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of a man, very quick ami nervous, and he was so 
delighted now at his own success that he could not 
sit still, hut ran about the room chattering and 
laughing, while I sat on a cushion in the corner, as 
I had learned to do in the east. Suddenly, in came 
a messenger with a letter which had been forwarded 
from l'aris. Monsieur Otto cast his eyes upon it, 
and then, without a word, his knees gave way, and 
he fell senseless upon the floor. I ran to him, as did 
the courier, and between us we curried him to a sofa. 
He might have been dead from his appearance, but 
I could feel his heart thrilling beneath my palm.

“ What is this then ?” I asked.
“ I do not know," answered the messenger. 

1 Monsieur Talleyrand told me to hurry as never man 
hurried before, and to put this letter into the hands 
of Monsieur Otto. I was in Paris at midday 
yesterday.’

“ I know that I am to blame, but I could not help 
glancing at the letter, picking it out of the senseless 
hand of Monsieur Otto. My God ! the thunderbolt 
that it was ! I did not faint, hut I sat down beside 
my chief and I burst into tears. It was but a few 
words, but they told us that Egypt had been 
evacuated by our troops a month before. All our 
treaty was undone then, and the one consideration 
which had induced our enemies to give us good terms 
had vanished. In twelve hours it would not have 
mattered. But now the treaty was not yet signed. 
We should have to give up the cape. We should 
have to let England have Malta. Now that Egypt 
was gone we had nothing to offer in exchange.

“But we are not so easily beaten, we Frenchmen. 
You English misjudge us when you think that


