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Gossamer Threads of Old Romance
and New Weave Some Surprising
Changes in Three Lives,
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Arthur took the moment sorl-
d her close and Kissed hor-fum-
bilngly ot first, but much better the third and
fourih times, His voics grew Linsky: his hwnd
shook At whivh, of Amelie’'s hanid
shiook, ton,  Arthur was distinetly good looking
N a stratght featured, falr, solemn way., Also
he was tall, and Amelie experienced the most
delicdous thrill when he stooped above lhier. The
same thrill, no doubt, which in the botanle
world leads a rose veined, azore theoated mori-
ing glory to stretch up its tendrila to clasp the
honest fonce,

“Darling,” said Arthur
of lovers—those who say
those who put a
the latter. His

Httle uptilted e

her dark eves lane-
EUaraln,

nave nEed

rourms

(there are two kinds
darling serigusly and
laugh in it—Arthur was not
“darling” had already a dellivare
aura of coffee, hacon, and egg#), “Darling—it
will have to be a long engagement, I'm afrald —
do you mind 7"

What could a nies girl have said if she

“No—truly, Arthur sald  Amelie,
against his cheek,

“1 shall have
told her,

Making good and a square deal were among
Arthur's elinehes. e was the gort of young
man to whom politicians refer ss the bhackbone
of the vountry or the salt of the earth. Really,
1t needs ne laonguage but English to deseribe
i But his chin was wonderful.

smooth shaven, of course, as porfect in line
and contour as the chin of a statue. Women
tnke great =tock in ching, Amelie looked at
Arthue's, and throbbed with pride. She reflected
happily that he had a4 nice tasie in {‘nllnr.-. Or
conres, muy marry a man to reform him,
but it's vicer not (o have to.

“You "OArthue was saving, “this offer
I've liad from thoge people in Mexico means a
vamfortable WVing, hut not at onee, It may be
& year, even two years, darling!™

T walt for vou, honey ™ murmured Amelie,

“And when 1 write you—you'll come?"

"0, Arthur—way down there?

“Darling—we'll have to Hve way down there,
for a while at least. If things turn out as I hope
they will, Yoeu'd like it. I'm sure you would,
You're such a romantic little girl——" Here he
tightened a strong arm, and Amelie sighed hap-
pily.  “You'd be sure to like it; palms and lots
of flowers and patios and fountains an—er—
pulms!" said Arthur,

“I do love Spanish stuff,” mused Amelip—
“1 alwava have—that sort of cateh in the musie
—a4 If vour heart missed a beat—or something

becanse you saw somebody coming.  And the
big carved combs and mantillas—0, Arthur,
will your gend me a Spanish fan? They're go-
ing to be smart next winter.”

Arthur sald he would. He wasn't entirely
clear as to the pure Castillianness, 8o to speak,
of Mexico, but it was bound to be something
like that. And the scent of the honey locust
was potent as old wine,

“Only—" sald Amelic, doubtfully—"only
Arthur, honey—1 couldn’'t go all the way there,
you know—J really don’t think T ecould., It
svamsa so sort of—conspicuous.  Why couldn't
vl rnm-" up Instend and meet me somewhere
halfway

“Darling,”

did?
cloze

to make good - for yvou!" he

e

uee,

sald Arthur, “do you know, 1 can
see how vou feel, absolutely, and T love you for
it. Let's sev, now, There must be some place
in between—some place 1 could come up to.”

“And that I could go down to,” cooed Amelie,

There was, There always is. Even between
heaven and hell, as lovers a-plenty had charted
it before these two,

“I've got It."" said Arthur
—a little town in California. 1 was out there
vne summer. It's a nice place, with rather a
wonderful Inn—Spanish, Now, Amelie—here it
ia! At the end of two years——"

“Or less, If possible,” whispered Amelie,

“Ahsolutely,” sald Arthur—"however, at the
end of two years at the outside I will come to
Riverside—yon will meet me there—and—we—
will—be—married! Is it a barzain!”

“SQay ‘Is it a4 promise? " she
sweetly.

