
EPILOGUE

apple-pie order, dressed not with nesitness

merely but elegance, rridy with his passport,

jit Ji word, and well supplied with money

:

a man the Commissary would have doffed

his hat to on chance upon the highway ; and

this beau cavalier unblushingly claimed the

A rethum for his comrade! The conclusion

ofthe interview was foregone; of its humours,

I remember only one. " Baronet ? " de-

manded the magistrate, glancing up from the

passport. " Alors, mrfusieur, vous rten Ic fils

dun haron ?'" And when the C'n:;arette (his

one mistake throughout the interview) denied

the soft impeachment, ''Alois," from the

Commissary, " ec uest pas votre passeport
!"'

Hut these were inett'ectual thunders . he

never dreamed of laying hands upon the

Cigarette ; presently he fell into a mood of

unrestrained admiration, gloating over the

contents of the knapsack, commending our

friend's tailor. Ah, what an honoured guest

was the Commissary entertaining ! what

suitable clothes he wore for the warm
weather ! what beautiful maps, what an

attractive work of history he carried in his
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