Tuurspay, Arnrn 6, 1911,

NEW ZEALAND TABLET 607

Next to Claire sat a little old lady, and beyend her
a slender old gentleman,  The little old lady’s cheeks were
pink, her eyes bright witl: excitement ; she way trying hard
to get back te the mood from which Claire’s disturbing
entrance had shaken her, and her husband still frowned—
so there wero three people over whom the first stanza of
the song flowed to soothe them before they could hear

rly. .
pmp’ﬁhé little old lady's cheeks beside her lost none of their
pinkness, nor her cyes their brightness, but the pucker
smoothed oul of her forehead as she listened, and her
lips parted as if to drink in the song.  Her husband
leancd forward, no less enraptured, toward the end making
small inarticulate sounds of satisfaction, preluding the
applause into which he broke wildly as the last note of
the song died away. Claire began to he amused at the
fresh delight of her neighbors, thrice lher age in years,
far younger than she in enthusiasm. There was a smile
in her eyes as she glanced at the little old lady, who
caught it and responded to it with misapprehension of
what called it forth. ) ) ,

‘Such a pily, dear, you lost the first two numbers,
she murmured. ¢ She is wonderful.’

Claire smiled slightly, but did wnot reply, for the aceom-
panist struck the opening chords of the next number, and
Claire was not inclined to make acyuaintance, even with
gentle little old ladics, if they wers mot aceredited to her.
But the dear couple’s enthusiastic oy mcrea_se& through
these next twa songs, which completed the first part of
the programme and  liberated Madam Schumann-Heink,
whose amber gown disappeared through the stage door in
the midst of thundering applause, The little old lady
drew a long breath and removed her hand from her hus-
band’s arm, which she had grasped to emphasize her
delight in the * Friiblingsiied ' that clozed the group of
Mendelssohn songs. . .

Uneonsciously Claire had bheen watehing what is always
one of {he prettiest things in the werld—ald age that hag
retained the heart of childhoad,  The old lady eaught
her eve bLufore she loaked away.  She smiled with entire
friendlitess and confidence in  being welcomae. Claire’s
delinvquency in coming late had been forgiven, the annoy-
anco 1t caused giving way to pity that she had missed two
of the songs. . .

‘Oh,'hs:lid the little old lady, rapburoutly, ‘isn't it
a blessing Lo hear such music while we are waiting for
heaven 2’ ) . , .

“She hag a bheantiful voice and uses 1t well,’ said
Claire with her older note of competent, experienced
criticism, . .

‘O, my dear, she’s wonderful?’ cried the little old
lady. ¢ Suel range, such expression, such delicious melting
depth, vet delicacy! We've been counting on this recital
ever sinee the Iast one; we come to hear her whenever
she sings.’ . L

‘T came near not coming,” said Claire involuntary.

‘Oh, T'm so giad you didn’t miss 16!’ exelaimed the
fittle old lady, assuming that this _bad been due to some
abstacle that Claive had snrmounted. ¢ Never mind being
tate; vou missed only two songs, and look what a long
programime xhe gives us!  And she is so kind, and every-
body loves her so, as a woman as well sg a singer, that
she 1s sure to be zenerous to us and give us encores!” The
little ald fady almost smacked her lips over the antieipa-
tion, and her eyes brightened still more. L.

“Oh, dear me, ves: there will be a good deal of singing
before we wget throweh.” said Claire, and she smiled oui-
right this time, remembering that she had planned to get
away hefore the end of the veeital and go to tea some-
where. Claire had a winuing smile when her eyes smiled,
too. Now the dear little old lady, iznorant of the heretical
intontion that had catled out the smile, smiled back and
grew confidential, . . )

‘You see, my dear,’ she said bappily, “we are not rich
people, and six dollars is reaily a great deal to spend for
a recital.  But wmy hushand and 1 have been planning—
saving—for it for a good while.  There isn't anything
better to invest money in, if you ecan spare it, than such
a treat as this!’ ]

Claire remembered the unused ticket at home and

she glanced at the seat heside her, on which she had piled
her wraps, with an unisual pang of shame. She might
have tried 1o have found some one to whom te send the
ticket! There was her dressmaker’s daughter, studying
singing—undoubicdly  Nellie Hartung wonld have been
delighted to have lind that ticket.  And ber pleasure would
have cost Clalre no more effory than the addressing of
an cnvelope!  Claire could not  understand, when she
stopped to consider if, why she should feel so sorry for
her thowshtlessness, but the delight of the Tittle lady
heside her and her revelation of its rarity, explained hLer
awakening,. i . .
o alflﬂer@ she eomes I suid the Tittio old Tndy in breathless
delight, as Madam Schumann-Heink came out  again,
smiling at her friends, for such the entire great andience
“ub.Siw sang Schubert songs then to them, with the
encores ithe Little old lady had anticipated, and the Hitle
old lady and her busbhand exclmlu;:,ed murmurs, hand-n]asp;,
and glb‘nces that were dewy \3'1th the emations the music
awakened. Often theyv hoth included Claire in their en-
joyment, and were so sure of her s::mpaj..hy that they got
it. When the great singer bad gone again and this second
part of the recital was over, the livtle old lady turned to
Claire.
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thing!

