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The British Magazines,

From Hogg’s Instractor,
WOLFGANG MOZART.

UpronN a beautifal morning in the month of
April, 1762, a littla girl about eight years of
age, and a boy ahout two years her junmior,
duscended the vine-covered bank of Kosoheez,
at the foot of which flowed the pureand rapid
waters of the river Moldua, which loses itself
Jin the ancient forest of Bohemia.  Instead of
of dancing on  their path with all that
lively gaiety so common to young people of
their age, these. two childres held each other
by the hand, and walked slowly along, with
thougbtful brows, and downcast eyes, and the
gravity of years stamped upon their faces; yet
all the easy grace, candour,, and simplicity of
shildhood were observable in their countenan-
ced and motions.  Their dress announced the
poverty of their condition.  ‘The little girl’s
robes were faded and worn, while those of the
boy. were patched with cloths of different co-
leury at both kaees and elboss. Nevertheless
poos though they seemed, it was easy to per-
ceive that a kind and attentive mother had
tastefully combed and braided their leng, fair
ringlets, and had washed their delicate hands
and handsome, inteliigent faces—thus investing
povérty with its chiefest dignity and grace,
that of personal cleanliness. ~ They held in
their hands each alarge piece of bread, upon
which from time to time they cast their eyes
without venturing to eat. When they reach-
ed the foor of the descent, and were about to
reek shelter beneath the green boughs of the
forest trees, the little boy broke silence. ¢ Did
you remark, my sister,” said he with a sad
voice, ¢ 1n what manner our mother gave us
cur breakfast this morning, and how she sigh-
ed when I said, ¢ Nothing but bread again.’

‘ Yes, ry brother,” replied the litile girl,
shaking her pretty head aand sighing, *she
wept—I saw her tears and her look, which
seemed to say, * There is even no more bread
in the house, so you must ba content. But
wherefore do you weep?’ added the little girl
#addenly melting into tears at the sight of her
brother’s emotion.

‘I weep hecause you do so,” replied Wolf-
gavg, in his tarn, and then he added, ¢ T grieve
to, that I have not bread enongh for my break-
fast.’

¢ Poor little thing,” said his sister, kissing
the tears from his eyes, and fondling him, as if
ghe had been twenty instead of only two years
his senior, ¢ you are never without some great
grief; bt come let us wander below the green
spreading branches of the tall trees, and pluck
the little flowers which peep from the clustered
grass that grows beneath them; and you shall
eat what bread you have, and we shail wreathe \
oar brows with blessoms and torget that we are
hungry.’

As she spoke, Fredrika led har brother iato
the forest puth that skirted the margin of the
Xosoheez, and began io cull the wild blos-
o8 from its banks, and to laugh in the full-
ness of her joy. Hizh overhead towered the
agh, fir, and elm trees, and the golden sun-
beatoe struggled through their openings, and
fell ‘mpon the moss-grown stones and wild fox-
gloves, and trefoils and ferns, that clustered
hy the river’s side. The songs of the birds
came echoing from the far recesses of the deep,
green wood, and fell upon the ears of the
children like heaven-aituned harmony, vatil
the soul of the little boy was stirred within
him, and his lips quivered with an uadefinable
earotion.

‘ #'redrika,’ said he, in a soft whisper, as he
toroed his large blue eyes towards those dis-
tant azure. spets of the concave sky, which
could be seen throngh the shudy foliage over
bis hend—= Frodriks,’ said he, as the flowers
dropped from his hand, and his face assuned
# devotional character, ¢ what a sweet place
this wonld be n which 10 pray.”

“'T'rae, my Woilgang,” said the child, struck
by ‘her brother's earnestness; ¢ but for what
and 10 whom will we pray?’

¢ We shull pray for some means to make
my wother smile oftener, and my father to
seciu less sad—we shall usk that poverty may
go from our dwelling place and leave us hap-
piness instead —and we shall pray to God, who
dwells in the blue heavens which you see yon-
der through the dense leaves of the forest.’

¢ Aod he will listen to us,’ said the lit-
tlo girl, joming her hande, and kneeling with
chiriuing simplicity upon the ground, while
her brother beat down at her side. ¢ My mo-
ther says that he always listens to the prayers
of children who love their parents.”

¢ My sister,” said Wolfgang, after he had
knélt some time in nce, ¢shall we address
oursslves to oar lady of Lorette, or to the great
St. John Nepomuocene?’

