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"TIS USELESS TRYING. 

You will never sncceed—’tis useless trying’ 
was the answer we received one day when 
talking of something quite important to you, 
dear reader, but very near our own heart. 
The voice was one we always listen to, and 
not seldom f3l'ow, but this time its discoura- 
ging argnments were unheeded. We did try, 
and we did succeed. © 
The fact set us moralising on the good or 

avil tendency of these three words—*tis use- 
less trying.’ and the conclusion we come to 
was this, that for one vain idea dispelled, one 
wild project overtarned by their prudent influ- 
ance, these chilling words have rung the knell 
of a hundred brilliant and life sustaining hopes, 
and paralysed into apathy a thousand active 
and ardent minds, who might otherwise have | 
elevated themselves, and helped the world on 
in ite progress. What would America have 
been if that strong hearted Columbus had been 
discouraged by sneers and arguments about the 
uselessness of an wttempt to discover a new 
world? Or where would have bzen Newton's 

+ But violins must be made by somebody.’ 
¢ Yes by people who know all about it;-not 

by a lad like you. Take my advice and don’t 
try. 
Reuben said no more, but he could not get 

the idea from his mind. Every violin that he 
saw he begged to look at: he examined the 
varieties of construetion,the sort of wood used, 
the thickness and fashion of the strings; and 
after weeks of consideration, he at last deter- 
mined to try and make one for himself. Du- 
ring the long light summer nights he worked 
hour after hour in his garret or on the roof of 
the house; his natural mechanical skill aided 
by patience and ardour; and with the few tools 
which he borrowed from the good natured car- 
penters who had given him the wood, he suc— 
ceeded in forming the body of the violin. Bat 
here a long cessation took place in Reuben’s 
toil. for he had not even the few pence ne- 
cessary 10 purchase strings; and the bow, 
which he could not make, it was utterly out of 
his power to buy. He sat looking in despair 
at the half finished instrument—a body with- 
out a soul—and evea his fife could not console 
him. 

But one day a kind hearted customer noti- 
ced the slight pale looking boy who had ar- 
ranged his locks so gently and carefully, and 
Reuben became the glad recipient of a dollar. 
He flew to buy catgut and an old bow, and 
with trembling hands stringed his. instrament. 
Who can describe the important moment? 

stupendous theory, if ay the commencement of | Leverrier’s crowning calculation for the new 
his researches, some meddling friend at his planet, Lord Rosse’s first peep throngh his gi- 
«ear had - whispered, ¢ don’c try, you will bei] ant telescope, are little compared to poor 
sure to fail?’ In aid of the ¢ Never try’ doc- 
trine comes vanity, with its potent arguments 
that no attempt at all is better than a failure. 
We deny the fact in foto. Should a man fail 
in a project too high for him, he at last be- 
comes acquainted with the “extent of his own | 

powers: he loses that inflated self exhalation ' 
which is the greatest bane to real merit; and 
in finding his own level he may yet do well. 
And better; far better, that all the pretenders 
in the world: should sink back “into deserved 

shouid be extinguished by the real check—<tis 
useless trying!’ Now having prosed enough, 
let us enlighten our arguments by a story. 

Between ten und twenty years ago—the 
precise date is immaterial —there was in the 
city of New York a barber’s apprentice, a 
young boy named Rueben Vandrest. His 
Dutch lineage was shown by his surname, 
which, in course of years and generations, had 
been corrupted from Van der Dest to Vandrest, 
while for his scriptaral Christian name he was 
indebted to a. werthy Quaker, his maternal 

grandfather who had come over with William 
Penn. These names were, in truth, all the 
boy owed to his prog: nitors, as from his era- 
dle he had been an orphan, cast oan the chari- 

ty of the wide world. Bat the excellent sect 
to’ which Reiben’s ‘mother had belonged, 1s 
one of the few who never casts the lamb 
{rom their bosom, and the orphan child was 
not deserted: The friends took care of him, 
and when he was able to. earn a livelihood, 
one of their number received him as an ap- 
prentice. Such was the short and simple sto- 
ry of the barber’s boy. 

