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LONG LIVE THE KING By Mary 

Roberts Rinehart

CHA PTER XV—Continued.
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H edw lg’s notification th a t she would 
«rlsit her, found the  countess u t leisure 
a n d  alone. She followed the announce
m e n t alm ost im m ediately, and If she 
toad shown cow ardice before, she 
show ed none now. She disregarded 
th e  chair Olga Losehek offered, and 
cam e to the  point w ith a directness 
th a t w as like the king’s.

“ I hnve come,” she said simply, “to  
find <>ut w hat to  do.”

T he countess w as as direct.
"I cannot tell you w hat to do, high

ness. I can only tell you whut I 
would do.”

“Very well." Hedwig showed a 
touch of im patience. T h is was quib
bling, and it annoyed her.

“ I should go nway, now, w ith the 
person I cared about.”

“W here would you go?”
“The world is wide, highness.”
“ Not wide enough to  hide ln, I am 

a fra id .”
“F o r m yself,” said  the countess, “th e  

problem  would not be difficult I 
should go to my place in the m oun
ta in s. An old priest, who knows me 
well, would perform  the  m arriage. 
A fter th a t they might find me if they 
liked. It would be too la te .”

“This p riest—he m ight be difficult.” 
“Not to a young couple, come to him, 

p e rh ap s, in p easan t costume. They 
a re  glad to m arry, these fathers . 
T here is much Irregularity . I fancy,” 
sh e  added, still w ith her carefully de
tached  m anner, “th a t a m arriage could 
be easily  arranged .”

B ut, before long, she bad dropped 
h e r  p retense of aloofness, and w as ta k 
ing  the  lead. Hedwig, w eary w ith the 
strugg le, and now trem bling with 
nervousness, pu t herself in her hands, 
listen ing  while she planned, agreed 
eagerly  to  everything. Som ething of 
grim  am usem ent came into Olga Los- 
.chek’s face a f te r  a time. By doing th is 
th ing  she would lose everything. It 
w ould be impossible to conceal her 

•connivance. No one, knowing I led wig, 
would for a m oment im agine the plan 
Jiers. O r N ikky’s, either, for th a t m at
te r .

She, then, would lose everything, 
•even K arl, who w as already lost to her. 
B u t—-and h e r  face grew se t and her 
■«yes h a rd —she would let those plot
te r s  in th e ir grisly catacom bs do their 
ow n filthy work. H er hands would be 
■clean of tha t. H ence her am usem ent 
t h a t  a t th is la te  day she, Olga Losehek 
•should be saving her own soul.

So it  w as arranged, to the  la s t de* 
ta i l .  F o r i t  m ust be done a t once. 
■Hedwig, a trifle terrified, would have 
postponed i t  a  day or so, bu 
coun tess w as Insistent. Only she knew 
Jjow the  very hours counted, had them 
num bered, indeed, and w atched them 
flying by w ith a sinking heart.

If  she gave a fleeting thought to the  
palace , to the crown prince and his Im
pending fate, she dism issed it quick 
*ly. She had no affection fo- A” 
nuncln ta , and as to the boy, let them

voiver alw ays ready and in touch, his 
eyes keen, his body, even when it 
seemed m ost relaxed, alw ays tense to 
spring. For Nikky knew the tem per 
of the people, knew it as did Mathilde 
gossiping in the m arket, and even bet
te r ;  knew th a t a crisis w as approach
ing. and th a t on th is sm all boy in his 
charge hung th a t crisis.

So Nikky tru sted  in his own right 
arm  and in nothing else. The very 
size of the palace, its  unused rooms, 
its long and ram bling corridors, its 
ram bling wings and ancient tu rrets, 
was against its safety.

Since the dem onstration against 
K arl, the riding school hour had been 
given up. T here were no drives in the 
park. The illness of the king furnished 
sufficient excuse, but the tru th  was 
th a t the royal family w as practically 
besieged, by it  knew not what.

Nikky, summoned to the chancellor’s 
house th a t morning, had been told the 
facts, and had stood, ra th er  still und 
tense, while M ettlich recounted them.

“Our very precautions are our dan- 
said the chancellor. “And the

"S w eetheart!" he said. ‘‘Sweet
est h ea rt!"

When, having kissed her, he drew 
back a trifle f<>r the sheer Joy of again 
catching her to him, it was Hedwig 
who held out her arm s to him.

