The Romancing of a Square Party

BY LOUISE CLOSSER HALE

: HEN the Young Man and the

\; \/ Young Woman who were trav-

elling with a party, and whom
we had met at Monte Carlo and grown
to like, told us that they would enjoy
the trip across northern Italy because it
would he #improving to the mind,” we
edged off uncomfortably toward the Ca-
sino and lost a few more unimproving
franes. But even the absorbing of our
silver did not blot out the gloomy pros-
pect of motoring an intellectual pair
through an emotional country.

We, as a middle-aged couple (the ex-
pression had been forced upon us, until
we finally accepted it), had considered
the inviting of the Young Man and
the Young Woman as near an approach
to a revival of tender sentiment as our
slightly silvered hair would permit. It
had been our vague intention to hold
the mirror up to them—and see our-
selves. We wished the young couple, for
the trip at least, to engage in a sort of
delicate exchange of gallantries, which
we should have enjoyed with ourselves
in the principal réles had not the stigma
of “middle age” weighted us down with
its awful dignity. We hoped for a sort
of flirtation pleasing to the eye, which
would - blossom under the Italian sky,
then, later, gently die. I made this
statement to the Illustrator with no
knowledge of the rhyme until he laugh-
ed. Since then I have been repeating
it proudly.

The TIllustrator, as he bitterly slung
in their hooks of reference amid the oil-
cans and made ready for an intel-
lectual departure, had no hope of their
vulnerability, but I was not bereft of all
attacking methods. The first one, I ad-
mit, was frustrated, for at the start
the young girl beckoned me to the rear
seat, where she had already installed her-
self. with a mental firmness which no
romantie couple in middle age could well
combat—and remain unashamed. The

Young Man settled himself in my favor-
ite place by the driving INustrator; the
satiated retinue of the Monte Carlo
hostelry bowed their adieus; and with my
heart beating expectantly at re-entering
the land of rich sensations, we made
for Ttaly.

The Young Woman, who must have
heard the prancing of this artery of
mine which refuses to grow old, smiled
at me kindly, with a question in her
ayes.

“T am wishing,” T sald to her, con-
scious of my effort at careful phrasing,
“that the first of the little dramas of
the roadside which come to us so thick-
ly in this country will greet us at the
Customs, just as we slip past the tri-
color and draw up at the post of green
and white and red. Don’t you think
that would be splendid ?”

The Young Woman looked dubious.
“ An episode that will give a clue to the
character of the country?”

T nodded, flattencd but defiant. After
all, she had my thought. So she leaned
forward, one hand upon her note-book,
pencil poised.

At the French barrier the clean chil-
dren bade us “bon voyage,” then a climb
across a gorge—muleteers along the way
—a donkey-boy singing half French and
half Ttalian—a sudden turn—the colors,
green and white and red, upon a rock—
a small stucco house with an official
lounging waitingly—and in the doorway
a signora gravely examining the tousled
head of a small, dirty child.

“How awful!” cried the girl, shutting
her note-hook with a snap.

“How Italian!” I replied, well satis-
fied.

If one follows the Corniche road after
passing into TItaly, only the man of
wildest imaginings can feel an appreci-
able difference between it and the coun-
try that is left behind. There are still
the colorful sea, the baked white road,
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and the pink villas, where surely no one
was cver born or has cver died. There
is not the dignity of these simple events
about their vapid architecture. But twist
the motor to the left after leaving Ven-
timiglia, thrust its nose into the Mari-
time Alps, and let it smell out Tenda,
and one’s forgotten Italian speech comes
back to him by the aid of sign-posts and
road warnings. It is a way of sharp
turns bitten Into the rock, across moun-
tain torrents busily furnishing electric
power to the gambling-houses back on
the Riviera, and past vineyards, hang-
ing from crevices, which soften the grim
visage of Mother Farth as do long eye-
lashes beautify a stern-faced woman.

The Young Man and the Young Wom-
an gave forth expressions.

“It is voleanie,” they agreed.

“Tt is glorious,” I asserted.

“It is every bit on the high speed,”
said the Illustrator, whose mind was on
his engine.