‘We have a gramophone, my dear,’ she said, *and
we have most of Schumann-Heink’s records. You don't
know how we enjoy it—unless you have one?

Claire shook her head. ‘I wish you lad,’ said the
dear little old lady simply. ‘It is wonderful to bring the
great musicians into your home. My husband and I
hesitated in coming to this recital, because, you see,
reccords are expensive, the good ones, and we could have
bought two for the price of our tickets. But I told him
I thought we slmuldp enjoy those we had more for having
heard Schumann-Heink, and I'm certainly zlad we came.
We have been economizing for the reeital; mow we shall
begin to economize for the records!" She laughed with a
bright glance, like a blue-cyed bird’s, her liead on one
side. Claire smiled down at her with a soft look, Temem-
bering her hox at the opera, her pleasures, the indifference
with which she had decided to come to this recital since
nothing better offered. ‘You ought to hear all the fine
concerts, you love music so dearly,’ she said.

‘Oh, who doesn’t love it? cried the little old ladr.
My dear father was a violinist of no mean order; he
played wonderfully. T was brought up in musie and on it.
My husband would have sung, and his voice been one to
have remembered, only he had to provide for his mother
when he was yvoung, and then was ill—and then youth was
over. But vou arc wrong that we should hear overy-
I’'m_sure we enjoy our records at home better for
having to deny ourselves many that we want, and our
concerts the more for having so few of them. I believe,
really. we are the happiest people here to-dav!’

‘T'm gure you are,’ said Claire, ‘ and von have made
me enjoy it twice as much. But I'd like to have you hear
all the great singers, often.’

‘My dear, you are young and T can see you Lhave most
of your desires gratified.  You have no notion of the
pleasure that lies in choosing and waiting for pleasures’
said the little old lady. )

" Nov any notion of contentment, J'm afraid,” said
Claire involuntarily.

The reappearance of the singer ended this conversation,
and with new appreciation Claire listened to the third
part of the programme, the Brahms, Strauss and English
songs.  Ab Inst this, too, was over, and Madam Schumann-
Heink Dbowed and waved her hands. with her cordial,
bright smile, at the wvociferous andience clapping  and
crowding to the stage, insatiable of her voice, begzing for
more.

‘8he’ll sing ever so many times: T know she willt!
cried the little old lady, standing up and clapping wildly.

‘ Now, Mary, don't get tired!’ remonstrated her jus-
band, pounding away madly Twith his stick. °She’s sure
to come.  Just look at those flowers! I couldn’t half see
them while T was sitting down.’

{We are Catholics and we hear beautiful music every
Sunday—I was thinking of what vou said about our hear-
ing fine music,’ said the little old lady, pausing breathless,
and turning to Claire. ‘and vou have no iden what joy
we geb out of our records.  Why, my dear, we have Caruso,
Sembricli, Melba—T1 eouldn’t begin to tell you who, nor
how beautiful they are—singing to us right in our little
fiat! Wa are the luckiest peeple, my husband and 1!
Teokl There she comes; 1 knew she wouldl Now we'il
settle down for a sreater treat than ever. Oh, listen!
That's the “ Erlkénig*’ she's beginning !’

At Iast Schumann-Heink made her final bow and went
away in her sunshiny satin, with her sunshiny smile. The
lTittls old lady turned to pick up her coat and muff with a
sigh of supreme content.

‘Think of being able to make people happy as she
can!' she said.

‘ Would vou think me impertinent if 1 asked for your
card?’ sajd Claire, ‘ Beeause you have given me more
pleasira than you Jnow.’

The little old lady asked her lushand to write their
name and address, quite flustered by Claire’s request. 1t
was only afterward that she remembered that she had not
asked the tall girl, so beautifully elad. to roturn the
courtesy.  But fwo days Tater, when a biz hox eontaining
geventy-five records of glorinus musie came, and in it &
nate, she knew from wlom it came, though ihe note was
not signed.

‘You taught me harmonies that are eweotor than music
—contentment and unselfishness.  Please fet me send you
these harmonics which we all tove, but which are only
music.  Arnd pray for the sender, a Catholie Jike you, that
she may be less seifish, more in tune to vour kev.’

On the way home from the recital Claire passed in her
eabh a young man whose poverty was his one serious fauli.
Sho leaned out and lie saw her.  She beckoned him.

. He came to her and she put out her hand, I am
going to take vou home with me for a cup of tea,’ cle
sald. ‘T have Deen to Schumann-Heink’s recital.’

He flushed.

‘Claire, why do you torment me?
to see you,” he said.

‘T know, but T want to sce you,” she said gently.
‘There was the dearest old couple at the concert, rather

I have tried not

“poor, T'm afraid, but blissfully happy and, oh, se dear

and sweet! I want to tell you about them.’
. “Claire!’” lhe protested. *Claire® le added
tioningly.

‘Y know, Tom. It was a wonderful recital, and they
were more wonderful.  ‘I've been thinking,' she sajd.—-
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