“I couldn’t bear it,” she said simply. 
“I love you. I had to see you again. 
Ju s t once.”

If he had not entirely  lost his head 
before, he lost It then. He stopped 
thinking, was content for a tim e th a t 
her arm s were about his neck, and 
his arm s about her, holding her close.

Never let me go, Nikky," she whis
pered. ‘‘Hold me, always.

Alwavs !” said Nikky, valiantly  and 
absurdly.

“Like th is?”
“Like this." said Nikky. who was, 

like most lovers, not particularly
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«In W hat Can We T ru st?”

,»<* ou t .o r  h lm ., S S
liis treasu re , or lose it  t P
T h e  passage under the gate  w as 
o f  her discovery or inform ing.

c h a p t e r  XVI.

NikKy and Hedwig.
Nikky had gone back to bis lodging, 

-where h is se rvan t was packing
F o r N ikky w as now of his 

household, and m ust ex-

ger,
king—” He stopped and sat, tapping 
his fingers on the arm  of h is chair.

“And the king, sir?”
“Almost a t the end. A day or two.” 
Karl, with Hedwig in his thoughts, 

had retu rned  to mobilize his arm y not 
fa r  from the border for the spring 
m aneuvers, and ut a meeting of the 
king’s council the m atter of a mobiliza
tion in Livonia was seriously consid 
ered.

F a t F riese favored it, and m ade an 
im passioned speech, w ith sw eat thick 
on his heavy face,

I am not cowardly,” he finished.
“I fea r nothing fo r myself or for 
those belonging to me. But the duty 
of th is council is to preserve the throne 
for the crown prince, a t any cost. And,
If we cannot tru s t the army, in w hat 
can we tru s t? ”

‘In God,’’ said the chancellor grim 

ly-
In the end nothing w as done. Mobil

ization might precip ita te  the  crisis and 
there was always the fear th a t the 
army, in parts, w as itself disloyal.

The king, meanwhile, lay dying. Doc
tor W eiderman in constant attendance, 
o ther physicians coming and going. 
His apartm ents were silent. Bugs 
covered the corridors, th a t no footfall 
d isturb  his quiet hours. The nursing 
sis ters a ttended him, one by his bed
side, one alw ays on her knees a t the 
prledieu in the small room beyond. He 
w anted little—now and then a sip of 
w ater, the cooled Juice of fru it. In 
jections of stim ulants, given by Doctor 
W eiderman himself, had scarred  his 
old arm s with purplish m arks, and 
wçre absorbed more and more slowly 
as the hours w ent on.

He rare ly  slept, but lay Inert and not 
unhappy. A nnunciata came, and was 
a t las t stricken by conscience to a 
prayer a t his bedside. On one of her 
last v isits th a t was. She got up to 
find his eyes fixed on her.

“F ather, can you hear me?”
"Yes.”
“I—I have been a bad daughter to 

you. I am sorry. It is late now to 
tell you, but I am sorry. Can I do 
anything?”

“O tto,” he said, w ith difficulty.
“You w ant to see him ?”
“No.”
She knew w hat he m eant by that. 

He would have the boy remember him 
as he had seen him last.

“You are  anxious about him?”
“Very—anxious.”
“Listen, fa th er,” she sayl. stooping 

over him. “I have been hard and cold. 
Perhaps you will gran t th a t I have 
had two reasons for it. But I am go
ing to do better. I will take  care of 
him and I will do all I to make 
him happy. I prom ise.”

Perhaps it  w as relief. Perhaps even 
then th* thought of A nnunciata’s ta r 
dy and certain-to-be bungling efforts 
to*make F erdinand W illiam Otto happy 
amused him. He smiled faintly.

Nikky received a note from  Hedwig 
la te  th a t afternoon. I t was very 
brief :

Tonifffit a t  pino o 'clock  1 sh a ll go tgpthe 
roof' beyond H u b e r t’s old room s, fo r a ir.

HEDh lu.

Nikky, who in all Ills incurious young 
life hail never thought of the  roof of 
the palace, save as a necessary shelter 
from  the  w eather, a thing of tiles and 

vastly  large, looked ra th er
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imps, jesters, who cut capers on the 
grass in the park, little  girls in pro
cession, w earing costumes of fairies 
with gauze wings, students who par
aded and blew noisy horns, even horses 
decorated, and now and then a dog 
dressed as a dancer o r a soldier.