Without entering on metaphysics, every hu- 
man being has some inner life which the 
world outside knows nothing of. Thus from 
hie earliest childhood the passion of Reuben 
Vagndrest had been music. He would folow 
ihe itinerant minstrels of the city through one 
stfeet after another, often thus leosirg his 
meals, his rest everything except his school- 
ing, which precious thing he was too wise to 
throw away even for music. He nade friend- 
ships with blind pipers, Italian hurdygurdyists, 
and, above all, with wandering fiddlers; for, 
with an intuitive perception, the violin—the 
prince of stringed instruments —was. his chief 
favourite. From all and each of these wander- 
irig musicians Reuben was intent on gaining 
sawething—they were won by his childish 
manaers and earnest admiration—fer love of 
praisais the same ina blind fiddler as in an 
opera singer—and by degrees. Reuben. not 
ouly listened but learned to play, No instru- 
sent came amiss to him; but his sole private 
property was an old fife; with this sim- 
lest of all orchestral varieties tho poor bar 
ber’s boy used to creep to. his garret, and 
there strive, with his acute ear and retentive 
memory, to muke out the tunes he had heard 
in the streets, or ‘invent others. 

Bat the grand era in the boy’s life wags com-, 
ing. One day as he stood wistfully looking at 
a violin which he held in his arms {ondly and 
lingeringly, prior to returning it to his, right 
owner, a poor street musician, the idea of its 

censtroction first entered into Reuben’s miad. 
He had been accostomed to regard a violin as 
a myaterions thing—a self creating sound pro- 
ducing thing, and never once had he consider- 

od of what it was made, or how Now he be- 
gaD.to. pesrinto its ystaies; and to find out 

that it was only wood nut eatgot after ail. He 

questioned tis friend the fiddler, hut the man 

had scraped away duriay ww lifetime without 

ance casting a thought on the wmechanisa of 
hid instrament. "True he could replace a bro- 
ken string; and at times eves munufactare a 
bridge with his penlciifa, but that was all. 
When Reobsu inquisitively wanted to learn 
how violins were made, the fiddler shook bis 
head, and said he did not know. 

< Do you think T could make one?’ pursued 
the anxious hoy. ~~ © us 

A burst of lnaghter, so euttingly derisive. 
that Reuben’s fice grew crimson, was the on- 
ly answer.  ¢« Why you little simpleton, cried 
the fiddler when his miicth had subsided, “sare- 
ly you'll not beso sity ai to try? You could 
av geen build» house,’ 3 : 

| 

Reuben’s first attempt to draw sounds from his 
violin. The sound came; string after string 

was tuned; the bow was applied, and the vi- 
olin had a soal! Feeble and thin the notes 
were, but still they were musical tones, and 
the boy hugged his self made treasure to his 
beating heart, actoally sobbing with joy. 
He played tune after tune; he never noticed 

that evening darkened into night, he forgot his 
| supper; he forgot too—what but for his musi- 

\ | cal outhesiasin would long since have come in- 
ebscurity, than that one spark of real talent to his minod—that though the childish fife 

might pass master in the house of his master,a 
violin never would. The good Quaker, one 
of the strictest of his sect, thought music was 
useless, sinfal, heathenish; and a fiddler in his 
eyes was equal with a thief. Therefore who 
can picture Reabzn"s consternation when his 
garret door opened, and his master stood be- 
fore him? Reuben bore all Ephraim’s wrath 
in silence, only he took care to keep his dar- 

ling violin safe from the storm, by pressing it 
closely in his arms.” 

¢ Thou hast been neglecting thy work, and 
stealing fiddies,’ cried the angry man. 

¢ L have not neglected my work,” timidly an- 
swered the boy; ¢ and I have not stolen the vi- 
olin—ibdeed I have not.” 

¢ Where did’st thon get it’ 
* I made it myself.” 
Old Ephraim looked surprised. All the mu- 

sic in the world was nothing to him. But he 
had a fancy for mechanical employments, and 
the idea of making a violin struck him as in- 
genious. He examined it and became less 
angry. © Will it play,” asked he. 
Reuben delighted began cne of his most 

touching zirs; but his master stopped him. 
¢ That will do,” said he; * I only want to see 
if it sounds—all tunes are the same. And 1 
suppose thou wilt turn musician.’ 
Reaben hung his head and said nothing. 
2 Well that thou can’st never do, so I ad- 

vise thee not to try. Forget the fiddle and be 
a good barber. Hewever, I will say no more 
only thou inust play out of doors the next 
time.” 

