
THE UTTLE GREEN GLOVE. 3

glove I found partly tucked under a large rockTh,s was m lovely Ilfracombe, on the north coastof lovely Devonshire, and I have never been there

together for our holiday, sometimes to one an heof the charming spots by the sea in our own cou^ry. sometimes to the Continent. That yea^weT-Cided we would re-visit Venice and return by Swit-zerland to do a little mountain climbing. Eart nMay we too-, up our quarters at the "Grind Ho el
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out. though I know Jim and I were thoroughly enjov-ng the "dolce far niente" and spending our UmJlazily between gondola and picture galleries One

as though It were time to make a move, we noticed

anJn. V"' '«'''°«-oom at dinger. ASjand her three daughters. After dinner Jim and 1went out to the balcony off the dining-room To smokeour cigars. Shortly afterwards the llou ladiescame out to the Riva where the porter called up agondola for them. Of course Jim and I went f^r

whefh'^.v"
''' ''^'"^ ''''"^' -<1 -"d themwhether this was their first trip on a gondola th"

Phed that It was, with the exception of the arrivalfrom the station. The voice, though cultured, show
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