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There was, a silence for a timey in which each
one meditated over his late folly.

1 imy, Dave," said Clive, at length.,
what
Suppose we go on to Venice
What 1 " cried David in amazeiùent.
The fact is," said Clivey Il Pve been thinking

about it all day.'l
Il Well, for tbat matter," said David, Il so have VI

-You - 4
see said Clive Bologna is such a hor.

rible place that I never want to see it again.'l
No more do le"

il Ild rather wait here than go back. But 'Bince
we are here why, we might as well go on at once

to Venice.11
But what'Il TTncle Moses do?
0 we can write him.'l
Where ? At Bologna ?
No; Florence. Ile wont leave tïll the day

Èftei to-morrow. We can write to-night. Ileyll
Set our letter to-morrow. We'Il tell him all about

itl and where we are going."
Capital 1 Il cried David. 1 thought of Venice,

too ; but sômehèw it didn't seem fair to Uncle
Moses. Of course bis anxiety is only bis timidity.

we cm go round the world safe enough. If we
write it will be all that is wantecL Re mý.r
-ust as well meet us at Venice as at Bologna.17

Of cours%" said CEve and then, you know,
r Frank nor Bob wants to go bothering -about
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