
A LOVER OF MUSIC

Hk entered the Wkwoo<ls village ,.f fiytown liter-
ally on the wings of the .M. It whirle,! Imn „l„„g
l>ke « big snowflHke, an.l ,lr„,,pe,l hi,,, at the door
of Moody's «Sports,„en's Retreat^ as if he we„. a
New Year's gift Cron. the North Pole. His con.i-.g
seemed a mere chance; but perhaps there was some-
thmg more in it, after all. At all events. 30U .shall
hear, if ^-ou will, the time and the manner of his
arrival.

It was the last night of Decen.ber, some thirty-
hve years ago. All the city sportsmen who had
hunted the deer under Bill Moody's direction had
long since retreated to their hon.es, leaving the little

settlement on the border of the Adirondack wil.ler-
ness wholly under the social direction of the natives
The annual ball was in full swing i„ the dining-

room of the hotel. At one side of the room the
tables and chairs were piled up, with their legs pro-
jecting in the air like a thicket of very dead .rees.
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