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A FOREIGN OFFICE ROMANCE, 91

Milford Hawkesbury had received it himself just as
we had, He lived in Harley street, and there it was
that the treaty was to be finally signed that night at
8. 1 entreated Monsieur Otto to drink two «'l:wws ol
Burgundy before he went, for 1 feared lest his. haggard
face and trembling hands should rouse suspicinu in
the English minister.

“Well, we went round together in one of the
embassy’s carriages, about 7.30.  Monsieur Otto
went in alone ; but presently, on excuse of getting
his portfolio, hc came out again, with his cheeks
flushed with joy, to tell me that all was well.

“‘He knows nothing,” he whispered, ¢ Ah, if the
next half hour were over!

“‘Give me a sign when it is settled,” said I.

““For what reason ?’

“¢Because until then no messenger shall interrupt
you, I give you my promise, I, Alphonse Lacour.’

He clasped my hands in both of his, “T shall
make an excuse to move one of the candles on to the

_ table in the window,” said he, and hwrried into the

house, whilst T was left waiting beside the carriage.

“Well, if we could but secure ourselves from
interruption for a single half-hour the day would be
our own, I had hardly begun to form my plans
when I saw the lights of a carriage coming swiftly
from the direction of Oxford street., Ah, if it should
be the messenger! What could I do? 1 was pre-
pared to kill him—yes, even to kill him, rather than
at this last moment allow our work to be undone.
Thousands die to make a glorious war.  Why should
not one die to make a glorious peace ?  What though
they hurried me to the scaffold? 1 should have
sacrificed myself for my country. T had a little




