
THE MUSIC LOVER

The Lover of Music drew a long

breath. He sat motionless in his seat.

The storm of applause did not disturb

him. He did not notice that the au-

dience had risen. He was looking at

the orchestra, already beginning to melt

away ; but he did not really see them.

Presently a cane was stretched out

from the second row behind him, and

touched him on the shoulder. He

turned around and saw the face of his

friend the Dreamer, the Brushwood

Boy, with his bright eyes and di-

sheveled hair. And beside him was
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