¢ To 8t. John,’ vesponded the sister; and
sheclosed her beauiiful eyes, and exclained
in law, selemn tones, while her brother’s voice
wingled with hers, < Oh, good St. John give
asthe means of being usefal to oor parents.’

Dependency, the parent of prayer, is 2
attribate of childhood.  The teader soul and
tander frame alike cry for support and protecti-
on. "¢ Lead us aotint temptation,” says the
young feeble spirit, as 1t looks upwards to the
brizht region from which it so Jately came, :
apd forward oa the dark world which it )‘clz
scarce'y knows. ¢ Give us each day our daily
brend,” cries the body, asit bends its kanees i
upon the sward. Prayer, so profitable d;ri'n;
all ages, is a necessity of childhood, and the
act of 1t is one of infaney’s most holy aspects.
As ihc little boy aad girl knelt upon the solt

green grass, aad ultered their sweet fil-
1al aspirations, the sunbeams fell wpon their
closed eyes and spiritualised features, as if
they loved so to do; and the eyes of a man,
who was concealed by the deuse feliage which
sarrounded the place where they knelt, shone
on them too, with such an expression as an
angel might wear, if it listened to such silvery
voices. The man was of lofty, noble stature;
his countenance was mild and benevolent, and
his dress was rich but simple. He stood si-
lent and theughtful, and lexned upon the tree
behind which the lovely children knelt.

¢ St. John of Nepomucene, direct us how
we may assist our parents,” said the little boy ,
rising from his knees, and assisting his sister to
do so also.

¢ We have finished our prayers then, Wolf-
gang,’ said Fredrika, as she kissed her broth-
er’s lips. -

‘And we have discovered the means for
which we bave prayed,” exclaimed the boy,
interrapting ker, while hLis face lighted up
with joy, and his bright eyes sparkled with
hope. ¢I knew that we should discover some
way of assisting our parents.’

¢ And what have you discovered, our wise
Wolfgang?’ cried Fredrika, laughing.

¢ Has not our mother, over and over again
told us that we were good chfldren?’ said the
boy with sweet naivets, ¢ and has not ocar fa-
ther often declared that you could sing, and
that I could play well upon the piane? Now,
we shail rise some fine morning,” said the child
with a serious air, ¢ and we shall tuke each
other’s hands, and we shall wander far away
over green plains, and by hedge-paths and ri-
vers, until we discever on our rvvte some
stately castle; and you shall sing, and I shall

play upon the piano, and the rich folks of the
castle shall give us gold, Fredrika,” said the
wrapt, dreaming bov, while his little breast
heaved with the earnestness and fullness of his
feelings, and bis eyes shone as if with an in-
spiration, * I shall make the pianc tremble
with the mos: enchanting airs, till everybody
who listens to it shall tremble too, and then
they shall embrace thee and me, and shall
give us pearls and jewels and bonbons; but ' {
shall say we have none of these—give us mo-
ney I pray you, that we may carry it to our
father and wother.”

¢ Ah, what a dreamer thou art,’ cried the
little girl as she embraced the enthusiastic
child and kissed him.

¢ But more sister,” continued the castle-
building infunt, with a profusion of expression
and ideality, uncommon in one s6 young—
¢ more than that, sister,” he cried as e emYra=
ced her; ¢ the king shall hear of uvs, and shall
send an eavoy for us, and he shall give to me
a silken tunie, and to thee a robe of satinj and
we shall go to'the royal palace amongst beau-
tifal adies, with embroidered robes, feathers,

| gold and jewels;and 1shalisit at the piano—

what a piano! with wood bright as a looking
glass, with silver pedals, and notes of pearls
and diamonds; and we shall play till the court
ie ravished with our musie, and then we shall
be caressed and embraced, and the king shall
demand of me what I with; and T shall an-
swer, ¢ what the king pleases,” and then he
shall give me a castle, and shall send for my
father and mother.

A burst of Jaughter interrupted the recital of
the bold young pimo player, who, looking fear-
fully at first at his <ister and then quickly from
side to side, perceived the stranger, who had
listsned  in his cencealment to every word
whieh had been uttered; and now, seeing that
he was discovered, he approsched the children
with a smiliog countenance, exclaining, Do
not be afraid iy children; for the great St.
John Nezpomucene has sent me as an envoy to
you.” ‘Theionocent children looked ut each
other's fuces at these words, and then they ga-
zed upon the pretended messenge,

¢ Ah, well, so much the better, cried the boy;
“If you are bis envoy, you have done what |
wish, 1 hope.’

