
CHAPTER I

r„^^ *"^"i'
''"^ '^"^"» ^''^^th" outside theCaf6 des Tribunaux at Dieppe. One of themwas falhng m love; the other, an untidy a„"

morose httle man. was wasting advice. It wasthe hour of coffee and liqueurs, on an August
j

evenmg. *

I " You are," said the adviser irritably, " at thevery beginning of a career. You have beensuipnsmgly fortunate; there's scarcely a noveUstm England who wouldn't be satisfied with such
reviews as yours, and it's your first book. Think •

twelve months ago you were a clerk in the citv'and managed to place about three short stories
la year at a guinea each. Then your aunt what-Kher-name left you the thousand pound

.

novel. Nothing happens but the unforeseen '-
fhe result justified you. You sold your novel-

tndf/L?"ff* **"i^
^°' ''' ^""^ ^ke Saturday,

Is wortt?'t ? T^ '"^"^ P^P^^ ^^°«« opinion
Is worth a rush, hails you as a coming light Forrou to consider marrying now would be flying inthe face of a special providence."

^