At Tenda the young couple agreed to
make up their notes. Our windows
looked upon a pale-green Alp, and, below,
in the main strect—the one street—the
diligences came and went. Still they
were wishful to make notes. But after
dinner we took our coffee on the pave-
ment, and the light was dim. More
than that, there was an “ episode.” She,
the lady of the episode, sat at the table
next to us, and there were men about
her. She was pretty, plump, provincial,
and she had a way of lifting her evelids
as though held down by cognac. That
is rare in Italy. The Young Man and
the Young Woman grew almost inter-
ested. The lady was cvidently doing the
wrong thing, and was pleased about it.
T suppose life is dull in Tenda. The
Ttalian officers and their wives, who ap-
peared to know her, were surprised, and
whispered over their coffee.

After a while, out of the gloom—for
the pale-green Alp threw a black shadow
at night—a stumpy little husband ap-
peared; one dressed as though having
come from a journecy—a journey, we as-
eumed, that should have brought him
back at ten instead of nine. He made
no scene, he howed to her companions,
and, in tones tinged with as much sar-
casm as he dared, begged his sposa not
to incommode herself—he asked only
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tor the key. At this the
Insolence born of brandy,
was simple, and thrusting her hand into
her  pocket, withdrew a  key
Bluebeard would have relished. It was
ten inches long at least. It was so much
more impressive than its master that we
went over somewhat to the side of la
sposa, although we shouldn’t. Then he
trudged out into the road again, lugging
the key, knowing that he should fight,
vet a seared little man. But after an-
other round of cognac a boy appeared,
a servant; in his hand he carried a
lantern, and in his mouth a message
from the signore: he had come to take
her home. There was a foreeful quality
about him which the signora recognized,
for though she tried to shake him off
he would have none of it; and while one
can with dignity quarrel with one’s hus-
band—yes, and well within one’s rights
—how absurd becomes the situation when
one quarrels with a serving-lad! So the
lady went out into the darkness too, only
she would not walk with the boy. Ie
went ahead, and showed her mud-holes,
which she hazily avoided while pretend-
ing not to hear him.

That was absolutely all, and we shall
never know the end, which is most
tantalizing; still, the young couple could
not make their notes for watching, and
he was heard to say to her, “ Think of
a heartache in a little town!” So the
cvening wasn’t altogether wasted.

Yet the next day they had become
stiffnecked and unregenerate once more,
for the morning is ever provocative of
high resolves.  Although T descended
early, T found the Young Man occupy-
ing my place by the driver, and the
Young Woman from the back seat was
Tull of alarming erudition concerning
rock formations. It made me wonder
why the Creator had spent so much time
carving her features prettily, when al-
most any face wounld answer for the study
of geology. The Tlustrator, who wished
to be helpful in their emotional develop-
ment, respended to the rocky disserta-
tion by a few clumsy hints as to the
tunnel we wonld shortly reach, and the
opportunity its two miles of blackness
would offer “to the foxy.” Poor wit
this, and most unfortunate in its result.
The fine shoulders of the Young Man

wife, with an
told him that

such as
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assumed so moral an nprightness that no
possible flight of fauey could econjure a
blond head resting on their heights, The
blond head itself was being proudly tossed
by its owner in the back seat, while 1
sat silent, controlling my writhing feet,
which longed to press a wifely warning
on the Tllustrator’s ankles.

The tunnel, as it turned out, was a
black and chilling expericnee. and our
iunch 1 Cuneo at the Bar of Iron,
while provocative of chuckles from the
IMustrator at the appropriate nawe, was
not entirely a mirthful occasion.  Still,
o8 we deseended into the plain my spirits
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svarcidl aloft. for the necessity of high-
sounding epithets 1s diminished when on
less aspiring land; the “sonl™ (as de-
fined by the voung couple) retires, and
our mean shell puts powder on its nose,
and takes an interest in its dinner.