But all the discourngements of the old Qua- 
ker could not repress Reuben‘s love for music. 
He cut, and eorled and shaved and then 
flew away to his viel. From the roof of 
the house his music went {orth; and in this 
most original sonnet-room, with the open sky 
above him, and the pert city sparrows, now 
used to his melody, hopping by his side, did 
the boy; gradually acquire the first secrets of 
his art. It is needless to enumerate the con- 
trivances he resorted to for instruction—how 
be wandered through the streets with his violin 
at night, to gain a few cents wherewith to pur- 
chase old music; and how he gradually ac- 
quired skill, so as to. be admitted into a wan- 
dering band. 

- One night when this primitive erchestra was 
engaged for a ball at a. private house in the 
city, the first violin mysteriously disappeared. 
In this dilemma young Reuben found covrage 
to offer himself as a substiwete. It was a dar- 
ing thing. The other masicians first laughed 
at him, then heard Ym play the part which 
ne ope else could take, and finally suffered 
him to try! For the first time in his life the 
barber's boy witaessed the glare of a ball. It 
seemed to him a fairy sceue © hs was dazzled, 
bewildered, excited, and in his enthusiasm he 
played excellently. "Tha night wore away; 
the dancers seam=d never weary; not so to the 
aching fingers of the musicians. Reuben es- 
peciaily, to whom the excitement seemed new 
grew more and more exhausted, and at last, 
just as he faished plaviag a waitz, fell faint- 
ing from his chair. Most of the gay couples 
passed en—it was only.a poor musician; but 
oue young girl, in whom the comprssionate 
and simple nature of a child had net been 
sweptaway by the formalities of young lady- 
hood, hsld a glass of water to the boy's lips. 

¢ Cora Dacres bringing to life a fainting fid- 
dler,” said a tittering voice. * Oh what a nice 
story when we go back to school!’ 

‘The girl turned round indignantly, saying, 
¢ Cora Dacres is never ashamed of doing ‘what 
is right. ‘Are you betternow?’ sha added gen- 
tly to poor Reuben who had opsnod his eyes. 

The boy recovered and she appeared again 
amongst the dancers; Lut many a time did the 
auburn curls, and woft, brown, sympathising 
eyes of the little school girl float before the 
vision of Reuben Vandrest: and the young 
musician often caught himself repeating to his 
sole confident—his violin—the pretty name he 
had heard on his waking, and dunly recognised 
as hers—Cora Dacres. 

Long before he was twenty one, Reuben 
had eatirely devoted himself to the musical 
profession. The turning point ia his career 
was given by a curious incident. One macn- 
light night as he was playing on the roof as 
usual, he saw a head peep out from the upper— 
most window of the opposite house. ‘I'bis 
head was drawn in when he ceased playing, 
and again put forward ‘as soon as he recom- 
menced. A natzral feeling of gratified vanity 
prevented the young man from yielding to his 
first shy impulse of retiring; and besides, sym- 
pathy in anything relating to his art, was so 
new to Reuben, that it gave him pleasure to 
be attentively listened to even by an unknown 
neighbor over the way. He threw ali his soul, 
into his violin, and played until midnight. 
+ Next day while at his daties in his master’s 
shop, theapprentice was seat for to the house 
opposite. Reuben went, bearing the insignia 
of his lowly trade, but instead of a patient 
customer, he saw a gentleman, who only smi- 
led at his array of brushes. 

“1 did not send for you to act as barber,’ 
said the stranger in English, which was strong- 
ly tinctured with a foreign accent, *bnt to 
speak to you about the violin playing which I 
heard last night. Am 1 rightly informed that 
the player was yourself?’ 

“It was, sir,” answered Reuben, trembling 
with eagernesss. 

