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up a world success to marry a poor
man and together we toiled until we
had made a fortune. She was ani
mated solely by duty; I want you,
Dorothy, to be dutiful, too, and yield
to our wishes. Put Tom Richards
out Of your head until you have suc-
ceeded say for five years."

That was a couple of months be-fo- r,

when Dorothy and he were on
their way back to America. She had
just completed her education at the
Conservatoire of Paris, and had won
every medal for which she was eligi-
ble.

Now failure and not success had
crowned John Ransome's efforts.
And Dorothy knew. There had al-

ways been complete frankness be-

tween father and daughter. John
told her, and noted, with something
of bitterness, that Dorothy did not
seem to care.

"It seems useless to go on," he
said. "I have no wish to see you
famous as a second-rat- e pianist.
There is no need for you to earn
your bread. I do not care if you
never touch the pianoforte again."

Dorothy came behind his chair and
put her arms about his neck. "Fa-
ther," she whispered, "now will you
consent to my thinking of Tom."

John Ransome sighed. He knew
that the young man had been wretch-
ed since Dorothy told, him, with tears,
but firmly, that he could not come
to the house for the present. She
had not left him without hope, but
to youth five years seems an endless
period.

"Yes, my dear," said her father,
bracing himself to meet the situation
manfully.

He was more than repaid during
the following weeks by seeing the
old light of gladness creep into his
daughter's eyes. And her cheeks
were red and her air gay. Tom was
certainly a very fortunate young
man.

He was pleased with Tom, too. He
know that the young man had the
talents which would go far In his

chosen profession, the law. He had
welcomed him as a and-a- ll

the while the piano stood un-
opened. Dorothy never touched the
keys. The marriage was to take
place in two months' time.

One day Ransome was surprised
by a visit from bis old acquaintance,
Herr Jaeger. In fact, the old man
had made a trip of a hundred miles
to see him. After dinner he ed

the purpose of his visit
''Once, many years ago," he said,

"I made a harsh judgment and
spoiled a promising career. Since
then, whenever I give an opinion, I
think about it afterward. I do not
want my mistake to be repeated.
Perhaps I was feeling out of sorts on
the night when I heard Miss Dorothy
play. I have come to ask her to
play again, so that I may perhaps re-

vise my judgment."
Dorothy went indifferently over to

the piano, selected the piece which
had been the chief item at her con-
cert, the "Fourteenth1 Hungarian
Rhapsody" of Liszt,, and began to
Dlay.

When she had finished Herr Jae-
ger was standing at her side as if
spellbound.

"My dear, I made a mistake," he
said. "You are a genius. Your in-

terpretation of the master is as won-
derful as your technique. But you
did not play like that at the concert."

The door opened and the butler
announced Tom Richards. And Dor-
othy, forgetful of the visitor, ran to
meet him and was clasped in his
arms.

It was quite a minute later when
she found herself standing in confu-
sion before Herr Jaeger. The old
man's mouth was smiling, but his
eyes were moist

"Mr. Ransome, that is what I re-

ferred to when I said that the gift
might come," he said. "Love is the
divine interpreter not only of music,
but of every art; for art itself is noth-
ing but the upwelling of all that is
noblest and most ul intq
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