He obeved her. She gave her word. They
kissed each other with a touch of delicious
drama, A flower of the honey locust fell and
caught in her hair. He disentangled it gently,
put it to his lips, and bestowed it in his pocket-
book.

0, Amelie, darling."
Years

“Op less, i possible,™
ingly.

But she was just as beautifully distressed as
he. They stayed out in the yard till midnight,
when Arthur's well bred conscience drove him
home, seeking in each other's arms and eves and
lips the frail assurance that journey's end means
one thing only.

“I shall never forget this
Arthur just before he left her.

“Say night—" sighed Amelie whimsically—
“it's a 80 much more loverly word!"”

She cried herself to sleep when he had gone,
He was really her first definite suitor. And the
sincerity of his lovemaking had set her heart-
strings singing like a wind harp.

Arthur himself slept little. Across the
sleeping town they wove a web of rosy fancies,
from his heart to hers,

One week later Arthur departed for Mexico.

A week Is not a long time in which to be
sngaged. It allows for 21l of the thrill and none
of the anticlimax. Amelie and Arthur achieved
in those seven days a pretty cycle of devotion.
They accepted congratulations—Arthur was for
shouting his news from the housetops at once—
in & sort of levely haze, and clung to each other
as the time for parting drew near in a noble
sgony of renunciation.

“We'll have our honeymoon at the inn in
California two years from now,” was Arthur's

at last, “Riverside

corrected

he groaned, “two whole

=ald Amelie consol-

evening,” msaid
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Amalie promised, in tears
nordinarily good looking, with
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house on the side of the mountain, with vines
growing about the door”

The old, old dream. whose background has
been usually a far country—but not always
Mesleo,

Amelie read with a simile tipping up the cor-
ners of her sensitive mouth and one eye on the
loney locust, It took a deal of concentration
sometimes to evoke the magic of that hrief,
glamorous hour, Sometimes she found it hard
even to visualize Arthur's frank, kindly face,
But =he focused the cves of her soul on it deter-
minedly. She had only to walt—Ilove and be
true.

That winter her father died. suddenly, with-
out a4 shodow of warning, and Amelie found
horsalf and her mother, whern the dead man's
affairs were finally settled, facing the world
with only a small insurance policy between them
and outright penury,

She announced, with a courage thnt sur-
prised herself: “I'm going to find a job some-
where, 1 ought to have been doing something
long amo."

“Do eall it a position, my child!"
mother out of a fog of crepe.

“Wait till we see what 1 can get,” said Ame-
lie. She smiled her rather plaintive smile. Black
clothes made a pale small wraith of her, but her
spirit shot up Tike a candle flame in the wind.

She found a place ultimately in a combina-
tion book and art shop of which Beechwond was
Justly proud. Books she had always loved in a
haphazard, omnivorous way; pictures she pto-
ceeded eagerly to learn about,

Arthur's epistolary protest was prompt and
earnest:

“l don't like the idea of your being in a
store. 1 am working harder than ever, with
an eye Lo the day when I can take vou out of
it and set you in our little house, where you
shall have nothing to do hut be my little wife,"

“And sweep floors,"” thought Amelie per-
versely, “and wash dishes, and mend socks.'
she turned back to her beloved job, Like a new
world, the goods on the shelves about her opened
a thousand wvistas, Her awakening intelligence
nearly foundered ftself, tryving to drink the
streany dry. She realized for the first time what
color and line might mean; her finger tips
lingered happily over silken fabric and tissues
crusted with embroldery, She was like a new
croature, vibrant and exquisitely responsive, She
tried to write Arthur something of her evolu-
tion.

Ha replied with characteristic consideration:

“Are you sure vou aren't overworking, dar-
ling? You sound so excited. I don't want my
little girl wearing herself out. 1 have a plece
of naws for you that may make you forget the
store, for once. I am getting a raise this month,
One more like it and all our hopes can come
true. Isn't that wonderful? I wish I could see
vout face when you read this!”