¢ Who taught you 2’ 
¢1 myself.’ 
¢« Then you love music #° 
¢« With my whole heart and soul! cried 

the young man enthusiastically. 
The stranger skilfully drew from Reuben 

the little history of himself and his violin, aad 
talked to him long and earnestly. * You have 
a true feeling for that noble art, to which 1, 
too, belong,” he said. ¢ You may have 
many difficulties to encounter; but never 
be discouraged—you will surmount them all. 
You have had many hindrances, but listen, 
and I will tell you what befell me at your age. 
I once came a poor boy like you,to the greatest 
capital in Europe, my heart full of music, but 
utterly without means. My only weulth was 
my vielin. 1 left it one day in my poor cham- 
ber, while I went out to buy a loa’ with my 
last coin. When 1 came back, my violin was 
gone! Tt had been stolen. May God forgive 
me for the crime I contemplated in my mad 
despair! rushed to the river; I plunged in : 
but I was saved from the death I sought, and 
saved to live for better things. My friend,’ 
continued the musician after a long sileace, 
during which his face was hidden by his bands, 
‘in all the trials of your career remember this, 
and take warning.’ 

¢ 1 will —I will,’ cried Reuben, much mo- 
ved. 

¢ And now, alter having told you this terri- 
ble secret in my life, it is as wel! that 1 should 
not reveal my name; and besides it could do 
you no good, as I set out for Europe to-mor- 
row. - Bat should you ever be in Paris, take 
this address, leave this writing and you will 
hear of me.’ 
The gentleman wrote some lines in a foreign 

langaage, which Reuben could not make out, 
theugh among his musical acquaintance he had 
guined a little knowledge of both French and 
ftalian. He then gave Vandrest the address, 
and bade him adien. The young man long 
pondered over this adveature, and it was the 
final point which made him relinquish a trade 
so unpleasing to bim for the practice of his 
beloved art. $ 

Itis a mistake to suppose that the professi- 
en of music is an easy, careless. life, to which 
any one may turn who has a distaste forimore 
solid pursuits. In no calling is intellectval 
activity and arduous study more imperatively 
required. He who would attain te moderate 
eminence in it, must devote years of daily 
patient toil te dry and ‘wninteresting branches 
of study. A poet may be one by nature, it is 
utterly impessible that a musician ‘can be 
great without as deep science ns ever puzzled 
a mathematical brain.—He must weork—work 
—every inch of his way; must dig the fonn- 
dation, and enrich the soil. before he can form 
his garden and plant his’ flowers. Thus did 
our yoang ey-barber of New” Yuk: he studied 
by science what he had before learned through 
his natural genius, und rose slowly and gradn 
ally in his profession. Sometimes his “sligat 
and ordinary appearance, which wade him 
look more boyish than he really was—his 
quant ald world name-—and above all, a sim- 
plicity and Quaker like peculiarity in his dress 
and maaner, aroused the riaicule of his com-~ 
panions, who followed music more for show 
than through real genius and love of the art. 
Bat the story ef lus early perseverance always 
disarmed then: ; and it was a common saying 
with reference to young Vandvest, that he who 
could imake a violin, would surely learn to 
play it. 
By degrees the young violinist rose into 

note, and became received into society where 
he could burdly have drewimed that he should 
ever set his foot, But it is a happy pecaliari- 
ty in the domestic manners of the new world, 
that real talent ever finds its way, and takes 
its own rank in society, Thus many a rich 
citizen was pleased to welsoma to hiv. house 
Mr Vandres: the young and unxsaming masi- 
cian, whose gentle manners. snd acknow!ledo- 
ed talent was equally prized. "Whe barber's 

apprentice of New York was utterly forgotten, 
or only thought of as a proof of how many a 
man’s fortune lies in his own hands, if he will 
only try. 

In one of those elegant reunions which were 
established when worthy Brother Jonathan was 
first beginning to show his soul and mind— 
when Bryant’s songs, and = Allison's ‘pictures, 
and Channing's lectures, first gave evidence 
of transatlantic genins—Vandrest again heard 
the name which had never utterly gone from 
Ais memory through all its vicissitudes—Cora 
Dacres. Ile turned round, and saw the alter- 
ed likeness of the girl who had held the water 
to his lips on the night of the ball. She bad 
grown into womanly beauty ,but he remembes- 
ed the face still. She had not the faintest me- 
mory of him-—how could it be so? Light and 
darkness were not mere Jifferent than the 
pleasing, intellectual,  gentlemanlike man 
who was introduced to her, and the pale, an- 
gular ill-clad boy whom she had pitied and 
aided. 

