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action was admirably illustrative. " But I wish to heaven,
madame," thought I, "you could have chosen another
simile !

"

In the evening of that beatific day I walked back
to Edinburgh by sonic aerial and rose clouded path not

indicated on the maps. It led someliow to my lodgings,

and my feet touched earth when che door was opened
to me by Bethiah McRankine.

" But where is Rowley ? " I asked a moment later,

looking round my sitting roon:

Mrs. McRankine smiled sardonically. " Him? He
came back rollinr^ his eyes so that I guessed him to be
troubled in the wind. And he's in bed this hour past wivl:

a spoonful of peppermint in his little wamc."

And here I may ring down the curtain upon the

adventures of Anne de Saint-Y.es.

Flora and I were married early in June, and had been
settled for little over six months, amid the splendours

of Amersham Place, when news '"^me of the Emperor's

escape from Elba. Throughou*: 'he consequent alarums

and excursions of the Hundred Days (as M. de Cham-
bord named them for us) T lave to confess that the

Vicomte Anne sat still and A'armed his hands at the

domestic hearth. To be sure, Napoleon had been my
master, and I had no love for the cocarde blanche. But
here was I, an Englishman, already, in legal but in-

accurate phrase, a " naturalised " one, having, as Mr.
Romaine put it, a stake in the country, not to speak of

a nascent interest in its game-laws and the local ad-

ministration of justice. In short, here was a situation

to tickle a casuist. It did not, I may say, tickle me in

the least, but played the mischief with my peart. If

you, my friends, having weighed the pro and contra,

would have counselled inaction, possibly, allowing for

the hebetude de foyer and the fact that Flora was soon
to become a mother, you might have predicted it.

At any rate I sat still and read the newspapers : and


