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Fal those wo had to do witb the teacing ofOmnusic in. Blankhampton the parish organist
took the first place. Wlien I was a littie
lad I used to think that it was because the

organist of the parisb carrîed tbe prefix of Doctor
before bis name, but I foi4nd later that that was but
one of the many illusions of cbildhood. For a while
later more than one professor of music in the old
city suddenly bloomed out in th~e same prefix, i
hoods and other gewgaws, the social result thereof
being absolutely notbing. So flow, looking back
froni beyond niarity,I1know that Dr. Elvington
was the great power in musical circles ini Blank-
hampton because he was Dr. Elvungton, and not be-
cause he had. taken a degree.

Now it happened that Dr. Elvington was sitting
quietly i bis study one daýy when bis mnt servant
came and told him that a lady was in the
drawing-roomn and wanted to sec him.

"Is there a fire in the drawing-room ?"
he asked.

"~No, sir. As Miss Elvington bas gone
out to lunch and will not return until diii.
ner-time I tliought 1 would liglit the fire
about six o'clock."

"I see-yes. Weil, James, y ou hait bet-
ter show the young lady ini here. Is it
someone for me-not for my sister?»

"No, sir," said Janies-"sbe particularly
asked for yott."

The man withdrew, closinLy the door

"Well, I have been studying the piano more or
less since I was eigbt years old. I began tinkering
about the organ when Iwas about fourteen. I
bave worked the last five years."

"i' sure you bave. Wby do you want to corne
to me? Is it only because youwant to practise on
the parisli organ ?"

"WeIl, if 1 clid I sliould consider it wortb it," she
said, in ber somewbat abrupt f ashion. "But, as a
matter of f act, Dr. Elvington, I bave beard you
play more tumes tban once. 1 know all about you.
1-you bave got somethinig I want."

"Indeed ?"
"Yes, you bave got sometbing -I can't get," she

said, smiting one gloved band into the palmn of tbe
other. "I must get it. 1I doii't care wbat it costs
-in reason; but 1 must get that effect that you are
able to get. I bave tried-all yesterday I spent in
the village church. I neyer went home tili I was

WabIe chair on onie sie ot
er-you wanted to sec nie?ý
ook possession of the one
I-I want tai play your i
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,the dining-roomn and see what we can do.
Would you like to 'go across now into the
and play for me?"

"Certainly; I should love it."1
"Well, we'll take James with ' us. James

sometimes when the regular man is flot there
it will be cold."

"Oh, no, I arn neyer cold."
"Not even yesterday ?"
"Oh! that was because I could riaot get my e
"Very good. WilI you have.anything befoi

go?"t
"No, thank you. I had tea in the towni.

only want the organ."
He looked curiously ait hier as she rose and

in the full light of the electric lamp. She was
and slim, rather tali than short, although she s
quite a littie girl beside bis superior beigbt ail
powerful frame. She was dark, with a pale,
insignificant face, redeemed, however, by ni;
cent brown eyes. He knew enough to see th
was beautifully'clad, that hier fu rs were costl)
evidently she wanted nothing of this world's
He bent and tou'ýhed the bell, and she in turfi
scrutinizingly ait him.

"James," hie said, when the çloor opened,
you go across to the parish with me and l1ow

little while ?"
"Certainly, sir."
"WélI, put a tbick coat on, James.'
"Thank you, sir."
"cMy man hald the influenza a littie

back. I arn careful of him, be's s
good f ellow," he said to the stranger

"I like you for taking care of hilm
said, flashing a glance at him. ThE
looked up again. "You must have
young?"
S"I have neyer done anything else,"

plied.
"Wbat, as a littie cbild you playe,

cause you played ?"
"I thînk so.'
"It. was there'iii you-you only 1

open tbe door and let ii out. It's th
me," she said, tapping lier breast-"iln
in there-and 1 can't get it out. It c
oh, it is dreadful-'Letme out, op(
door! I want to sing. I arn a pris(
1 am fast; it is horrid in here, sa da
desolate!' I-I want tio sing to the
You can't sing when the door is lock<
you can't turu the key."

*"Well, we will try," lie said. Hie bi
his hand down on bier shoulder. "I lji
-you're a sister artist. You came h
day as an ordinary pupil-"

"Yes."ý
"WVeIl, 1 won't take you as such.

but there, let us go across and see wl
can do."

He turned out'the lights ini quite a
aic fashion as she passed inito the bal
up his bat, and slipped into a huge fui
coat.

"I don't sport tliis coat in tbe ope
said, "I just keep it for travelling ai
tig in the loft when it2Es awfully colé

"Don't you have the loft warmed ?'