He yawned again, and began to feel 
hungry. He decided to get up and take 
ids own bath. There was nothing like 
getting a good s ta r t  for a gala day. 
And, since with the crown prince to 
decide was to do, which is not always 
a royul tra it, he took ids own bath, 
being very particu lar about Ids ears, 
and not a t all particu lar about the rest 
of him. Then, no O skar having yet 

1 appeared with fresh garm ents, lie 
ducked back into bed again, quite bare 
as to his email body, and snuggled 
down In the sheets.

Lying there, he planned the day. 
There were to be no lessons except 
fencing, which could hardly be called 
a lesson a t all, and as he now knew 
the “G ettysburg address,” he meant to 
ask permission to recite it to Ids 
grandfather. To be quite sure of it, 
he repeated it to him self as bo lay 
there : •

“ F o u rsco re  and  seven  y ea rs  ago  our 
fa th e rs  b rough t fo r th  on th is  co n tin en t a  
new  nation , conceived in liberty , an d  dedi
ca ted  to  the  proposition  th a t  aU tnen a re  
c re a ted  eq u a l.”

L ate In the morning Nikky took him 
to the roof. "W e can’t go out, old 
man,” Nikky said to him, ra th er  
sta rtled  to discover the unhappiness in 
the boy’s face, “but I’ve found a place

“Refuses !’ 
“H e lias prom sed not to leave

< itt<

where we can see more than we can j her part of the work, 
here. Suppose we try it.”

“Why can’t  we go out? I ‘ve alw ays 
gone before.”

«0

V
“ Never Let Me Go, Nikky,1 

pered.
She Whis-

thlngs.
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And *tw «?s he was w atchful, h .s

gutters, 
astounded.

“The roo f!” he said, sutveying the 
note. And fell to thinking, such a mix
tu re  of rap tu re  and despair as only 
tw enty-three, and hopeless, can know.

Somehow or o ther he got through 
the Intervening hours, and before nine 
he w as on his way. He had the run 
of the palace, of course. No one no
ticed him as he m ade his way toward 
the empty suite which so recently had 
housed Its royal visitor.

Hedwig, in a soft w hite w rap over 
her d inner dress, was a t the balus
trade. A very dignified fairy, al
though her heart thum ped disgrace

fully. „ . .
W hatever Nikky had Intended—of 

obeying his prom ise to the le tter, of 
pu tting  b is country before love, and 
love out of his life—failed him Instan t
ly. The Nikky. ardent-eyed and tender- 
arm ed, who crossed the roof and took 
her alm ost fiercely In his arm s, was 
all lover—and tw enty-three.

original. H e tightened h is strong arm s 
about her.

Then, bocanse she dared not give 
him tim e to think, she made her plea 
—rapid, girlish, ra th er  Incoherent, but 
understandable enough. They would go 
away together and be m arried. She 
luul It all planned and some <>f it a r 
ranged. And then they would hide 
somewhere, and—“and alw ays be to
gether," she finished, trem ulous with 
anxiety.

And Nikky? H is pulses still beating 
a t her nearness, his eyes on her up
turned, despairing young face, turned 
to him for hope and comfort, w hat 
could he do? H e took her in his arm s 
again and soothed her, while she cried 
her heart out against his tunic. He 
said he would do anything to keep her 
from unhappiness, and th a t he would 
die before he let her go to K arl’s arms. 
But if he had stopped thinking before, 
lie was thinking hard  enough then.

“Tonight?” said Hedwig, raising a 
tear-stained face. “I t  is early. If we 
w ait som ething will happen. I know 
it. They are  so powerful, they can do 
anything.”

He put her aw ay from  him a t last, 
a fte r he had kissed her eyelids and 
her forehead, which was by way of 
renunciation. And then he folded his 
arms, which were treacherous and 
might betray  him. A fter that, not dar
ing to look a t her, but with bis eyes 
fixed on the irregu lar sky-line of the 
city roofs, he told her many things, 
of his prom ise to the king, of the dan
ger, imminent now and very real, of 
h is word of honor not to  m ake Jove 
to her, which he had broken.

Hedwig listened, growing cold and 
still, and draw ing away a little. She 
listened, even assented, as he pleaded 
against his own heart, treacherous 
arm s still folded. And if she saw his 
arm s and not his eyes, it was because 
she did not look up.