Yet was I uncomfortable over the
thought that this dinner must be at
Turin—yes, and the stay for the night.
[t i a place recking with =elf-improve-
ment, and there are muscums to be visit-
ed. A eity conspicuous for the regu-
lavity of its construction,” T heard her
read to him. and U cast about me for
more irregular heguilements.  Bat Ttaly
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will never fail one emotionally if he

lmits himself to street scenes.  After
the Youmg Woman and the Young

Man had taken a regular walk (and as
darkness seftens the Jines of this ree-
tangular town, the lights arve alluring,
museums closed, and there Is musie in
the air, the walk could not have been
dangerously instructive)—and after they
had returned they found us peering into
the lives of other people from the rear
windows.,  Since we refused to budge
trom our balcony they were necessarily
squeezed into one themselves.  To my
surprize and delight they accommodated
themselves to this without effort.  More
than that, the girl made a discoverv—a
“human find.” Above the little café, at
an open window, =at a woman erying.
She was good-looking, but with the thin-
ness of those who feel too keenly. At
the next window =at a hard man—her
hushand, T was sure—reading a paper
while ghe wept.  Now and then she found
that she could not st quietly and erv—
she must walk about the room, with her
arms upraised and hands talking a great

b
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The man read on. The voung
couple approached agitation; the Illus-
trator and I held hands—as an example,
Once the gricf-stricken ereature crossed
io a shelf on which were vials, and we
held our breath while her eyes swept the
Jabels, The mau at the other window
didn’t care.  Yet she thought better of
it; she eame back again and lTooked down

Jdeal.

into the street——life held her there. Tor
a Jong while she stood shaking  her

head as though it hardly mattered one
the other; then a strect fight,
which iz alwayvs one of words in Italy,
claimed her attention. and when quiet
wax  restored below she put ber head
down on the window ledge and rested.
At this point the man, whom we were
all hating vehemently, arose and folded
up his paper. Our hopes revived in himg
uow, we  dectded, he  would her.
Fven the young pair longed for a recon-
ciliation.  But he didn’t. Ile approached
the lamp which was burning near him,
there was a fambling at the wick. then
he wax lett in darkness; but the woman
ot the other side of the wall which sep-

way  or

Kiss

THe Plazza, VICENZA
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A SQUARE PARTY.

TITE ROMANCING OF
arated  them  re-
mained bathed in
the radiance of a
light which we
conld not see!  As

they probably never
knew of the exist-
ence of each other,
it was a blow to my

romancing. Still,
as  the girl <eaid,
tears were ftears

whether the one for
whom they were ex-
pended was in Tu-
rin or i Toronto,
and the Young
AMan, greatly mel-
lowed, admitted
that it must be
rather satisfying to
be eried for.

“Perhaps she had
the toothache,” the
Tlustrator started,
but I could reach
his foot.

The next day it
rained, although,
emotionally and
territorially speak-
ing, this did not
delay our progress.
Indeed, 1t was the
Hlustrator’s day.

“Be human,” was
my insistent plea
to him, and ~while
he took advantage
of my directions, I don’t deny but
that the halting at the various canline

A Way

along the watery way did much to
bridge the chasm between the front

and the back seat. A cantina, accord-
ing to the small red dictionary, is “a
cellar, a cave, or a cavern,” and this
definition was the 1llustrator’s argument
that his continual patronage of them
could stand the pure white light of seru-
tiny. No one, he continued to the yvoung
couple, who were uneasy at first, conld be
criticised for entering “a cellar. a cave, or
a cavern ”; and it was not his fault that,
as time went on, the “cellar, the cave,
and the eavern” had thrust themselves
up through the carth like mushrooms,
until they became houses with bars at

OF SHARP TURNS BITTEN

INTO THE ROCK

one end, across which the signora dis-
pensed simple mixtures known to the
Mlustrator as “ dryers.”

Since there was always a stove or
fireplace for our simpler drying purposecs,
*he Young Woman finally overcame her
seruples, and T was surprised to find how
soon the fire which had served as the
2irl’s reason became her excuse. At the
sixth drving-place she nodded to the
Young Man, who lifted his glass and
cried “ Salute” as though ashamed of
nothing. The Ilustrator winked at me,
which T at first endeavored not to sce,
but as he kept on doing it under the
impression that I did not grasp the
situation, T finally responded with a cold
stare which greatly mystified him.
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The “ Canteen of the Angel!™ was
picked out by the girl herself. The sign
vas a fine angel tlyving down the front
wall with a large brown bottle In its
hand and clad in a blue ribbon—though
what right an angel with a bottle had to
+he emblemn of temperance we could not
discover. That it was a good angel there
could be no doubt, for when we once
more c¢limbed into the car the Young
Man vetrograded to the rear. lHe did 1t
very badly, calling out in a surprised
fashion. after we had started, “ See where
I am!” while the girl faintly echoed,
“See!”  IHowever, we kindly refused to
see.  With feet treading upon cach other,
we forged ahead.

