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which we could drink out of Venetian cut-glass goblets. A
bivouae feast, in fact And he wouldn't turn us out in
the small hours. Not he. He couldn't sleep.
Need I say I was fascinated by the idea ? Well, yes.

But somehow I hesitated and looked towards Mills, so
much my senior. He got up without a word. This was
decisive

; for no obscure premonition, and of something
indefinite at that, could stand against the example of his
tranquil personality.


