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cross-examined by the Dean as to presumed
pugilistic propensities.

But in the midst of all these difficulties I
progressed most satisfactorily with my work,
and was proud to think that all my evolutions
in the St. Blasius organ, however detrimental
to my own bodily comfort and personal appear-
ance, broug... after all no damage whatever to
the venerable and sacred instrument itself. So
long as this state of things continued, perfect
amity prevailed between the organist and my-
self. He did not object to any amount of
punishment wherewith I punished my own
cranium or limbs, but he swore a deep oath
that the moment I injured a hair in his pre-
cious organ, that moment I should be to him
as a heathen man and a publican.

Four terms passed by without any accident.
My studies were in a most backward state, but,
oh joy ! my chamber-organ was on the high-
road to completion. The tutor complained of
my idleness. My father upbraided me for
neglecting my reading, but I hugged myself
with the thought that once the organ was
finished, I would buckle to and make my run-
ning with the college subjects. In the midst of

"my good resolutions, a most lamentable acci-
dent took place. I was, one day, standing in-
side the chapel organ, resting on my left
knee, with one foot wedged in between two
pipes, the other suspended delicately in the air,
my head tucked out of the way under my right
arm, while I held a long screw-driver in my
left hand. In this pleasant position I had
stood for nearly ten minutes, examining a por-
tion of the wind-chest work, when by an over-
powering impulse I was compelled to sneeze,
and in the act I dropped the screw-driver.
Down it fell heavily on the swell-trackers, and
forthwith snap went the trackers, and my im-
plement travelled on to further mischief below.
At this juncture I heard a familiar voice.

“ Hallo !—what’s that »”

“Oh, nothing ! I repiied.

“You get out of that, sir, and let me see what
you have been at.” '

Like a guilty hound, I extracted myself from !
the organ. The organist pulled out a few of ;
the swell-stops, and ran lightly over the keys. i
In two scconds my fatal delinquency came to !
light. I knew it was all over. I put down the -
key of the organ on the stool, and, without a

word, silently and mournfully left the chapel.
The organist, on asking for the services of an
organ-builder, had to give an account of the
accident, and consequently got soundly wigged
by the Dean for “dreaming of allowing a wild
young undergraduate to meddle with and injure
so noble and valuable an instrument.”

I .mthat hour I knew there was no more
help to be obtained by me from “that noble
and valuable,” etc. I was thrown on my own
resources. My organ progressed but slowly;
my work, from being imitative, became tenta-
tive ; and often times I fitted twenty different
pieces of wood in a given place before I got it
right. Week after week 1 toiled away labori-
ously, with a patience worthy of a better
cause. I chafed a good deal at my constant
obstacles, and twice did I attempt to make it
up with the organist. But it was no use.

“No, sir,” he said, peremptorily: “there
will be no more damage done to the organ by
you again, if I can help it.”

By this time I had finished the key-action,
bellows, sound-board, and wind-chest. The
pipe-work, so far as it was metal, I did not
attempt. This portion of my organ was sup-
plied by an organ-builder in London. The
stop-work was also finished, and I was now en-
gaged in putting on some composition-pedals.
In this there were one or two intricacies which
1 could not solve, and I at last determined that
I would attempt furtively to get into the chapel
organ and examine the composition-pedals
there. But at this I was staggered by the
difficulty of the project. To get the keys of
the organ was impossible. To force an en-
trance was, of course, out of the question. My
only chance was to watch an opportunity when
the organ should be left open, and the organist
absent. For this combination of circumstances
1 watched and waited in vain for nearly three
weeks. At last, one Sunday morning, 1 was
late for chapel, and passing up the ante-chapel
I fcund the choir-gates closed, and the service
well advanced. I had nothing particular to

| do, so I thought I would sit down in the ante-
' chapel to hear the antaem. So I made myself

comfortable near the screen, looking up every
now and then to the “noble and valuable” old
instrument above me, Towards the end of
the Psalms a frightful ciphering took place,
or (in untechnical language) several notes