Amelie read it, standing beeide a box of new
prints that had just come in, colorful things,
French and English, with an occasional spirited
bit of black and white among them. When she
had done reading she lifted her eyes to a frivo-
lous gilt framed mirror on the opposite wall of
the shop.

Bhe saw a small, pale face with a touch of
delicate rose on the cheeks; cloudy dark Bair,
artistically loose (Arthur loved it sleek and net-
ted); a mouth touched with mockery—eyes full
of dreams, but the ecstatic happiness which
Arthur would have liked to be able to watch
the mirror did not give back.

“What's the matter with you?"” cried Amelle
to herself amazedly., ‘““What have you been
waiting for all this time?"

She tucked the letter ineide her soft gray
frock and turned away humming “Annile
Laurie.”” but a psycho-analyst, from whom none
of us Is quite gafe nowadays, would have ob-
served that she had first to stop and consciously

walled her

E

\\ \\! \\ ——t

“1 wouldn't give tonight for the rest of my life. This place and
that Song and you.”

recall that It was Arthur's favorite tune,
ghe flatted it,

She wished sometimes that Arvthur's lotlers
had more of Arthur himself. How many a
woman has wighed that before her, of stolid,
businesslike masculine script! One remembors
a moment of beautiful madness—a husky mas-
culine wvoice, breaking with tenderness—eyes
that burn a hole in one’s goul, and the postman
obliges next day or next week, with a chilly
crackling sheet of paper beginning clumsily:

“My Dearest M. or N.: I am sitting down to
write to you after a busy day. 1 know you will
be glad to hear that I found the place Okelh—
and everything ready for me to take hold.”

It isn't quite what one would be glad to hear,
of vourse; however, the average man makes but
inadequate love with a pen. Which probably
saves him a good deal of trouble, at that.

Arthur, in any case, was na knight of the
quiil. He =aid what he had to say definitely and
on time, added the customary number of darl-
Ings and little girls, and called it a day.

“He takes me just as much for granted as if
I were his—collar button!" Amelie thought is-
belliously, Sha thought of the honey locust, but
with tha passing of two yvears, the honey locust
grew vague somehow, like a tree in a lovely
stage setting, hung with artifieial garlands. 1t
stlll stood in Amelia's yard, two springs it flow-
cered heartlessly without Arthur; but its maglic
waned. It was now, at hest, 4 free. A little
stereotyped, like the Iletters, which were now
all Amelie had of her great moment.

Toward the end of the second year, Amolie's
mother remarried.

That was a distinet blow to Amelie, whae huad
not even geen It coming. She knew the man
had been an old suitor of her mother's, knew
that he sometifmhes came to the house, knew that
he seamed to care, in a stolld, inarticulate sort
of way—but marriage—with Amelie's father so
new a ghost! With the crepe veil and black kid
gloves so lately put away!

Amelie was hurt. 8he was affronted, She
quivered with disgust—the fastidious unreason-
ing disgust of youth for middle aged ardors.

The stepfather had been some years a wid-
ower and possessed already of a tidy family,
When Amelie thought of his grizzled mustache
and neat alpaca coat, of his grown daughter's
shrill, Inane laughter, and the deviltries of his
two small freckled sons, she felt as if cuckoos
had crowded her out of her nest.

She stayed late at the shop and came home
with reluctance to her place at the noisy din-
ner table over which her mother now presided.

Mrs, Lawrence, Mrs, Lawrence mno longer,
torn between old ties and new, offered the ob-
vious solution when Amelie’s unrest hecame ap-
parent.

“Anyhow,"”

Tlien

she protested pathetically, “you'd

sooner or later, to get marvied
yoursell, vou know, you and Arthur

1t mada Amelia turn with a desporate de-
pendence o Avthur's letters, which just about
that time displayed n renaissance of ardor, ae
It in answer to her need.