*No, no,’ said the stranger, seating himself
upon the wunk ol a tree, and placing Woifuang
and his more aged and more bashful gister ve-
fore him. ¢ 1 shall only grant what you desire
upon condition that vou answer me 'H'u’}' the
questions I shall ask you, and 1 ¢hall know if
you lie.”

¢ ¥ never lie,” said the little boy, proadly.

¢ 1 shall see whether you did or not," said
the stranger, smiling and patting him' on the
head.” ¢ Whatis your father’s name?’

¢ Leopold Mozart,” said the boy, bowing.
¢ He is chapel master, and plays upon the vio-
lin and plano, bat ofiener the viciin ?

¢ Aod does thy wsther still live?’

‘ Yes she does,” said Wollgang, swiling,
and a de.r mother \s mine.’

* Hew many children are thero of you,’ con- |

tinued the stranger, in an interested manuer,

The littie boy shook his head as if he did
not know, and remuined silent, while his sister
taking up the word, modestly replicd, * We
are seven in all, but two only remain, my bro-
ther and [, the rest have alldied.’

* And your fither is very poor, my dear
<hild?® said the stranger in a kindly tene to
the little girl.

¢ Ah, yes, very, poor," she exclaimed while
tears started into her eves. < Look,” vaid she,
holding up the piece of bread which yet re-
mained vutasted, ¢ 1hat is all the bread we hud
in the honse this morning, snd when my motn-
er gave it to us she bade uvs go to the fields
and eat it, fur it grieved ber to see us fare 0
poorly?

* Poor children, szid the stranger with lively
emolion, where do your parents dwell?’

¢ Ahove there, upon the hill, ‘sir, in that
little house whose roof you ecan perceive (rom
waere we stand,’ replied Wolfgang.
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¢ That housa belongs to Dusseck, the musi-
cian, I know,” eaid the stranger, looking up-
wards in the direction powted out by the chil-
dren.  “ And now tell me,” he continued,
while he patted their cheeks and smiled to
them, and at the same time wiped a tear from
his eye—-¢ tell me what you demand of the
great Nepomucene, when I saw you praying a
a'little ago.’

* That we might discover the means of gain-
ing money, end assisting our parents,’ said the
littie girl quietly, ¢ and my brother declares
that he has discovered those means, although
I much fear that he has not.”

* If Wolfgang is able to play vell upon the
piano, as he smd, his idea can be put in ope-
ration,” said the strunger, smiling, ¢ and I can
aid him.’

¢ My brother is only_ six years of age,’ said
the liitle girl, looking fondly on the boy; ‘bu
he can compose very beautiful pieces already,
my father says.’

* Compose, and he so young!’ cried the as-
tonished envoy ofthe great St. John, as he

s looked doubtingly on the child.

*'Are you. astonished -at this?’  said Wolf-
gang, laughing, and holding vp bis preity head.
¢ b, well, come to our house and you sha:l
see.”

The stranger bent his head, reflected for a
moment,.and theo said in a half-serious, balf-
Jocular way, * My dear childien, the great Ne-
pomucene,that much revered Saint of Bohemia,
wills: that you now return to the home of your
parents, remain there all day, and before even-
ing comes you shall hear some news.” ‘I'be
stranger = was retiring . afier speaking these
words, when the lively little Wolfgang caught
him by the skirt of his tunic, and exclaimed,
‘ Oue word, sir. My sister Frediika did not
tell you that we prayed that Nepomucene might
send a dinner to my moth r—mgnt he not
send it then, sir, 1o day!’ and the boy looked
archly at the envoy.

¢ Your mother may depend uopon it,’ said the
stranger, laughing, ¢ Isthere anything else
he can send to yourselves?’

¢ Nuthing sir,” cried the lively children in
one breath, as they clasped each other’s hands
avd set out for nome; ¢ we wish but happiness
to our father and mother.’

