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voice peal out with the grand organ, to
express the feclings that stroggled for
fulfilment. No thought of winning praise,
no thought of wooing people by his power,
mixed with Sefton's desive to sing, The
desire was part of his nature. Tt was the
mclinution of genius.

The grey, old
bachelor choir mas-
ter kept his protégé
secluded until  he
had eduecated him
to o certain piteh in
musical lenowledge,
then he  introduced
hine inte the choir,
and fer the fivst time
tn his hfe, Sefton
tasted to his follest
capieity—joy.

e wonld  have
been quite  coutent
to go ou mixing his
vatee with a huudred
others, singing  just
for the sake of sing-
ing, but his patrou
war  ambitions for
him—he must sing
4 solo.

[t was late in the
suminer when Sefton
first at-
He was not

made  his
tempt,
excited.  He, waited

patiently until the

time  came, then,
oblivious to every-
thing  else, sang.

Clewr, liquid, sweet ;
wondesfally  gweet;

more than swest—thrilhng.,
mndefinable charm  wore  his

Fall of some
I'he
careless surpiiced Iads avound him were
enthralled,  The congregation, scatterved
about the huge building, opened their hearts
to the glorious sound, and after the solo, the
rush of music from the organ and choir
seemed like a flood of icy water.

The bishop's daughter, dreaming in the

notes,
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vecosses of her favourite corner, clasped hor
hands like nn adoving saint when the selo
began, and uftered n sobbing sigh when it
After the service she intercepted the
“Who is lie, Mr, Charden ?
Whint

ended,
choir master,
Who is that boy who ook theselo ™
a glovivus voiee 1"

GLORIOUS MUSH PASSED TUROUGH TITE LAD'S SOUL,

Sefton had thrawn off bis surplee, and
had He sprang
down the steps, passed Ureongh the low
arched portal ard came face to face with a
heautiful girl.

“T'his is the boy,” snid the choir master
guietly. The girl looked at the lad’s plain
face and angular form,  Sle met the look of
his innocent dark eoyes, then stretched out

rushed after his naster.