The day went on in more delightful
intimacies. For lunch we had our elothes
baked, or, to be clearer, they were baked
hefore the lunch.  There were two rooms
in the Hotel of the Little Mule. In
one the girl and I handed our dripping
garments through the door and went to
hed. In an hour they were brought
back, warm, and odorous of veal. The
girl, after a moment’s thought, decided
that this was funny; later. when our
square party met, and the Young Man,
perplexed in his dry clothes, declared
bhe smelled of veal, she caught her breath
from delight; and when the luneh was
served, pasta, fish, and—veal, she clapped
her hands in cestasy,  “ Was there ever
such a day?’ eried the Young Woman.

There was no more rainy weather from
that on, and naught but sunshine in the
hearts of the young couple. In facet, the
Tllustrator claimed (after two days of
quick-melting ice) that the sunshine was
exaggerated, and that there wasn't any
warmth in the world to thaw out two
voung hearts o quickly. “ Hang it all,”
he grumbled to me, “they seem to think
heeanse theyv've cooked their clothes in
the same oven that all soecial barriers
are down. And sneaking off the way they
do! T tell vou I doi’t like it?”’

I was not =0 deeply concerned. As
the speech of the Tlustrator would sug-
gest, much of his dissatisfaction was due
to man’s selfishness. Now that we were
able to hold the mirror up to the couple
and view, or perhaps I should =ay re-
view, our own emotfiounal awakening, we
could not get hold of the happy pair
long enough for a satisfactory reflection.
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In the first place, we could not keep con-
tinually turning from the front scat to
stare at them joyously riding in the rear;
then when we deseended from the cav
they had a way of rushing off together
on the pretext of buying postal ecards,
and returning without them, which no
doubt would have satisfied wus senti-
mentally had we been along, but, by some
shrewd ennning, suddenly developed, they
managed that we never were,

I sugeested to the Illustrator that if
he sketehed vigorously they might stay
and wateh him, and while this failed
in DBrescia—the creatures elimbing  to
the clock-tower he was drawing, and
jeering at us—at Cremona he had de-
veloped a regular line of attack. Tlere
m an openn square he appealed to their
sympathies. Sinee he was an old, old man,
he turned to them for protection. Ile
looked to them to draw a magic cirele

around]  his  sketehing - stool, and with
Lorned fingers, centesimi. sweets, and

main foree keep the Italian publie from
the line of vision; while I, also very old,
would rest in the motor-car which he
<0 loved to put into his foregrounds. It
was a pleasant relief; keeping clear the
line of vision was generally my work.
I grew fond of Cremona, basked in the
sunshine, dozed a little perhaps—being
a very ancient person—and was just
drecaming that T heard the sounds of
the far-famed violins, when an amazed
signore called my attention to the un-
pleasant truth that the music—mnoise, for-
sooth—-was the voice of the Tlustrator,
deserted by his bedy-guard, rendered help-
less by the throng around him, and call-
ing for assistance.

I endeavored to calm him. “All
voung people are alike.” The man was
<linging his sketehing paraphernalia into
the car as he had once pitched the
reference-books of the truants, and was
preparing to go on without them.

“ Alike!” he snorted, in reply.
vou think it. T never knew one of these
abstemfious creatures, temperamentally
speaking, -who could keep his head when
he did cut loose a little. Why, it took
us weeks to get as well acquainted as
these two have become in just five days,
and we were in Capri, too! This genera-
tion—" He broke off to welcome them
with that guilty attempt at jocularity

“PDon’t
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which we so often assume when in the
midst of ecriticising a sudden arrival.
“Thought you'd decided to walk on,”
he hazarded.

I myself was of the opinion that an
explanation was not out of keeping. But
they were unconscious of all irony.
“ Oh no, only to the corner for a min-
ute,” replied the blind ones, helping ecach
other into the rear seat, “just to see the
birthplace of—of” (a consultation here)
—of Stradivari.”

