
878 PARIS NIGHTS
man): "Miserable European, parcel, poltroon,
idler, degenerate, here I offer you ninety-and-nine
horg d^onwret, and you want the hundredthi You,
living your unnatural and despicable existence I

If I cared sufficiently I could kill every man on
the train, but I don't care sufficiently! Have the
goodness not to misinterpret my politeness, and
take this Lyons sausage, and let me hear no more
about sardines."

Hence I took the sausage and obediently ate it.

I gave him best. Among the few men that I re-
spected on that train were the engine-driver, out
there in the nocturnal cold, with our lives in his
pocket, and that African. He really could have
killed any of us. I may never see him again. His
circle of eternal energy just touched mine at the
point where a tm of sardines ought to have been
but was not. He was emphatically a man. He
had the gestures and carriage of a monarch. Per-
haps he was one, de jure, somewhere in the neigh-
bourhood of Timbuctoo. For practical European,
Riviera, plutocratic purposes he was a coloured
waiter in the service of the International Sleeping
Car Company.
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