
Told in a French Garden -

He did not stir.

It was I who caught her as she stumbled,

and I held her close in my arms. After
a moment, the relaxed a little, and her
bead drooped wearily on mf shoulder.

He lowered his lids, and I felt that every

nerve in his well controlled body quivered
with resentment.

He motioned to entreat her to sit down
again. She shook her head, and, when he
went On, again, he for the first time ad-

dressed himself directly to her. " It was
chance that set you across my path last

night— you and your father. I recog-

nized him at once. I knew your mother
well. I can remember the day on which
you were born, I was a lad then. Your
mother was one of my idols. Why, child,

I fiddled for you in your cradle. At the

moment I realized who you were, you were
so much a part of my music that you only

s^pealed to me through that. But when
I left you, I carried a consciousness of you
with me that was more tangible. I had
held your hand in mine. I feel it there

still.

" I went directly to my room, alone. I

sat down immediately to transcribe as

much of what I had played as possible
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