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which followed, bright enough for was golden, and the sunset light 
Carl, who had wearied of the quiet flooded h.s room casting a faint 
of the Gray 1 louse, were lonely for radiance on the dark wood of the 
Rudolf, though at first often glad- polished floor, wherein the carven 
dened by brilliant tales of the lad high-backed chairs were dimly mr-

,,U. wo,M n„B with his Jhe

After reading praises such as in common with the sunshine. It 
these Rudolf seemed for a while to was only that another of his dreams 
move in a waking dream, and his had come to naught, but he was 
dark eyes would kindle and his old and the dream had been part 
ix.-nt form straighten as his fancy of his life. That day there had
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Nor was 1ns belief in Carl’s future trembling hands, thinking it told of 
at all shaken by less welcome tidings some new triumph come to Carl, 
which, as the years passed, found It had been short ; jus a few kind y
their way to ' the Gray House, written words saying that the boy
What wonder that the boy was was young, and it was doubtless 
often careless and erratic, finding but a passing whim -a preface 
the restraint and ceaseless toil of which caused Rudolf to wonder, 
his new life as irksome as the and then the sentence which seem- 
dreary monotony of his days in the ed to have robbed life of all its 
village? Or what mattered it since brightness, for Car had lef the 
in a short space he accomplished conservatory just when its br.ght- 
what cost others years of ceaseless est laurels hung within his reach to 
endeavor? Thus indeed it seemed join a troupe of singers, 
when the long days of the Profess- Por a while Rudolfs heart had 
ofs waiting were well nigh spent, been hot with anger as he thought 
for the conservatory's highest of his own sacrifices so ligh v 
honors lay easily w ithin Carl’s prized, and the art to him a sacred 
t ■ ' thing, which Carl held at such little
k There is no telling what iinpos- worth ; but that was soon past, for 
siblc things Rudolf dreamed during all else was forgotten m his grea 
those last days preceding Carl's grief that little Ca l should have 
home-coming,and, perhaps,because gone out of his life, leaving hi

*t<,7 w
lonelier than'ever. But. though, finished score of his bst and great-
thev lagged drearily enough they est work, a sonata which he had 
passed someh,,w. and the great day written as a graduating gift for the 
î,f the Professor’s life dawned at boy. His hand had trembled

It seemed to him strangely little that morning as he wrote the 
of harmony with the event it dedication. There in the twilight 

was to witness, for it was that day he was to have played it for him 
when the rain fell ceaselessly,leaving and w hen the last notes had dicd 
great drops heavy on the grass and away Carl was to have comc t£ 
on the roses in the garden. And, hind him with the caressing way he 
vet at evening when all the street loved so well, and resting h.s strong
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