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MY VENETIAN
SINGER

A Short Story of the Venetian Gbhetto

by GERTRUDE LANDA

HE opera was Romeo and Juliet. T sat
entranced under the spell of the
music, but my thoughts were elsewhere.
They wandered, naturally enough, from
the make-believe Verona on the stage to
the real Verona I once visited. I smiled
as I recalled the horse-trough receptacle
full of visiting-cards shown to the curious
as the tomb of Juliet. I seemed to lose
all interest in the opera after that re-
flection. My thoughts, still flowing
naturally, wandered off to Venice.

Ah, Venice! Who can ever forget the
first impressions of that enchanting fairy
city set in the silver lagoon? Romeo was
singing mow. The dulcet sweetness of
his tones formed a charming accompani-
ment to the delicions memories that
rushed through my thoughts.

Once again I was in a gondola, lulled
to a reverie by the soft lapping of the
water against the sides of the hoat. Lazily,
gracefully, stealthily almost, it picked its
way through the tortuous marrow canals
to the open lagoon. The sun was setting,
and what vision is there more beautiful
than the setting of the sun in Venice?

All along the vast firmament stretched
a wondrous porteullis of ever:varying
hues. Lower and lower the gate of
evening was drawn down the skies. Azure
blue was its crown high up in the heavens,
red and fleecy gold were itg bars, until
where heaven and carth and water met,
a dazzling ray of golden light marked the
entrance to Paradise! And over all lay
the soft silence of the Venetian autumn
evening, broken only by the rhythmic lap-
ping of the water on the gondola.

The glistening ferro at the prow de-
scribed a graceful curve, the Euganian
Mountain, with its glowing peak, disap-
peared. The fairy city of twinkling
lights over which the beauteous veil of
twilight hung rose from the seas before
me. Soon my gondola was in the shadows
of the broad Canareggio.

Above the restful silence of that de-
licious evening came the sound of a fresh
young voice of rare sweetness. I turned
an inquiring gaze upon my gondolier,
supple, silent, and graceful on the plat-
form of the boat hehind my seat. Even

he was under the spell of the magic twi-
light, and it was some moments hefore
he caught my gaze.

“TMHE Ghetto!” he said with a note of
contempt, indicating, by a toss of

his head, the building to the left.

I bade him slow down. He allowed the
gondola to drift.

“Serenata?” I queried.

“No, signora,”
disgust.

with another gesture of

But the instinet of the guide in the
man prevailed. He pointed to a figure
sitting on the canal hank with legs dang-
ling over the water. It was the youth
who was singing. He might have been
seventeen or more. I indicated that I
would like to be nearer.

What it was the youth sang I know not.
I could not even say whether it was
Italian. I half wished it was Hebrew, but
I caught no word that T could recognise.
I was enraptured by the beauty of the
voice. Pure and fresh it rose on the
evening air—a hymn to the twilight for
aught I could tell.

Suddenly the youth saw me. His eyes
had in them the soft poetical glow of the
Jew. I held out a coin, for his clothes
were ragged. A crazy boat was at his
feet. In a moment he had sprung into
it, had seized the oar, and was propelling
the eraft towards me.

My gondola made a quick movement
away. I turned inquiringly towards my
gondolier, He said something in a tone
of protest. He was afraid, seemingly, that
[ was giving the tip which I should
reserve for him to the unknown singer.
There was anger in his swarthy, brigand-
looking face, greed in his steely eyes.

[ turned to the softer eyes of the singer,
who was alongside now. He held out his
hand, took the coin, doffed his ragged cap,
and in the sweetest tones I had ever heard
from the lips of a youth, said:

“Grazia, mia bella signora.”

I am but a woman. I bowed to the
compliment.

I would have spoken with the singer,
even with the very few Italian words at
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my command, but with swift strokes my
gondola was shot away from him. Sweeter
rose the youth’s song: he waved his cap
gaily—he kissed his hand. 1 kissed mine
in return. Then my gondoia turned into
the Grand Canal, and the song ceased.

LOOKED about me. Oh, yes. 1 had
almost forgotten. I was in the
theatre. Romeo had just ceased. The
people were applauding. Were they ap-
plauding my singer? Was this song I had
just heard the same? I seemed a little
bewildered and walked out into the cool
promenade.

“What do you think of the new tenor?”
said a yoice at my ear.

It was Kapinski, the famous critic.

“Who is he?” T asked.

“I have been introduced to him this
evening,” he said, “and I don’t think this
Italian name on the programme is his
real name. T have a fancy he is one of us.”

“I have that fancy, too,” I
“Could you introduce me?”

He said he would be delighted. I waited
after the opera in the saloon. The tenor’s
eves attracted me the moment T saw him.
He ‘gazed curiously ‘at me; and held my
hand longer than the occasion necessi-
tated. I paid him some compliment on his
debut.

“Grazia, mia bella signora,” he
turned—and then I remembered !

“Once in Venice—" T said.

replied.

re-

“Never have I forgotten your kindness,”
he answered in quaint, broken English.
“Luck came to me that night. The coin
you gave me—I wear it alwavs on my
watch chain.” : ;

“And the song?” T said.

“I always sing in Romeo and Juliet.”
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