The home of Leopold Mozart, which stood
on thethill of Kosoheaz, and overlooked a love-
ly landscape, and deuse forest, and rolling riv-
er, was sot a very great house, nor was 1t su-
petbly furnished. One lorge apartment ser-
ved as many purposes as the soliiary subjeot of
the grand duchess of Hesse Darwstadi, who
wag army, police, and court, peasant and
¢ organisation of labor,” all in his own single
pevson.  The principal chamber of Leopoid
Mozari’s home served for kitchen dining room,
and parler. Onone :ide was a lofly chimney
with stew-pans suspended in the inside thereof;
the other side was occupied by a piano, over
which, suspenped fron. tha wall, hunga violin.
In the ceatre stood a table of black wood,
and sarrounding it were several seas formed
of straw.  Asthe children entered this humble

apartment, they were met by a young woman, !
whose neat and clean appearance bespoke - |

dustry and order, but whose face was indica-
tive of anxiety and care. ¢ And wherefors are
you so soon returned my children?’ said she
embracing Wolfgang and Fredrika,

¢ Hillo, Wolfgang and = Fredrika returned
sa early from the fields,” exclaimed a man
man at the same time, who had just followed
them into the house,and whose handsome form,
imtelligent  features, and ensy carringe and
ianguage, but ill accorded with his humble,
threadbace raiment; * and what curious sights
have you seen this worning,” he repeated,
fondling the boy.

¢ Curivus enough, [ tell you, my dear fath-
er,” eried the lively child. ¢ We saw  the
messenger of John of Nepomucene; and 'what
a messenger! He had such a figure as you see
in a picture, and the air of a king.’

¢ And did he speak to you, my  boy?’ said
the chapel-master, smiling.

¢ Ah, that he did,” cried Wolfgang, with an
arch expression, ¢ and he will be here soon af-
ter he has sent dinner, and when I begin to
play a sonata on the piano.’ 3

¢ M. Moznrt conld vot restrain his laught ¢
at the exzessive siiplicity of his littde boy,
and placing him on his knee, he exclaimed in
a tone of railery, ¢ and shall he give you any-
thing else but dinner, Wiifgang?’

¢ Yes father, a palace and valets, and fine
robes, und plenty of money;’ and the boy con-
tinued to prattle on in this style until a loud
tapping was hesrd at the door of the chapel-
master’s humble house, Woaen madime Mo-
zart opened the door, a little cavered vehicle

was standing bafure it, with two attendants in

charge of it,
¢ Is this Leopold Mozirt’s,

the coapel mas-
ter,’

said a fat, portly wan, who puffed and
blew, either with the exertion of whipping up
the little horses, or carrying the: esh that co-
vered his bones.

¢ Yes sir,” eaid madame Mozan, making a
low courtesy, for it wae seldom that she had
the pleasure of even seeing so fatat a man,

“"T'hen the person whom Wolfgung Mozart
wiet in the wood thig morning sends the dinner
he promised;” and so saying the cook and his
assistant covered the black centre table with
rich and well-cooked viands,
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M. Mozart and hie wife gazed in stapified
wonder epon the rich succulent food which
was set before them, ready to be eq

aten, and at
last finding speach—¢ You must tell me to
whom [ awe this mysterious benquet,’ said the
chapel muster, 48 he recovered from tus aston-
isment; but the fat, burly cook shook his head

" and declared that the children knew &s much

g

of their benefictor as he could tell, then, bid-
ding them good duy, he mounted hig vehicle,
and driving ofi” quickly, left the family of - Mo-
zart in 0 state of wonder and amazewsent.

¢ He must indeed be the envey of somie
good saint, who coold do so kind 8
deed,’ said the mother of Wollgang, us. she
looked round the table with a tearfal sye, ‘and
although the name of the good man is unknows
his memory nevertheless lives in ovr bhearts.”

Just as the feast was being - ended, a'!‘
while the hearts of the family danced within
them with a livelier joy than they had felt for
many a day, the elock of the neighboring con-
vent struck two, and little Wolfgang as if ro-
called to bimself by the sound, left his scat
und appreachod the piano. ¢ The stranger,’
said he, as if speakng to himself, * Jooked 2s-
tonished when Fredrika told him that I conld
conpose, but were he in this house now,
would let him hear such a sonata,”  Asbe
spoke the ckild ran his tiny little fingers along
the touches, which he could bardly reach, with
an ease and ‘precision which it was astonishing
to look upon;then, as if the sound recalled
some b ight glorious vision, beyond miortal kan,
his little eyes closed, his face became Iighlt’d
with a most seraphic expression, and, abandoo=
ing himself to the instrument, he produced
sounds so eoft, so perfect, so decided und 0
harmonious, that even his father and mother
sat mute with astonishment,  The rich and
capricious fancy of the infantile ecomposer
seemed to have tiken the wings of an angels
and to have attuned that insirument with the
melodious thrilling harpings of heaven. Hi#
little bosom heaved, as his feeble tiny fingers
swept over the ivory and ebon rouches, wit
the ease and rapidity of the most accom=
plished master, and his face was suffuse
with a soft rapturons &mile as the harmony
that filled his soul lent its magic influence?
to that passive piano. The poet musician—
for in music there is a glorious lofty element
of poetry—forget éverything in the fuleess
his  devotion to his art. The sounds of the
far off land, where hosts of cherubim, seat
on rainbow rims, struck thelr lyric-strings, n
the hills of heaven sent back their straind
again, seemed to waken his yoiing geui“’
from the latent slumbers ol its yooth, Hés
so lately from that pure fresh heaven aboves
wher3 all is bliss, and glory and brightness»
that we forget when we come down apen 108
earth, seewed to have retaired in all jts 0l
ness of power the music language of the host#
above. He could still speak tothem and hedf
them, through the sense of exquisite gvni\"-

