
^

ACTIVE SERVIC%
339

Mother dead? Caught the cholera? Found out
that you've swallowed a pair of hammered brass and-
irons in your beer? Say, who are you. anyhow?"
But he could not shake this invincible glee, so he
went away.

The dragoman's rapture reached its zenith when
Coleman lent him to the professor .and he was com-
missioned td bring a carriage for four people to the
door at three o'clock. He himself was to sit on
the box and tell the driver iwhat was required of
him. He dashed of!, his hat in his hand, his hair fly.

ing, puffing, important beyond everything, and appar-
ently babbling his mission to half the people he met
on the street. In most countries he would have
landed speedily in jail, but among a people who exist
on a basis of jibbering, his vfolent gabble aroused no
suspicions as to his sanity. However, he stirred

several livery stables to their depths and set men run-
ning here and there wildly and for the most part
futilely.

At fifteen minutes |o three o'clock, a carriage with
its horses on a gallop tore around the corner and up
to the front of the hotel, where it halted with the
pomp and excitement of a fire engine. The dragoman
jumped down from his seat beside the driver and
scrambled hurriedly into the hotel, in the gloom of
which he met a serene stillness which was punctuated
only by the leisurely tinkle of silver and glass in the


