
THE MUSIC LOVER

He had arrived at an oasis in the
day. Since morning he had been toil-

ing through the Sahara of the city's

noise: arid, senseless, inhospitable
noise: roaring of wheels, clanging of
bells, shrieking of whistles, clatter of
machinery, squawking of horns, rau-
cous and strident voices: confused,

bewildering, exhausting noise, a deso^
late and unfriendly desert for the ear.

Now all that waste, howling wilder-
ness was shut out by the massive walls
of the concert-hall, and he found him-
self in a haven of refuge.
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