¢ Oh embrace me, my boy,’ cried the €%
ractured father, with'entnusiasm, as he he
the feeble ehiid to his bosom, ard looked 9P
on him with all the pride of a father and
artist. ¢« With God’s help,’ he cried, ¢ tho®
shalt one day be a great man.’ 'Then sud?
deuly desponding es he reflected for a M9*
ment vpon his true position, be exclaimed
a sad tone, ¢ But who in all the world knoW
of thee “but thy father, my poor boy? W!
shall lead thee from the obseurity of this I
tle dwelling, and the humble conditioo ¢
chapel-naster’s son? who shall raise ‘n‘
from- the depths of misery and poverty #
become thy protector?’

1 will* eried a voice from behind, and o™
ing round towards the spot whence the

| ponce proceeded, Wolfgang, with plenss™
I recognised the envoy of St. John Nepomnc":'
i and Leopold Mozart, with awe and wond/

inclined his head as he recognised Franc® ™

1]
¢ of Austrin, who had' come to spend somne l":n

in the quiet geclusion of Kosoheez, and W

i he had frequently ‘seen at the chapel.

A few days after his adventre wolfgeé
and his tather set out for  Vienna, in order

‘appear at the court of the Empress Marie

| resa, at the command of her husband the

peror. of
¢ Beginning a life of labor at six Y”"'

age- Ales!’ said his mother weeping,

hard is the lot of the poor!’

¢ ¥shall work for you, my mother,
life of labour shall then be a life ofplﬂ"‘""
eried the e¢bild, as bhe threw his arme rov
her neck and kissed her, g

Wolfzang Mozart, dressed in a gay cost®
was led to the umperial pluce of ‘Vienné: &
conducted by the waster of the ceremon“’fbw
to the concert-pall. [t was tenantless "hing
thelittle musician entered, but the 'ﬁ"‘ ‘ o
that attracted his eyes was a splendid Plfl"c,.
before which he quickly and almost 'M","a
ively seated himself, while his futher P n0°
out upon a balcony which commanded § "y
ble view of the splendid royal gardens. s ber
in the great saloon, with his ins’rﬂ_"”"‘y at
fore him, the boy hegan to play, ‘"m‘ in
first, fur the fall vich tones of the !"’"‘cio“
srrument seemed to fill the who!cliP""h’“'
apartment with a tremulous sense of “[e,” )
as his ear became familiar with the 10P¥ ; of
burst into @ne of his most beautifol f"':;’ "
improvisation, and gave himself whol.y funcm
his iostrament. - The boy, lost i') the je 8%
which gpave life and the power of & B0 wb"h
centuation to his fingers, and the clwrd: of
they touched, did pot observe the ro# Iﬂ"’a"
silken robes, the waving of perfum® P. ML
the glitter of gems und gold, and dw';e feeh
ling of penrls, nor the soft footfs!ls of It o
as the gay courtly tram entered the # luif
was only when he had finished an¢ Y

rilswts p s Aneh a h:id e 5
vibration of the iastrument e pimso! [

and 8

that he looked arouud, and fou s 'ow"
ed on by bright eyes, and regard® e
smiling countenances, e liﬂ“
¢ How beautifully you play! frll'mug.lc‘-"a
girl, as she ran to the side of the lisle e 0

aad took his hand.
play as well?’ 4
¢ Ab, it is a wearisome, tol

¢« Will you W“ch 0]
150me !hm“
J
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