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ARMVAL IN PADUA.

Well," said Clive, we may as well be in Padua
as in Ferram."

A great deal better said David. For My
part, 1 can't stand this place any longeý. Itla
worse than Bologna."

Ten times worse,11 said Clive.
The boys now went back to the botel, got their

little valise which contained theïr luggage, and
then, returning to the station, wàited for the train...
It came in due time -and so they soon found thezn-
selves in Padua. But although they had hoped for
some better fbrtune in this city, they were doomed
to disappointment. The drizling rain still cou-

tinued, and they had grown so weary of churchets
and museums that they did not care to visit any
more. They strolled through the streets till they
were tired, and finally toèk refuge in the magnifi-

cent Café Pédrocchi, where they ordered a sumptu.
ous dinner, and whiled away the time till dark.

Over this repast they begau to grow refreshed,
and amused, themselves with discussing the aitum
ation.

ci.&ncl soil said David, Il we have to go back to.
morrow. WeHall that I can say is, we've had i
mean sort-of excursion."

101 never do to own up to Frank and Bobill's *d.Clive.ai We must, hold our tougues.7
I dare say they've had no end of fun," mdd

David, gloomily. Florence is such a perfect'
Pa»ÀUBe. What féols we %vere!"
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