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worshiped him. To her simple, art-
less 'soul he was the poet and maes-
tro supreme. His senses reveled in
music and his productions inspired
her to believe that the world would
yet award him the fullest need of
praise and appreciation. There" was
something more than enthusiastic
interest in her pure, earnest nature;
there was love, a love that would

f have glorified his life had he but
fathomed the depths of the loyal,
devoted little worshipper at the altar
of his genius.

Poor child! Her heart was quite
broken that last evening when he
cafied upon her and her aunt He
was wont to open up his real nature
to these humble folk. There was
moreNthan bitterness in his mood
there was disappointment, pessi-
mism, a species of despair. Society
was a hollow sham, the art and poet-
ry of the day a wretched jumble of
fads and fancies. Yes, he was going
away. A hermit life in the lonely
Minnesota woods presented the
longed-fo- r haven of rest and obscur-
ity, and

"By the way, Miss Tresham, I am
going to send over to you my writing
cabinet. And all there is in it," he
added drearily. "You can burn up
that the scraps. The cabinet itself
Is rather pretty and useful. I wish
to store nothing and you have been

' so friendly and helpful to me, I would
feel right to have you accept it"

"You you mean your music, your
compositions?" breathed Amarylis,
aghast ,

"All! All!" declared Dalzell alfcost
tragically. "I wish nothing to remind
me of the past," and swung away
ruthlessly, and with a sorrowful,
choking wail Amarylis felt that the
world was fading from her.

Then came a strange period in the
young girl's life. She could scarcely
analyze the constant alternation of
pain and pleasure, disappointment
and longing, hope and despair. She
did not hear from Dalzell, and his
former friends casually dismissed
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him from their minds as a soured
misanthrope turned hermit and for-
got him.

But Amarylis did not forget him.
She set herself at work to find a
means of keeping track of him. Be-
sides that she began to utilize the
compositions which hid been the
children of hiseouL and so cruelly
abandoned. Music had been her
heart's desire, but work had been her
lot. There came a change, unexpect-
ed, entrancing. Amarylis one day
received word that she 'had become

--heiress to quite a neat little fortnue.
Meantime, true to his preconcert-

ed plan, Vance Dalzell planted him-
self in the wilderness. He located
amidst a dreary solitude, over twen-
ty miles from a town, almost frontie-

r-like in its isolation. He had a
hut built; he stocked it up with some
comforts arid his time passed mostly
in wandering in the woods, taking
long boating trips down the river and
only occasionally meeting a stray
hunter or woodsman.

Nearly half a year had passed away
whenthfcre came to him "a startker."
He was resting under a tree when a
wagon driven by a villager pilflling
a hunting party to their camp passed
.through the woods. One of the for
est visitors was whistling. Dalzell
listened with a thrill. Clear, musical,

the sweet, liquid notes
gushed forth those of one of his
abandoned compositions, "The Lark's
Song." It was a first link to the
past. How came it about? The
party passed 06 but to leave Dalzell
with a vague, wondering longing at
soul. The old days came up vividly.

One week to a. day after that he sat
just within the door of his lonely
cabin,' when merry voices led him to
peer beyond it Threading the wood-
ed aisles at a short distance was a
party of pickiiickers. They set about
preparing to spend the day near a
pretty knoll. Dalzell did not go forth
He had cut himself off from the
world. Why strive to get back to it?

It must have been an hour later
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