“Tha time's almost up,” he wrote, “I'm due
another ralse in 4 month and as soon as I get
it I'll wire vou, Theh wvou will start west to
meet me, darvling!  Riverside, Cal.—remember?
Take the Californja linlted—that's the best
trafn—get off at San Bernardino and drive over
to the inn, 1'll be wafting for you, there. 1
wonder If we will find each eother at all changed.
1 am sure you will be the same dear little girL
As for me, | am what I have always been, your
faithful old sweetheart. 1t's been a hard two
vears, but we'll forget all that once we're to-
wether again, A man has temptations” (he had
blacked something out there and gone on
again), “a lot of temptations a sheltered little
girl ke wvou knows nothing about—but I've
kept your picture on my desk and Your promise
in mmy mind—and here we are, almost out of
the wond! - When I wire, be ready to start. It
might be any day now."”

Amelie was distinetly moved by that letter.
She went out and bought herself a gray coat
and skirt to travel in, also some demurely smart
blouses and an engaging little gray hat. She
added alher things, a small but dainty trous-
seau, then held her hands and walted for Ar-
thur's wire to come

Her road to Home, as it were.
the garden of the world.

It troubled her a bit, nevertheless, that even
Arthur's photograph could not make real for
her now his eyes and mouth. She had lost her
power to visuilize him, completely, “l feel—as
if he were—almost strange,” she told her moth-
er in 4 moment of insistent misgiving. "It's so
hard to keep it all real—over two years—and
he" (a flare of nervous shyness) “he seems so
—sure and so—so0" (she stumbled over a reti-
cent word) "so affectlonate.”

“It'll be all right,” said
fortingly. “Arthur's a good boy,
as faithiful as he is'"

That really gcemed to cover everything, that
last homely bit of advice.

When Arthur's wire eventually came Amelie
packed her trunk, gave up her position In the
little bookshop, and climbed aboard the Cali-
fornia limited with a sense of high fulfillment
-=if a most irregular pulse,

Arthur had sald merely, “Meet me Mission
Riverside June Fifteenth love"

Not a lengthy slogan at the sound of which

to tear up one’s life by the roots, but Amelie
responded gallantly, She said goodby to the

locust tree the night before she left with a

vague feeling thaf she Who was about to die
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he only said, “May 1 have the
sugar?” (His grapefruit had arrived.) Fut
that voics! Tt was trigleally benutiful,  Pull
of whimeicul Inflections nnd deep velvery under
The wvoice of Haglequin, rhyming the
maon in an old garden, among fosgloves and
roges, where fountains played—but lunguidi) -
time gods and goddesves stood for-
abhout. thelr marble Umbs gleaming pale-
iv against the masgred dark green of laurel and
thododendron

Anmielle gave him the
faintly Not in the least
prescribed by convention for
alotie,

“It's a delightful morning,”
gravely. There was an undoubtedly
glint in the deep dark eyes,

“A little warm, | think,” said Amelis primly.

“I like it warm,” he said, a8 if that obyviously
affected the thing.

“But not too warm.” sald Amelie

To herself she cried in scorn.  “He'll think
vou're a hopeless prig. Do behave as if you'd
talked to a man withont an Introduction
fore.," As a matier of fact she never
which glamored the whole affalr and put
at a disadvantage,

She shut her teeth, tonk a deep breath,
wiped what Arthur would think of her out of
conslderation, and said sweetly:

“Do tell me what thut =
I've been dving of curiousity,”

He held it up for her to see with A sudden
and charming smile,

“rAntumnal Roses” by Jac
Mo von fenow him

NG It"s ood 7 osald Amelie esgerly.

“1t distinetly isn't.  Although T hnoped it
would bhe. Are vou ever vielently disappointed
take on tralns with you? It mat-
more, then helpless,
an entire lihrary about. [ sup-
pose one should rely on Shakespeare and the
Bible. But faney either one of ‘em in an oh-
servation ecar., Tt doesn’t a-aqn decent somehow,
What do you read?"”

