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stared quieUy at the chair that wan empty, the chair

that wan still placed, just as he had left it that morning

when, going down to see to his garden and to speak to

Tito, he had fallen in the great room outside, and they

had carried him straight to his bed.

Now it was empty. The whole room was empty.

She heanl sounds—sounds in Venice—sounds that she

had never realiml before. She heanl the clock ticking

mv\ wondere<l why she had never heard that. She heard

Claudina moving in the kitchen. She heard the voice

of a gont?olier singing on the canal.

Presently, she rose to her feet and walke<l slowly to a

.Imwer that h«l long been closed. Opening it, she

took out some part of an old lace shawl, unfinished,

where it had been laid from that moment when God

hatl withered her hands and she was powerless to do

her work.
.

Bringing it with her, she came back to her chair;

sat down and laid it on her lap. ITiis was the only

thing incomplete in her life. Memory became suddenly

vivid as she looked at it. She almost remembered—

perhaps pretended that she did recall-the la.st stitch

where she ha<l left off.

And there, when she came in for her unfailing cere-

mony, Claudina found her, ga/ing towards the d«M,r

with the unfinished lace shawl in her hands.

The little white head moved quickly, the eyes lighted

ftir one sudden moment of relief

"Surely it's after ten o'clock, Claudina r" she said.