“ITumph!” returned the Illustrator,
“that’s been destroyed for ages.” But
the young couple didn’t mind.

“T1f Cremona is instructive, wait till
we come to Mantua,” I suggested to
them. As I did so, I was horrified to
find that in five days I had such swift
recourse to their first methods of enjoy-
ment. However, tle pursuit of learning
had no attractions for them now. ¢ In-
structive!” scoffed the Young Man, as
once the other man had seoffed; and from
her: “TIt hardly matters, does it, while
this soft Ttalian sun is shiuiug.”

The TIllustrator grated into the high
speed.  “ Sickening,” he hissed, between
his teeth.

From that time on, our cfforts to at-
tend the love-making of the voung couple
grew more and more frautic. The 11-
Justrator still elung to the idea that some
middle-aged joy ought to be derived
from the situation if they only would
let him come along; while I trailed after
them relentlessly, more from a sense of
duty, as before my vision therc persist-
ently arose two sets of parents who, with
lifted evebrows, questioned the thorough-
ness of my guardianship.

If T had attempted to inculeate in
our guests the idea that Italy was con-
ducive to love-making, Ttaly itself rose
to the demonstration of the fact as
thongh it were a living thing secking to
help me. Tall, cypress-shaded avenues
were lovers’ walks to them—that the way
led to the cemeteries was of no moment;
the barred gates of prisons were lovers’
trysts; every castle on every hill had its
romance; every town through which we
swept. still bearing the scars of ancient
conflict, was found, by diligent research,
to have warred only for the love of ladies.
the

There was no use in telling
Young Man and the Young Woman
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when we reached Mantua, for instance,
that the place was noted for silk manu-
factories. They had their Shakespeare,
open, in their laps, to quote from, which
sct the lovely town Dback among the
centuries where 1t belonged. They de-
manded a sketch

“Upon the rising of the mountain foot,
That leads toward Mantua,”

provoking more snorts from the Illus-
trator. ¢ Shows he’d never been here—
writing like a sausage of a perfectly
flat plain,” he ground out, doggedly.
Even I, his stanch supporter, drew my
breath at the iconoclast, while the voung
people lashed themselves into a perfect
storm of sorrow that the great lover
of all lovers had, indced, ncver scen
this country.

On the outskirts of Mautua they car-
ried theiv grief, along with the copy of
Shakespeare, into a small boat moored
to the bauk. This was done at the in-
stigation of the Illustrator; by includ-
ing them in his sketch, he argued, he
could not only use but watch them. T
asked myself if it was not Machiavelli
who had said that he could deal with
simple statecraft but not with youth,
and as I mused, while the artist was
intent upon the outlines of the old Gon-
zaga stronghold, a littde rowboat slipped
out into the Lago Inferiore, past the
washing-women, past out of the
sketeh, out of our vision for an hour.

They returned without apologies—it
was their custom now. We represented
just two ugly old godparents with a
magic pumpkin to haul them through
enchanted country. They bore in their
mouths many quotations for staying over-
night, but with the contrariness of the
man who is playing a losing game, the
driver now was keen for going on to
Padua. This, however, theyv met with
a cry from Romeo and Juliet:

us,

*“’Tis death for any one in Mantua
To come to Padua!™

and before we could confute them, hav-
ing no Shakespeare of our own, and be-
ing a bit rusty, they went on to lighter
badinage, ecatching the ball of humor
and tessing it about—until we, harried,
bewildered at this powder-play, emerged
from the smoke of their sharp retorts and
compromised upon Verona.
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THE MARKET-PLACE, VERONA

Tt was not until we were well upon
our wayv that we remembered their sud-
den acquiescence must have been ocea-
sioned by that flighty Juliet. Still. as
the man at my elbow remarked (he
talked principally between his teeth now),
we would arrive late at Verona, make a
sketeh in the morning, and rush them
on to Padua, where, he darkly hint-
ed. he had plans that would eircumvent
a Delilah.

So on we whirred through the <oft
black night. The young couple intent
upon themselves, the driver intent upon
his engine, I intent upon the concocting
of two letters to two sets of parents.
T had thought their import was suffi-
ciently severe at the time, but before I
slept T added a more acid postseript to
my mental composition. For, past my
window, wafted out upon the air from
the Young Man’s window, camec a gen-
tle declaration.