She ecould he wns
what she read and answered
aliyvioss:

“I've got

tones
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mally

one
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be-
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vou're reading
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in books Sou
ters w0 much
You can't trot

yvou're Ao

1'r-.-‘lt_v interested in
with a touch of

w0

this thme." (she was glad he
eouldn’t possibly know she had never been two
whole davs on a trialn before in her narrow
little lifed, “The Way of All Flesh® and In case
I shouldn't like that, 'The ook of a Hundred
Houses"."

“You must be golng to build one,’” he of-
fered., His eves, even in the lightest moments,
had a glow and a warmth that startled.

“T—unless it's bullt already,” said Amelie.

She applied herself hirrledly to her brealk-
fast, which the waliter set down before lher.
After all, one didn't tell one's Intimate affalrs
to strangers.

**May 1 have the
inquired nualintly.

“Which means,” he Interpreted,
“that you consider we're getting on
for dining car acquaintances. Sorry! Shall
we go back and begin at the weather? T1 try
tn progress more slowly, Tt me sea—bonks
ook safe enough, and yet they got us into per-
sonalities in no thue"

“T really like personalities,
Amelie unexpectedly.

“Whieh means yop've 1r<on=i!r‘rml and are
willing to take a chance on my belng respect.
able ™

She lifted an evebrow at him impertinently

“Oh, respectable—no question of that—but
how safe are you?”

“Not too safe to be Interesting, 1T hope.”

“A dark man—and a blonde woman, You
know." xald Amelle daringly—"nature’s danger
signals, so 1've been told,"

“Then it must have been a blonde man or a
dark woman that told you, he retorted pleas-
antly. P
He finished his breakfast and lingered, mak-,

conversation, obviously attracted by her!
Amelie deliberately dawdled over hers, They
discovered a bookish tendency in common—
laughed at the same things.

She said at last, rising: "Goodby—you may
go back to DBenavente now.”

“Perhaps I shall see you later on in the ob-
gervation car?”

Did he sound assured. A frequent con-
queror? Amelie replied coolly:

“0Oh, 1 scarcely think so.”

He bowed, accepted tha rebuff with a dig-
nity =0 delightfu! Amelle felt herself absurd to
have offered it.

Nevertheless, she left him standing there
and made her way back to the Tullman,
where among her bags and wraps and maga-
zines she sat down determinedly to think of
Arthur and the future, Tt was not so easy to
think of Arthur. He seemed at first to wear a
small, dark mustache, which was, of course,
vidiculous. Amelle swept her mind clear of
extrancous matter and said to herself over and
over like a charm, “Riverside, June 15th, love.”
In the midst of which, some one paused in her
gection, murmured a vague apology, and sat
down in the other scat. It was the man of the
dining car.

Amelie flushed brilllantly. Alarm took her,
Had her first and only adventure in unac-
credited romance resulted unfortunately?

“Sorry,” he =ald, with an appeasing smile,
“know it seems like a sllly musical show or
something, T nearly doubted my eyes when I
came down the car just now and saw you sit-
ting here. Have you the lower?"

“Yea” anid Amelle, a trifle
have.”

He continued deprecatingly:

“] am golng as far as San Bernardino,”

“S80 am 1, sald Amelie.

At which a tide of amusement rose in
buth.

“Riverside?” he suggested hopefully.

Amelie nodded, trying to look grim.

“And the Mission inn?"
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commanded Amelie, “You'll like that and
I can be thinking what to leive out about me.”
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“I') tell you one thing,” he sald earnesily,
“and that is thig: | never expected, when curs-
ing my luck at having to take thie upper vester-
day, that vou—oh, well: How far baclk shall 1
bogin? 1 was born of honest parenis—nol ko
poor then as later, unhapplly—in a placg in
Louialann of which you never heard—in Bayou
Lafourche. My father had soine money, from
Iia fatlier: won some more in the Louisiana
lottery, of ctuel fame; lost everything In tha
game convenfent way—and shot himself through
the head one fine morning in April when 1 was
& veoars old.”

