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My inhabitated by males.  But on that raw night, amid
ich the damp and the fog, with the anxiety gnawing at
my heart, it seemed the saddest., weariest spot in the
ed, whole wide world. T paced up and down, slapping
I my hands to keep them warm, and still straining my
red ears. And then suddenly out of the dull hum of
%o the traffic down in Oxford street 1 heard a sound
iod detach itself, and grow louder and louder, and clearer
and clearer with every instant, until two yellow
1at lights came flashing through the fog, ‘and a light
cabriolet. whirled up to the door. of the foreign
W I minister. It had not stopped before a young fellow
or sprang out of it and hurried to the steps, while the
driver turned his horse and rattled off into the fog

n, | once more,
ke 1 “ Ab, it is in the moment of action that I am best,
ut, ‘ monsieur,  You, who only see me when I am drink-
s ing my wine in the Cafe de Provence, cannot conceive

the heights to which I rise. At that moment, when

I knew that the fruits of a 10-years’s war were at
ge, . ‘ stakc.. I was magnificent, It was the last French
o campaign, and I am the general and army in cne.