“ There is a ladv in [Verona] hLere
Whom T affect,”
quoted the stripling.
It was caught up and answered from
the girl’s window:
“ Ay cars have not yet drunk a hundred
words
Of that tongue’s utterance, yet T know the
sound.”

It was capped and silenced for the
night from the Tllustrator’s window:
“ AMark you this, Bassanio.
The devil can cite Seripture
purpose.”

for his

There was a smashing-to of case-
ments, all of us smouldering in the dark
from varicus emotions, and there the
feud rested.

If the artist did not retain the young
couple in his sketch the following morn-
ing, it was not for lack of a borrowed
third story from which to watch them.
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hucksters, which
. - might have hidden
o, them, were stil!

furled. A day bad
tor shadows, but the

§ subjeet was oue
H worthy of a drawing
o at any time. Yet
: the Italian sun s
B hard to keep bchind
i the clouds when
H there are lovers

about. Tt crept out

and beamed upon the
two. A big umbrella
was unfurled over a
stand of artichokes—
we grew uncasy; the
green beans next re-
ceived a shelter—we
conld hear the young
couple laugh. They
were near the cueum-
bers, and as the sun
shone  hotter this
miserable  vegetable
was  also  engulfed.
The opening up of
the coverings became
acneral, they stretch-
ed into a lumpy sea
of canvas. Certain
fishy  people swam
around under them,
and up a side street.
When the sketeh was
finished we went, as
one man, and poked
them down from
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IN Pabua

A WATERWAY

I. as his faithful henchman, went with
him, secing to it that the children of the
signora who loaned ws the view did not
sit upon the drawing-pencil.  We were
in a triumphant mood, inversely as the
happy pair were subdued.  They had
elected to sit in the market-place below
us and study the frescoes on the old
palace facade; indeed, they had promised
to do o, This was well, for it was a
clondy day and the umbrellas of the

Juliet’s balcony.
They were quite
unashamed. “Did
vou enjoy your soli-
tude « deux?” they
asked us, brazenly.
) We blushed a blush
of middle age, and drove them sternly
to Vicenza: for Vieenza, the Illustrator
had discovered (by peeking  stealthily
into the Shakespeare), was not known to
the poet. It is a charming place, but the
wman, in his desperation, thought his as-
siurances to the contrary might keep from
them the truth. “It 13 a dull town,” he
kept repeating, cheerilv—“a dull town,
no winding ways, nothing but bare open
pvlaces. TT1 do one of them, and draw
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right from the motor, so you can all
three sit and watch me.” He spoke of
this as one would hold out peppermint
sticks to schoolboys.

“Why, if you want us to stay with
you,” said the young couple, smiling a
very wise and old smile.

“What do you think they mean by
that ?” whispered the Illustrator. “I'm
half afraid of them.”

Their forced politeness made us con-
scious. Now that we had them well
within our grasp, we didn’t find their
talk of any pleasing consequence; more
than that, it limited our own range of
conversation. Their presence barred them-
selves as toples, and also precluded some
fond nothings which the middle-aged,
when alone, can exchange without fcar
of being very funny.

This may have been the reason why
the Tllustrator, departing from his fell
design of keeping them in quotationless
Vicenza for the night, brought us to
Padua to sleep. To me he excused his
move by referring once again to the
mysterious means which would turn the
stream of the voung creatures’ bubbling
spirits into their old quiet channels. Tt
was maddening to listen to these stealthy
hints as we rushed through the night,
and to my guarded inquiries draw only
guarded “’ssshes” in response. The
young couple sang college glees from the
rear seat. They were new glees since
the time of the Tllustrator, so that he
could not join in with them, yet he was
not annoyed. Ide nudged me painfully,
uttering exultant gutturals. ¢ Subtle in-
fluence,” T gathered, and, “ Creatures of
habit, every one of us.”

