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MY MUSICAL MEMORIES,

CHAPTER I.

EARLY LIFE AND EECOLLECTIONE.

I ToINE it was Lord Beaconsfield who eaid that a
man is uenally interesting in proportion as his talk runs
upon what he ia famniliar with ; and thatas a man wenally
knows more about himself than shont anything else, he
seldom fails to be tolorabla if his self-centred talk turms
out to be unaffected and sinesre. To talk about onc's
sclf and to be dull is nevertheless possible. Inm the
carly pages of this vilwne I shall have to do the first to
s considerable extent ; et me hope to aveid the second.

Music is net the tmsiness of 1ny life, but it remains its
sweetest recreation ; and there is owe opinion which nsed
to be widely held by my friends in the old days, and to
which I enbaeribed for many yesrs. Nature, they often
said, intended me for a violinist. In fact, my innsical
life ptarts from the violin ; and, *F Biradivario doee™—
Htradivarioe leading the way—I feel inspired, *‘after
long years,” to refrace with a ecertain keen pleasure
these Jubyrinthine passages of Musical Memory.

There is something abont the shape of a viclin—its
curves, its physiognomy, its emiling and genial § }'s—
which seema to invite and welecome Inspection and
handling,
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Tarisio, the Italian carpenter, came under this fascna-
tion to good purpose. Ile began by mending old
fiddles ; he himself played a little ; he grew more enam-
ored of these mystericus, lifeless, yet living companions
of his solitude, until he began to ** trade in fiddles.™

At the beginning of this century, hidden away in old
Italian convents and wayside inns, lay the masterpieces
of the Amati, Stradivarius, the Guarnerii, and Bergonsi,
alnost unknown and little valned. DBut Tarisio’s eye
was getting cultivated. He waa learning to know a
fiddle when Lesaw it. i

“ Your viol, siguor, requires mending ¥ saya the
itincrant peddler, as lLe salutes some monk or padre
known to bhe conneeted with the sacristy or choir of Pies,
Florence, Milan, **T can mend it.*?

Out comnes the Stradivarins, with a locse bar or &
gplit rib, and sounding abominably.

“Dio mio!" says Tarsio, ““and all the blessed
eaints | but your violin is in & bad way. My respected
father Is prayed to try one that I have, in perfect and
beautiful acecrd and repair; and permit me te mend
thia worn-out machine.”

And Tarisio, whipping o shining, clean instrument
out of his bag, hande it to the monk, who eyes it and is
for trying it. He tricsit; it goes soft and sweet,
though not loud and wheezy, like the-battered old Strad.
Tarisio elutehes lis tressure,

The next day back comes the peddler to the cloister,
ig shown up to the padre, whom he finds seraping away
on hia Joun fiddle.

** Bat,”” he exclaims, ““ you have lent me a beauntiful
violin, and in perfeet order.”

# AL! if the father would accept from me 4 small
favor,”* says the cunning Tarisio.



TARIAIO. 7

# And what is thaf ¥’

“To keep the viclin that smnits lim so well, and I
will take in exchange the old waehine which is worn ont,
but with my gkill T ghall still make something of it 1**

A glass of good wine, ora lemonade, or black coffee,
clincbes the bargain, Off poes Tarisio, having parted
with a characterless Glerman fiddle—sweet and easy-
going and ** looking nice,” and worth now about £5—
in perfect ordor, no doubt—and having secured one of
those pome of Cremopa which now run into £300.
Violin-collecting became the passion of Tarisio’s life.
The story lias been told by Mr. Charles Reade, and ull
the fiddle-world knows hiow Tarisio came to Paris with a
bateh of old instruments, and was taken up by Chanot
and Vuillaume, through whose hands passed nearly
every one of those ehefl.of' muwvre recovered by Tarisio in
his wanderings, which now are so eagerly contended for
by Englieh and American millionaires, whenever they
happen to get into tie market,

I have hexrd of » mania for snaff-boxes—it was old
Lablache's hobby. There are your china-manmiaes, and
your picture-maniacs, and your old-print counoisscurs
who only look at the margin, and your old-beok hunters
who only glance at the title-page and edition, and your
coin-endllectors, and your gem-collectors, who arg alwujs
being taken in; but for downright fanaticlem and
“ gone-cooniness,”’ If 1 may invent the word, commend
me to your violin.manize, ITe who onee comes under
that epell, goea down to the grave with u disordersd
mind,

I said that I was, perhaps, intended for a violinist by
natore. I can understand Tarisio’s passion, though I
never followed ont that particular branch of it whieh led
him to eolleet, repair, and sell. T ecould not Luy vio-



