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There was only one window in the dark room. It was tall and thin and curved to a point at the top. Seven-year-old Louis thought the whole place was a bit creepy. An old man wearing a black cape, a bit like Batman’s but much longer, stood behind a brightly-polished piano. He looked up and spoke to Louis’ mum.
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“So, you’ve brought Louis to be auditioned for the cathedral choir?” he asked her.

Louis’ mum nodded. “He’s ever such a good little singer,” she said.

The man behind the piano didn’t look impressed. He could see Louis fidgeting and looking bored. “Well, I suppose I’d better hear him sing. Have you got your music with you, Louis?”

“Oh, he doesn’t use music,” Louis’ mum explained. “He sings unaccompanied.”

The man sighed. “Very well,” he muttered.

“Louis!” his mum hissed. But Louis wasn’t listening. He was too busy looking out of the tall, thin window where he thought he could see an aeroplane climbing steeply up into the clouds. The truth was, he didn’t really understand what all this choir business was about. He was just pleased to have an afternoon off school.

“Louis!” his mum hissed again, more loudly this time. “Sing for the man!”

So Louis sang.

When he had finished, Louis’ mum turned to the man behind the piano and said, “What do you think, then?”

The man slowly smiled. “I think Louis has a most wonderful voice. I’d be delighted to offer him a place in the cathedral choir. I will write to you with full details in a day or so.”
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