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To Venice

in the thick of it. A percept, ule tenseness in the

jitmosph'jre warned us th,,l this was no loyal

disphiy—that the crowd was a baa :md wicked

one, up to no good. Moreover, n nuin!)er ot

armed niiUtary pickets posted about tlie scpiare

eonfirmed this impression. We did not know

their hxnguagc, but the crowd was obviously

inider a restraint, a fast dissolving restraint,

whose bonds they mom.ntarily threatened to

break. Suddenly a daring spirit shouted the

beginning of an intlaniniatory song, then stopped

abruptly amid a-i uneasy silence. Some one

laughed hoarsely. He begau the song again.

Two or three others joined in, and again they

stopped fearfidly, this time amid yells of

eneouragement. Then a band blared out, and

as one man the whole mass burst into the song

to the stirring strains of the Marseillaise.

Taft, recognising the air, began to bellow as

lustily as any of them, but I had caught the

words " Serbie " and " Hercegovina " and knew

very well that though the melody was the

Marseillaise the words were something \ery

different, and so with eonnnendable promptitude

and vigour I winded him with my elbow. This

violent measure was instantly justified, for no

sooner had Taft doubled up in his igony than

there was a furious onrush of the pickets and
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