
EPILOGUE

oration, all the brave scenes of history, I

conceive as having; been not unlike that

evening in the cafe at ChAtillon. Terror

breathed upon the assembly. A moment
later, when the Arethusu had followed his

recaptors into the fiuther part of the house,

Ihe Ct/i,wctU' fouml himself alone with his

coffee in a ring of empty chairs and tables,

all the lusty sportsmen huddled into corners,

all their clamorous voices hushed in whisper-

ing, all their eyes shooting at him furtively

as at a leper.

And the Arcthum .' ^Vell, he had a long,

sometimes a trying, interview in the back

kitchen. The Marechal-dts-logis, who was
a very handsome man, and I believe both

intelligent and honest, had no clear opinion

on the case. lie tliought the Conunissary

had done wrong, but he did not wish to get

his suboidinates into trouble ; and he pro-

posed tliis, that, and the other, to all of

which the Arcthum (with a growing sense

of his position) denunred.

" In short," suggested the ^Irdltusa, " you
want to wash your hands of further re-
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