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THE WOMAN WITH THE LORG.
NETTE.

A STUDY IN EOUANTROITY,

The suund of his falsetto voice jarred
on my quivering nerves like the minor
¢-a<h of a broken note,

“Confound it, Bosrski, the people are
not dogs!” he exclaived. * When an
audience liko that"—he waved his hand
toward the front—*"ashrieks and cheers
like boys at their tivet circue; when
you've got 'em, mea and women, music.
jans’ and ewells, all bowlicg with hys-
terical joy, I tell you, man, you've just
got to—- '

CBab!™

I grasped my hat and, hurryiog down
tho steps, mude my way out through the
stage door, leaving him for onco, I
gratefully racoznizad, spaechiese.

Play again? Soothe that many.
tended, howliog beast with an encore?
Dull the memory of that gloious,
c:enhing, awful fioale, which had lelt
me weak and trembling as—as was
Bida that night fourteen years ago
whea 1 firat played it to her; played her
tomy f-et,to my heart thit beat snd
cried for her?

No, respected Herr Mohr, cleverest of
munagers and mce’ despicuble of men,
there will be ro encore tosight. Arnd
you will bear the brunt of the people's
displeasure. For this it is that we artis 8
have macagers. 7This is the unwrittea
half of our contract, this and the heurly
wmicery | ecdure from your thick-
¢kinved, grasping, fawning vulgarity,
you ¢xcellent businese mun. Be grate-
ful that thisis ull you need bear, O
much-soug.t-after munuger of great
artiets! Forevery loaping nerve in my
body seconds the loathiog 1've learued
to fcel for you since we began this most
guccesstul tour together, and calle for
revenge for what 1'vo suffered.

I hate you when you swile snd shrug
yourshoulders, and say, “Ihese artie 8!
Oh, what one stunls from a geniue!’

Acd [ hut: you more when you ap:
prova me. 1 hate your every manner-
ism, vour emallest fault, with an io-
tensity that makes me wonder that I
have not strangled you, after some new
ev.dance of your talent for advertieing
—and degradiog—me, Buat 1 hate you
mo-t when you affect to sympathize
with me, when you affect to deepise the
tuing you worship—noloriecy.

1could laugh, were I not half mad
with neivous excitement, to remember
how onca, ia my agoey, I was tempted
to c1y ou’ t» you—to Herr Mohr, famous
manager of arlists hurdly more famou~,
To muke one'sself ridiculous before &
Molr! To expect sympathy frcm &
Moti! 'To look for un elevated poiut of
view and a high toze ol artistic moral-
ity from a Mohs!

“It's torture to play in pubhc, Mokr!”
I can hear myse!f say, almost weepiog
with raze and nervous suffaiing. “Itis
humilisting, the essence of sluvery, 10
Liare one's soul for the edification of the
many-headed, many barded moovster
that bids for one at the block, To b
euld to the higheat bidder wase orce
thing—an awful one; but to uncover
one's a1t —which, after all, is only one's
inner, truor deeper, nature—to the gize
of the pub'ic; to retuil one's inspiration,
one's ideal, tle upspeakabls, the un-
utterable, which music's eell alone can
exprees, the purest, the higkest motives
of one's life 1o the mob—!augh!”

| wesufonl, Butl waa thiokicg of
Elida, realiziog that every time 1 eit
dhwn tothe piato itis to Ler 1 play;to
my memory of her, With the shining
¢piritual sweetness of her compr-bend-
ing tace in my mind, in my heart, is it
surpriging that the thiog Mobr com:
plaing of—my co~tempt for theaudience

ia written in my half-shut eyes, in my
bitter mouth, in my igooiing of ite very
tXislence?

It wasa Leautiful night, soft and
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mild. TLe moon was in the twilight of
its youth; its beaw.s melted and diffused
through tho tiembliog air over which it
brooded.

It was dalightful to walk about alone
in that atmosphere of preacient mystery,
Aoythiog might happen on u night like
thie. It was doubly delightful, for ut
the hotal Mohr, I krew, would be wait-
irg my return io an agony of doubt and
fear leet [ should not return to meet
190 guosts he had invited t) sup with us
this last evening of our stay here. To
mortily Mohr while indu'ging myself!
It wae mors than pleasure. It was
luxury,

It thesrul, with all its treasures of
tenderness, of longing, of loving, bad
the power thut resides in & bur of buen
metul ehe would come to me tonight.
Dietauce would be aunihiluted; greater
miracle—sin would bs us though it had
not been,

“And you will never forgive, Elidu?
Agein 1 hear the words we spoke at
parting.

“I have forgiven. I cannot forget.”
This wus her unawer,

“And whit atonement?
cone——"

“Make my belief in you what it was.”

Merely that, Elide? Juet to alter
what has been? Obly to recall the ir-
revocable past,and thento meet the
futeful moment with other thoughts,
other cesiree, other qualities than are
mine! Yet, love, you suffer and long
for the man you loved, And I—I suffer
and yesrn for the one I love. And we
two remain forever apart.

O", that the reverence I have for you
had made we like you! Ob, that the
love you bore me had been more pitiful,
lces ideal!

It was dark in the theatre when I got
buck, 1sting myeelf in through the
etage door by means of the key I st !l
carried. Outside, the soft shaen of the
mysterious oight was buried in clouds
ot fog. Inside, circle upon circle of
gauts faced me in the thick, crowd d
darkness, 1 felt the preeence of this
dumb, waiting sudience, though 1
could notees it tilll turned on the
single elactric light nearest my piano.

In thedays before succees came to
me I dreamad of euch a piano. When wo
were boy and girl together, fellow stu-
dents who koew pot yet we wers luvers,
Elida and I ured to epeuk o? the inatru-
ment which ¢h)uid 1eveal my power to
the world, as thoughtfu', loving parents
speak o! their child Le’ore ita birth.

‘I ghall love it, next to you," 1 ssil.

“I shaull be j:alous of it, Boris'' she
answered,

And oow, having loat Ler, this great
dumb, awkward thing of ebony acd iion
and waiting stringe is all there isof
light to mein lite. Ite master, yet its
slave, am 1.
it to must perfect life; it is my soul that
responde most truly to ite thrilling
melody.

Come, we will speak to each other—
of hu!

Thoro'a a little study, a quick, com-
plicated, merry little melody, confined
to comparative few notes in the treble
but ba'anced by the setrong, simple
harmonies of the basa octaver. This I
uesociute always with her, becavee when
I took my tiret lesson on it—and, hauot:
ed by ite quick, tripping biilliatey, was
still standiog by the piano ruoniog it
over with one hand, that day long sgo—
she run ioto the room and into my life

Openivg the piano I begin now with
this simple little exercise, every role of
which?ie a thought of ker, Then on,
through the repertoire ¢he loved,
Every prelude ie a picture of our musi-
cal lite together, and the most perfect
phrasee, the grandest chords, the most
enchanting bits of melody aie but re-
flections of my luve's sweet fece. Glad

Is there

or peotive, gentle or saucy, they are but :

Elida 1ecdercd into music.

1

It is my hand that wakes °
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