost a ehild
On this Christmas God had sent them another to £ill

the void in their hearts.
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CITAPTER XXVTI.
CONCLUSION.

It was a strange thing for the homeless fiddler to
find himself the object of aflectionate care and solici-
tude,— to feel when he woke up in the morning no
anxiety about the day’s success. Ie could not have
found a better home. Naturally attractive, and with-
out serious faults, Phil soon won his way to the
hearts of the éooci doctor, and his wife. The house
seemed Brighter for his presence, and the void in the
heart of the bercaved mother was partially filled.
Her lost Walter would have been of the same age as
Phil, had he lived. Tor his szke she determined to
treat the boy, who scemed cast by Providence upou
ber protection, as a son.

To begin with, Phil was carried to the village
tailor, where an ample wardrobe was ordered for him.
IIis old clothes were not cast aside, but kept in re-

membrance of his appearance at the time he came
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to them. It was a novel sensation for Phil, when,
in his new suit, with a satch:l of books in his hand,
Le set out for the town school. It is ncecdless to say
that his cducation was very defective, but he was
far from deficient in natural ability, and the prog-
ress he made was so rapid, that in a ycdr he was on
an equal footing with the average of boys at his age.
IIc was able at that time to speak English as fluently
as his companions, and, but for his dark eyes, and
clear brown complexion, he might have been mistaken
for an American boy.

His popularity with his school-fellows was instant
and decided. Ilis good humor and lively disposition
might readily account for that, even if his position
as the adopted son of a prominent citizen had no
effect. But it was understood that the doctor, who
had no near relatives, intended to treat Phil in all
respects as a son, even to leaving him his heir.
mI-—n;ty be asked whether the padrone gave up all
efforts to recover the young fiddler. Ile was toc vin-
dictive for this. Boys had run away from him be-
fore, but none had subjected him to such ignominious

failure in the effort for their recovery. It would have
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fared ill with our young hero if he had fallen again
into the hands of his unscrupulous enemy. DBut the
padrone was not destined to recover him. Day after
day Pietro explored the neighboring towns, but ail
to no purpose. Ile only visited the prineipal towns,
while Phil was in a sreall town, not likely to attract
the attention of his pursuers.

A week after his signal failure in Newark, the
padrone inscrted an advertisement in the ¢ New York
ITerald,” offering a reward of twenty-five dollars for
the recovery of Phil. But our young hero was at
that time wandering about the country, and the ad-
vertisement did not fall under the eye of those with
whom he came in contact. At length the padrone
was compeiled to own himself baflled, and give up
the scarch. Ie was not without hopes, however,
that some time Phil would turn up. He did hear of
him again through Pictro, but not in a way to bring
him any nearer his recovery.

This is the way it happened : —

One Saturday morning in DBarch, about three
months after Phil had found a home, the doctor said

to him, ¢ Phil, I am going to New York this morning
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on a little business; would you like to come with
me?”

Phil’s eyes brightened. Though he was happy in
his village home, he had longed at times to find him-
self in the city streets with which his old vagabond
life had rendered him so familiar.

“T should like it very much,” he answered cagerly.

¢ Then run upstairs and get ready. I shall start in
fifteen minutes.”

Phil started, and then turned back.

I might meet Pictro, or the padrone,” he said, hese
itating.

“No matter if you do. I shall be with you. If they
attempt to recover you, I will summon the police.”

Tlhe doctor spole so confidently, that Phil dismissed
his momentary fear. Two hours later they set foot in
New York.

¢ Now, Phil,” said the doctor, ¢ my business will
not take long. After that, if there are any friends you
would like to sce, I will go with you, and find them.”

¢ 1 should like to see Paul IHoffinan,” said Phil, ¢« I

owe bim two dollars and a half for the fiddle.”
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“Te shall be paid,” said the doctor. ¢ Ile shall
lose nothing by trusting you.”

An hour afterwards, while walking with the doctor
in a side street, Phil’s attention was attracted by the
notes of a hand-organ. Turning in the direction from
which it came, he met the glance of his old enemy,
Pietro.

¢TIt is Pietro,” he said quickly, touching the arm
of his companion.

Pietro had not been certain till then that it was
Phil. It looked like him, to be sure, but his new
clothing and general appearance made such a differ-
ence between him and the Phil of former days, that
he would have supposed it only an accidental resem-
blance. But Phil’s evident recognition of him con-
vinced him of his ilentity. Ile instantly ceased play-
ing, and with eager exultation advanced to capture
him. Thil would have been alarmed, but for his con-
fidence in the doctor’s protection.