Sometimes Vandrest thought he would re~ 
mind her of the circumstance; but then a vagus 
feeling of sensitiveness and shame, not entire- 
ly the name of those poverty stricken days, 
prevented him, He went home, and again 
bis old violin might kave heard breathed over 
it the name of Cora Dacres; but this time not 
in boyish enthusiasm for whatever was pleas- 
ing and beautiful, but in the first strong all 
absorbing love of manhood, awakened in a na- 
ture which was everyway calculated to receive 
and retain that sentiment in its highest, pur- 
est, and most enduring character. , 
Reuben Vandrest (hate him not, dear reader, 

or having so unherolike a name : 1 will en~ 
gage that, if Cora loved him she thoaght it 
most beautiful; and so would you, if any ene 
dear to you bore the same) : well" Reuben 
Vandrest, who hitherto cared for nothing ‘ex 
earth except his violin, soon learned to regard 
Miss Daeres with enthusiastic attachment of am 
earnest and upright nature; for with all the al- 
lurements of a musical career, Reuben conti- 
nued as simple-minded and guileless in cha- 
racter as the primitive sect from which he 
sprung. And Cora was worthy to inspire ths 
love for such a man: whether she returned 
it or not, Reuben did not consider—he was 
too utterly absorbed in new delighi of loving, 
and of loving her, 10 think of asking fund) 
the question. He visited at her house, and 
became a favourite with her futher—a would 
be amateur, who took pleasure in filling nis 
drawing-rooms with musicians, and treating 
them as costly and net disagreeable: play- 
things, 

But at last Mr Dacres was roused from his 
apathy by the evident and close friendship ef 
young Vandrest. Thoagh he liked the violin- 
ist well enough, the hint of Reuben marrying 
Cora sounded 1ll in the ears of the prudent 
man, especially when given by one of thoss 
odious good-natured friends with whom the 
world abounds. The result was a conversati- 
on between himself and Vandrest, in which, 

utterly bewildered and despairing, poor Res- 
} ben declared his hidden and treasured love, 
first with the shrinking timidity of & man whe 
sees his inmost heart rudely laid bare, and 
then with the firmness given by a conseious- 
ness that there is in that heart nothing for which 
an honest man need blush. 
‘lam sorry for you, Mr. Vandrest,” said 

the biunt yet not ill meaning citizen, * But it 
is impossible thal you can ever hope for Cora’s 
hand.’ 

‘ Why impossible ?* said the young man, 
recovering all his just pride and self possesion. 
*1 am not rich but have an unspotted name, 
and the world is all before me. Do you ob- 
ject to my profession 2’ 

* By no means; a isan h as 
ble wan, just as much so as a storekeeper.’ 

At any other tie the very complimentary 
comparison would have made (Reuben smile 
but now he only answered, while the colour 
deepened in his cheek, * Is it because of my 
early life? My father was of good family; 
but, it may be you would blush to remember 
that your daughter's husband once served ia 
a barber’s chop 2° 

¢ My dear ¢ir.” said Mr Dacres, ¢ you for- 
get we are Americans, and talent and wealth 
are our only aristocracy. The first yon um- 
Joubzedly possess, but without the second, 
you cannot marry Cora; and there is ue 
chance of your ever becoming a rich man.’ 

« Will you let me try?’ eagerly cried Van- 
drest. 

¢ 1t would be of no use; you would net suc- 

I could—I could!" exclaimed the young 
man _impetuously.  “ Oply let we hope. 1 
would try anything to win Cora!” 
And in this earnestness of love did Reuben 

pureva his almost hopeless way. He had 
pledged his word that he would not speak of 
his ‘love to Cora, that he would not try to win 
herg-—this her father imperatively demanded; 
but. Mr Dacres also promised that he would 
leave his daughter free, nor urge her to accept 
any other husband during the three years of 
absence that he required of Reuben Vandrest, 
They parted—Reuben and Cora~with the 

outward seeming of ordinary acquaintance; 
but was it likely that the love 50 deep and ab- 
sorbed as that of the young niusician_ehould 
have been enirely suppressed by kim, and 
unappreciated by her whowas its object ? They 
parted without any open confession; but did 
not Cora’s * heart follow the wanderer us he 
sailed towards Europe 2—did she not call up 
his image, and repeat his unmusical name, as 
though it contained a world of melody in ites! 
and did she not (eel as certain mn her heart 
of hearts that he loved ber, as if he kad told 
ber so a hundred imes? 