Amelie exclnlmed sharply—na small, shaken
gound, Tor all Wiz lght tone and the slightly
bitter mockery of his words thero was, for the
moment, a heavy shadow In her companlon’s
LS5

“My story at least begins with a shock—
techinically, T believe, that's said to bes good.
It's when I think of my mother {t seems inde-
contly unfair, She wasn't made for hard times,
She didnt know how to be poor. Nor unhappy.
She was lovely and frall and helpless. She dled
w year after my father, and an sunt in Chicago
took e, T must have been a handful. But she
had three bove of Her own who licked me into
shape, gratultously, I went to gchool with them,
went to got out, floundared around a
hit, tried business, tried law—to pleass my sunt

iried architecture, to pleassa myself—and
found rhyself.,

“OR, you are an architect!’ rald Amells hap-
pily,

“Of sorts,” he admitted, smiling Into her
eager eyes, “Why? 1o you like the triha? Or
is it just because you are going to build a house
~—unless it's byllt already?™

“1 like houses,” glie explained, smiling back
“And Ve been working in & shep
where we dld a bit of decorating, you know!
Oy, not a big shop. Bul we used to help peopls
abont framing and draperies and things®

“1 like girls who work at something,” maid
I'on Reynard, approvingly. "I waa afrald you
might be an idle rich.”

“Ha!" sald Amelle scornfully, “Do I look 1t?"

“Now that,” he returned gravely, "'is some-
thipg we won't go into, becaus if I tell you so
early as this, what I think you look like, I shall
be snubbed and put out of this eection.”

“I'm glad you reallze it.”

“So, Instead, suppose you tell me about you
he finished gravely, “And then we ecan proced
to likes and dislikes, favorite flowers, pet aver-
slons and such., Begin at the beginning. When
I was a little girl—by the way—you aren't much
more than that now, are you?"

“When I was a little girl,”" copled Amelle,
ignoring frivolities.

She told hlm a great deal about herself In
th next half-hour, all of it guite truthful, but
none of it inveiving Arthur,

And when she had dous with her feminine
Oryssey, they went on as he had suggested, likes
to diglikes, of which it appeared almost at onco
they had an extraordipary number In common.

Amelie had nevey known a man with whom
ghe felt herself so instantly and utterly at home
in the most beauliful sense of the word., Bhe
began to feel and so, apparently, did he, almost
at once, as i they had known each other furever.

“Simpatica—that’s what you are, most of
all'” he told her just before they went out to
luncheon together.

"Synmipathetie?”
pleased.

Don Reynard looked at her for a moment,
smiling his dark, amused smlla before he an-
swered:

“Not just that, exactly. Sympathetie, of
course, congenial—all that sort of thing, DBut
it Implies as well—let me see! Someone you—yon
oniuld love, If you see what I mean. That's
really the sense of it

Amelie saw, It was what in a less definite
phrasing she had heen working out to herself
about him. A trifle early to have arrived at
it, on either side,

They lunched together. Part of that after-
noon he took himself off to the smoker while
Amelia tried to sleep and tiresomely couldn't:
but part they =at and talked as in the morning,
of g thousand suddenly Important nothings,
aiter which they dined together, and for two
moonlit dusty hours watched thin silver rails
apinning out into the flying shadows behind the
train.

A folding chair on the rear platform of An
cheervatlon ecar I8 not a cushiony meat, but
Amelle could not remember afterward any deep
discomfort. She went to sleep with the sound
of a slow caressing drawl in her ears—meaning
to dream of Arthur,

On the following day she meant to teil about
Arthur. But she didn't, For the following anay,
advancing out of farms into prairies and
out of prairies into long gray streiches
of sage brush with painted rocks smudg-
ing the sky line, advanced also with an
incredible swiftness and a breathless charm in-
to a multitude of acutely personal discoveries—
as that they both liked guantities of sugar in
coffee (after all—it had bLegun with the sugar
bowl—significant), as that neither of them could
bear “Main Street” (with all the rest of the
world devouring it), as that he adored beauti-
ful hands, and Amelie's were the innocent pride
of her lite. As that he—as that she—as that
Lhey!
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Don Reynard had laughed at a hundred
nther men for the same sort of thing inde “
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