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hind him. The hall in w hich wve stood wvas gliostly stili and
dkand my guide bade me be- dumib and follow hini. Wre

tiî. toed a few yards, thien -lie stopped and eautiously wnii)lçed
a door and lot -ne into his "salon." It was lighted froin an
imier courtyard, but now the sun ilhad to make its- way

thrug 3ewblns and the %vhite covecd chiairs gfihui-

niered ghiostly in the half ]ight. lt wvas a veritable bilie-
beard chamber, and my barber standing in bis shirt s1cev'cs,
riazor iii band, and pipe in teoth, was quite a 'tragie personage.
I found myseif thinking, so while'lie wa ait vork, but think-IZ
ing aiso liow blhe affair wouid end. It was exciting(. Tt -\vas
even romanitic,th-loiugh the shiop wvas a very common littie place,
wvith prints of horse races -and boxing matches on the w-alls.
Whien everytluiig wvas over and settledc (thie chiarge, by the
bye, -was more than double 'the regiilar one, becantse of the
dlanger, as lie -explained), we ,again stole across -the roorn
and down the hall toward -the street door. I was p.ressîng
forward recklessiy to open it whvlen -my conduotor stopped
ine wîth a wave of hiis hiand, and wlispered, " Arrêtez un
moment, monsieur." (H1e seemed to b.ave -the policc very
ranch on his mind.) Then carefuiiy lie. turned the 1-oclc,
iifted the latch, -and iooked up and down the Etreet.

It -%as a thrilling pause, a moment of intense excite-
ment, the very climax of my adventure. I held nmy breath
and] iistened. and -as I did so niy fancey -ai'oke. The present
tinie and place, with ail their sordidness, faded away, and I
founld myseif back in the days -of splendid pagreants and joy-
ous c.arnivais, of plots, and feuds, of party strugýgles, tre-ason
and figlîting.

I knew myseif a conspirator withiui t1ue walls 'Of sonie
Venetian or Florentine Palace. The secret meeting is 'over.
The plot is ripe for execution. One býy one mny conrades
have departed; I alone amn left. -The faithiful Jacopo -with-
dra-ws boit and bar, and the heav door swings baek a littie,.
wvhile lie peers forth into the niglit. No, sound breaks the
sti]]ness. Ail seems sale. But who éhahl assure us it is as
it seems? «Who knows but that passing gondola mayeconeeal