¢TI have got you at last, scelei'ato,” said Dictro,
roughly grasping Phil by the shoulder.

The doctor instantly seized him by the collar, and
hurled him back.
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“Ihat do you mean by assaulting my son?” he
demanded, coolly.

Pictro was rather astonished at this unexpeected
attack.

¢Ile is my Dbrother,” he said. ¢ IIe must go back
with me.”

¢ IIe is not your brother. If you touch him again,
I will hand you to the police.”

¢ IIe ran away from my uncle,” said Pietro.

¢ Then your uncle should have treated him better.”

¢ IIe stole a fiddle,” persisted Pietro, doggedly.

¢IIe had paid for it over and over again,” said the
doctor. ¢ Phil, come along. e have no further
business with this young man.”

They walked on, but Pictro followed at a little
distance. Seecing this, Dr. Drayton turned back.

“Young man,” he said, ‘“do you sece that police-
man across the street?”

‘¢ Si, signore,” answered Piectro.

“Then I advise you to go in a different dircction,
vr I shall request him to follow you.”

Pictro’s sallow face was pale with rage. Ile felt

angry enough to tear Phil to pieces, but his rage was

-
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unavailing. IIe had a wholesome fear of the police,
and the doctor’s threat was effectual. Ile turned
away, thouglh with reluctance, and Phil breathed more
freely. Pietro communicated his information to the
padrone, and the latter, finding that Phil had found a
powerful protector, saw that it would be dangerous
for him to cary the matter any further, and sensibly
resolved to give up the chase.

Of the padrone I have only further to say, that
some months later he got into trouble. In a low drinks
ing saloon an alterecation arose between him and an-
other ruffian one evening, when the padrone, in his
rage, drew a knife, and stabbed his adversary. Ile
was arrested, and is now serving out his sentence at
Sing Sing. Pietro, by arrangement with him, took
his place, stipulating to pay him a certain annual sum.
But he has taken advantage of his uncle’s incarcer-
ation to defraud him, and after the first payment
neglected to make any returns. It may readily be
imagined that this embitters the padrone’s imprison-
ment. Knowing what I do of his fierce temper, I
should not be surprised to hear of a murderous

encounter between him and his nephew after his
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release from imprisonment, unless, as is probable,
just before the release, Pietro shiould flee the country
with the ill-goiten gains he may have acquired during
Lis term of office. Meanwhile the boys are treated with ke
scarcely less rigor by him than by his uncle, and toil
early and late, suffering hardship and privations, that
Pictro mfx} grow rich. )

Panl IToffman had often thought of Phil, and

how he had fared. Ilc was indeed surprised and

pleased when the young fiddler walked up and called
bhim by name.

« Phil,” he exclaimed, grasping his hand heartily,
¢“3I am very glad to sce you. IHave you made a
fortune? ”

¢ Ile has found a father,” said Dr. Drayton, speak—
ing for Phil, ¢ who wants to express his gratitude to
you for your past kindness to his son.”

“ Tt was nothing,” said Paul, modestly.

“Jt was a great deal to Phil, for, except your
family, he had no friends.” -

To this Paul made a suitable reply, and gave Phu
and his new father an carnest invitation to dine with

them. This the doctor declined, but agreed to call
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at the rooms ot Mrs. IToffman, if Paul would agree
to come and pass the next Sunday with Phil as his
visitor. Paul accepted the invitation with pleasure,
and it is ncedless to say that he received a hearty
weleome, and agreed in, the approaching summer to
malke another visit.

And now we bid farewell to Phil, the young strec,
musician. If Lis life henceforth shall be less crowded
with adventure, and so less interesting, it is because
he has been fortunate in securing a good home. Some
years hence the doctor promises to give himself a va-
ci'ltion, and take Phil with him to Europe, where he
will scek out his Italian home, and the mother with
whom he has already opened communication by letter.
So we leave Phil in good hands, and with the prospect
of a prosperous carcer. But there are hundreds of
young street musicians who have not met with his good
fortl—lr;e, but are compelled, by hard necessity, to sub-
mit to the same privations and hardships fl;om which
he is happily relieved. May a brighter day dawn for
them also!

“*i*ﬂaﬁéémi; readers feel an interest in Paul Hoffman,

the young street merchant, who proved so eflicient a
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friend to our young hero. Ilis earlier adventures are
chronicled in ¢ Paul, the Peddler.” His later history
will be chronicled in the next volume of this series,
which will be entitled
SLow AND SURE;
OR,

FroM TOE SIDEWALK TO TRE SHOP.
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