H alfw ay tliftug li his eager speech, 
however, she drew her light w rap 
about her and turned nway. Nikky 
could not believe th a t she was going 
like tha t, w ithout a word. But when 
she had disappeared through the win
dow, he knew, and followed her. He 
caught her in H ubert’s room, and drew 
lier savagely into his arms.

But it w as a passive, quiescent, and 
trem bling Hedwig who subm itted, and 
then, freeing herself, w ent out through 
the door into the lights of the corridor. 
Nikky flung himself, face down, on a 
shrouded couch and lay there, his face 
burled in his arm s.

Olga Loschek’s las t hope was gone.

Well,” Nikky temporized, “they've 
made a rule. They m ake a good many 
rules, you know. But they said noth
ing about the roof.”

“The roof!”
“The roof. The thing tha t covers 

us and keeps out the w eather. The 
roof, highness.” Nikky alternated  be
tween form ality and the  o ther extrem e 
with the boy.

“It slants, doesn’t it?” observed his 
highness doubtfully.

“P a r t of it is quite f la t W e can 
take a ball up there, and get some 
exercise while we’re  about it.

As a m atter of fact, Nikky was not 
altogether unselfish. He would \is it  
the roof aguin, w here for terrible, 
wonderful moments he had held Hed
wig In his arm s. On a pilgrimage, 
indeed, like th a t of the crown prince 
to Etzel, Nikky would visit his shriue.

So they went to the roof. One could 
see the s tree ts Crowded with people, 
could hear the soft blare of d istan t 
horns.

“The scenic railw ay is in th a t direc
tion,” observed the crown prince, lean
ing on the balustrade. “If there  were 
no buildings we could see It."

“Right here.” Nikky w as saying to 
himself. “At this very spot. She held 
out her arms, and I—”

“It looks very interesting,” said 
Prince Ferdinand W illiam Otto. “Of j 
course we can’t see the costumes. Dut 
it is be tte r than  nothing.”

“I kissed her.” Nikky was thinking, 
his h eart swelling under his very best 
tunic. “H er head w as on my breast, 
and I kissed her. L ast of all, I kissed 
her eyes—her lovely eyes.’

“If I fell off here,” observed the i 
crown prince In a m editative voice, i 
“I would be sm ashed to a Jelly, like 
the child a t the C rystal palace.”

“But now she hates me,” said Nik- ■ 
ky’s heart, and dropped about the dis
tance of th ree buttons. “She hates me. j 
I saw It in her eyes th is morning. 
Oh, Heaven !”

“ We m ight as well play ball now." 
Prince Ferdinand W illiam Otto 

turned nway from  the p arapet w ith a 
sigh. Tills strange quiet th a t filled the 
palace seemed to have attacked Nikky 
too. O tto hated  quiet.

They played ball, and the crown i 
prince took a lesson in curves. But 
on his third attem pt, he described such 
a compound curve th a t the ball dis- , 
appeared over au ad jacen t part of the ; 
roof, and although Nikky did some , 
blood-curdling climbing along gutters, 
it could not be found.

It w as then th a t the Majordomo, a l
ways a m arvelous figure in crimson 
ami gold, ami never seen w ithout white 
gloves—the Majordomo bowed in a 
window, and observed th a t if his royal 
highness pleased, his royal highness 
luncheon w as served.

In the shrouded room inside the win
dows. however, his royal highness 
paused and looked around.

“I’ve been here before,” he observed. 
“These w ere my fa th e r’s rooms. My 

j m other lived here, too. W hen I am 
I older, perhaps I can have them.
: would be convenient on account of my

Olga Losehek had been Incredulous, 
at first. It was not possible. Men in
l, ,ve did not do these things. It was
m. t possiblo, that, a f te r  all. she bad 
fulled. When she realized It, she 
would have broken out in b itte r pro- 
to st, but lledw ig’s face warned her. 
"H e is right, of course,” Hedwig hud 
said. “You and I were wrong, count
ess. There is nothing to do—or say.”

And the  countess had taken her de
fea t quietly, w ith burning eyes and a 
th roat dry with excitement.