Although it was a trying ecvening,
perhaps it was as well that the right
moment for the unfolding came the next
morning -when I most needed it. The
Mustrator found me sitting forlornly in
a Paduan armchair, my breakfast cup un-
touched before me, and in my lap two
letters which had been sent in from the
bankers. Two letters from two sets of
parents who were strangers to me. in
answer to the ones which T. had written
when T was ahout to take their children
under my efficient wing. From widely
distant homes these letters came, the
senders did not know each other, yet the
confents were about the same.
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“Be careful of our (boy, girl),” they
wrote. ¢ (He, She) is cngaged to a most
estimable young (lady, gentleman), so
{he, she) tells us, whom some day we
shall take into our home.”

I put my head down on the Illus-
trator’s shoulder. ¢ Such duplicity!” I

sobbed. “And more than that, how
four young things must suffer!”
The man rose to the occasion! “I

have just talked with them,” he com-
forted. “I've given them the outlines
of the plan of which T’ve hinted. Told
'em this was the seat of learning, that
everybody studied here, I promised them
that we would stay two weeks, and they
could take a course of something at the
university. In that way we'll get ’em
back to their old ways.”

I shook my head despondently. * They’ll
circumvent us.”

“Not a bit. They went right off—de-
lighted—to see about a course”

T looked hopefnl.

“So you come out with me,” he fin-
ished, with that protective air which
compensates for his departing youth.
“You come on out; I think that you
and I ecan get some joy out of a Paduan
canal without infantile assistance.”

So we went out alone, and if the sun-
shine in the hearts of both was mellow,
it was warm, and we did not feel the
need of youthful fillips to a conversa-
tion which bore the stamp, at least, of
much experience. There was a guilty
pleasure in returning late to find the
other couple waiting humbly.

We thought there was an intellectuality
about them which we had for some time
missed. We grew kindly.

“ How’s the ’varsity #” we questioned.

The Young Man answered, soberly
enough: “We hardly know. You see,
since we're to stay here for a fort-
night 7 —he seized the hand of the
Young Woman—*“ we’ve had our banns
put up.”

T rose, mighty in my sense of right,
and wrenched their hands apart. “You
can’t; you're both engaged. I've heard
from home.”

Tt had absolutely no effect.

“Of course,” said the Young Woman,
“Dbut to each other.”

The Tllustrator and I sat down sud-
denly.
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The Young Man became a coward.
It was the girl who broke the silence.
“We thought we ought to keep it a
areat secret, We did so want to come
along with you, but since you write and
sketch and go in for being intellectual,
we feared you wouldn’t care to have two
spoons around, so we started out to be—"
she gasped here.

“ Erudite?’ supplied the Illustrator.

“Yes, thank you. But somehow the
influence of—” another gasp.

“Of Ttaly?’ suggested I, a touch of
triumph in my voice.

The Young Man laughed aloud and

some Italy, but it was mostly you—
you two.”

We popped up astonished heads. ¢ Us!”

“Yes, your wanting always to be to-
gether, and alone, although you tried to
hide it, so that threw us alone, making
us forget the erudition game; and when
we saw how happy vou have been for
all these years, we decided that we could-
n’t do a better thing than to follow your
example right away.”

“But we can’t be an example,” we
sereamed, joyous just the same; “ we're
middle-aged.”

“Not in TItaly,” said the Young Man

pieced out the broken thread. “It was and the Young Woman.

A Gleam of Crimson
BY ELLEN M. H. GATES

Her dress on that day was of a most noble
color, a subdued and goodly crimson, girdled
and adorned in such sort as best suited
with her tender age—DANTE’S Vite Nuova.

HERE old Florence sits majestic,

With her treasures round her spread,

Whispering to herself, and asking
Endless honor for her dead;

There, within the halls of silence
Kept for memories and for dreams,

Lo! a hue of softest crimson
Through the shadow always gleams.

Ah, that festa by the Arno!

Neighbors gathering, young and gay,
Singing, dancing, speaking praiscs

Of their lovely Tuscan May;
And, among them, Beatrice,

(lentle, serions, in her place;
Guessing not her future story,

Nor the sweetness of her face.

Unremembered are her features;
All the eyes with joy aglow
On that fateful eve in Florence,

Darkened, centuries ago;
But forever, clothed in erimson,
Must a little phantom dance,
And a color, rare and fadeless,
Glow in Dante’s sad romance.