The plot was arranged, to the sm all
est detail. The king, living now only 
S O  long as it was decreed he should 
live would, In mid-afternoon, com
mence to sink. The en tire  court 
would be gathered in anteroom s and 
salons near his apartm ents. In his 
rooms the crown prince would be kept, 
aw aiting the summons to the throne 
room, where, on the king’s death, the 
regency would be declared, and the 
court would sw ear fealty  to the new 
king, O tto the Ninth. By arrangem ent 
w ith the captain of the palace gunnl, 
who w as one of the com m ittee of ten, 
the sentries before the crown prince’s 
door were to be of the revolutionary 
party . M ettlich would undoubtedly 
be with the king. Remained then to 
be reckoned with only the prince’s per
sonal servants, Miss B raithw aite, and 
Nikky Lariseh.

Two obstacles were left fo r the 
countess to cone with, and th is " ns 

£he had al
ready a plan for Miss B raithw aite. But 
Nikky Lariseh?

<»ver th a t problem, during the long 
night hours, Olga Losehek worked. It 
would be possible to overcome Nikky, 
of course. There would be four men, 
w ith the sentries, against him. But 
th a t would mean struggle and an 
alarm . It was the plan to achieve the 
abduction quietly, so quietly th a t for 
perhaps an hour—they hoped for an 
hour—there would be no alarm . Some 
time they m ust have, enough to make 
the long journey through the under
ground passage. O therw ise the open
ing a t the  gate  would be closed, and 
the party  caught like ra ts  in a hole.

During the early  afternoon the 
chancellor visited the crown prince. 
W aiting and w atching had made in- 
ro rd s on him. but he assum ed a sort 
of heavy Jocularity for the boy s bene
fit.

“We m ust get the lad out some
where for some air,” he observed. it  
Is not good to keep him shut up like 
this.” He turned to the crown prince. 
“In a day or so,” he said, “we shall all 
go to the sum m er palacA You would 
like tha t, oh?”

“Will my g randfa ther be able to go?”
The chancellor sighed. “Yes,” he 

sai.l, “I—he will p> to the country 
also. He has loved it very Nearly.”

H e left, shortly a fte r th ree o’clock. 
And, because he w as restless and tin-
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practicing curves <>n the roof. But I

On the day of the carnival, which 
was the las t day before the beginning 
of Lent, Prince Ferdinand W illiam 
Otto wakened early. The palace still 
slept, and only the stree t sw eepers 
were about the streets. Prince Ferdi- 
nund W illiam Otto sa t up in lied and 
yawned. This w as a special day, he 
knew, hut a t first he w as too drowsy 
to remember.

Then he knew - -the carnival ! A de
lightful day, with the place full of peo
ple In strange costumes—peasants,

Should need a num ber of balls ”
He w as ra th e r  silent r n his ^ a y  

buck to the schoolroom. But he
looked up ra th e r  wistfully a t

“If they w ere living, he said. I ai 
pretty  sure they would take me out

tU<Oiga Losehek had found the day one 
of terro r. The failure of her plan ns 
to Nikky ami Hedwig was known to 
the countess the night before. Hed
wig had sent for her and faced her 
in her boudoir. v$ry white 

“He refuses,” sae said, 
nothing more to do.”

and calm. 
‘•There is

“The Scenic Railway Is in T hat Di
rection."

easy, ho made a round of the palace, 
and of the guards. Before he returned 
to his vigil outside the king’s bed
room, he stood for a moment by a win
dow and looked out. Evidently 
rum ors of the king’s condition had 
crept out, in spite of their caution. 
The place, kept free of m urmurs by 
tlie police, was filling slowly with peo
p le ’ people who took up positions on 
benches, under the trees, and even s it
ting on the curb of the stree t. An 
orderly and silent crowd it seemed, of 
the b etter class. H ere and there be 
saw the police agents in plain clothes, 
im passive but watchful, on the lookout 
for the first cry of treason.

An hour or two, or three— three a t 
the m ost—and the fa te  of the palace 
would lie in the hands of th a t crowd. 
He could but lead the boy to the bal
cony, and aw ait the  result.

C H A P T E R  X V I I .

T h e  P ira te ’s Den.
Miss B raithw aite was asleep on tho  

Clinch in her sitting  room, deeply 
asleep, so th a t when Prince Ferdirfand 
William Otto changed the cold clo th  
on lier head, she did not even move.
The Countess Losehek hud brought h e r  
some medicine.

“It cured her very quickly,” said th e  
crown prince, shuffling the cards w ith  
clumsy fingers. H e and Nikky w er» 
playing a game In which m atches rep* 
resented money. The crown princ« 
hud won nearly  all of them and wu* 
quite pink with excitem ent “I t’s  my 
deal, isn ’t  it? When she goes to sleep 
like that, she nearly always w akens u p  
much better. She’s very sound 
asleep.”

Nikky played absently, and lost th «  
game. The crown prince trium phant
ly scooped up the rest of the m atches.
Then he lounged to the window, hl» 
hands In his pockets. T here w as 
som ething on his mind which th e  
chancellor’s reference to Hedwig's p lo  
ta re  had recalled. Something he  
wished to say to Nikky, w ithout look
ing a t him.

So he cleared his throat, and looked 
out the  window, and subi, very cas
ually :

“Hilda says th a t Hedwig is going to  
get m arried."

“ So I hear, highness.”
“She doesn’t seem to be very happy 

about it. She’s crying, m ost of th e  
time.”

It was Nikky’s tu rn  to clear h is 
throat. “M arriage is a serious m at
ter,” he said. “I t  is not to be gone 
into lightly.”

“Once, when I asked you about m ar
riage, you said m arriage was when tw o 
peuple loved each other, and w anted  
to bo together the rest of their lives.” 

"Well." hedged Nikky, " th a t is th e  
idea, ra th er.”

“I should think,” said Prince F erd i
nand William Otto, slightly red, “th a t 
you would nmrry her yourself.”

Nikkv being beyond speech for an  
instant and looking, had his royal high
ness but seen him, very tragic and 
somewhat rigid, the crown prince w ent

“She’s a very nice girl,” he sa id ; “I  
think she would make a good wife.”

There w as something of reproach la  
his tone. He had confidently planned 
that Nikky would m arry Hedwig, a n d  
tjmt they could all live on forever in  
the palace But, the way things w ere 
going Nikky might m arry  anybody, 
and go away to live, and he would los« „ 

him.
“Yes." said Nikky, in a strange voles.

__i am sure she would m ake a

good wife.”
At which Prince Ferdinand W illiam 

Otto turned and looked a t him. “I  
wish you would m arry her yourself,* 
he said with his nearest approach to  
impatience. “I think she’d be willing.
HI ask her, if you w ant me to.” 

H alf-past three, then, and Nikky 
trying to explain. w » iln  the lim its o f 
the boy’s understanding of life, hla 
position. Members of royal fam ilies, 
he said, looking fa r  away, over th e  
child's head, had to do many th ings 
fur tlm good of the country. And 
m arrying was one of them. He sa t, 
bent forward, ids hands swung be
tween his knees, and tried to visualize, 
fur O tto’s understanding and his own _ 
heartache, tlie results of such a  mai*» . 
riage.

(TO B E  CO N TIN U ED .)

Menace of Croup.
Croup is a spasm of the larynx  

which comes on very suddenly. O ften 
In the middle of the night the baby 
will awaken with a harsh  cough, <«n. 
rough and difficult breathing. Some
times the face may become blue. T he 
child should be made to vomit in o rder 
to relax the spasm. This Is best 
brought about by giving a teaspoonful 
of sirup of ipecac. The Inhalation of 
steam  will help to shorten the attack . 
A croup-kettle is the best m eans of 
producing the steam . A ten t made of 
a sheet will aid in concentrating the  
moist steam . It is be tte r to use a  
teaspoonful of compound tincture c f  
benzoin to each pint of w ater used In 
the croup-kettle than  steam  alone. 
M ustard piasters, one p a rt m ustard  
ami five p arts flour, as well as w arm  
compresses over the chest, are  of 
value. For a child who has persis t
ent a ttacks of croup it Is best to as
certain Whether enlarged tonsils and 
adenoids are  not a factor. If they, 
a re  present have them rem oved.- 
From the Delineator.
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Requires Genius to Teach Music.
Knowledge of the Im itative a r t  Is 

developed daily by experience of and 
comparison with the life they prefig
u re ; knowledge of lite ra tu re  by th« t? 
creative habit of speech. Music can 
be developed only from experience la  
the a rt of music itself. I t is an ai>so- 

addition to life. But from Its 
an if old nature, its intangibility, th e  

irregularity  of musical emlowmerf, 
a m f  above all from the si iwsih- o f , , , * 
musical experience In the n o r  ,li 
of th ■ young, music requite* «. c e r t a w ^  
genius to teach it well, and In oa* 
schools the problem is not yet Ml** 
ously attem pted .- M anchester G o %  
iaa. • v
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