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"Thiw ffighti Ko wen known." muttered Mr. Blunt
** Tou ihaU fee her ftU right'?

"Yefc They told me that yon . .
.»•

I broke in
:

•• You mean to lay that you expect •
WOTOM to amnge that tort of thing for you ? "

^^

" A trifle, for her/* Mr. Blunt remarked indifferently.
•• At that sort of thing women are best They hare leit
•eruplee.'!

" More audadty/! interjeeted Mr. Millf ahnott in a
whiiper.

Mr. Blunt kept quiet for a moment, then : " You lee,*?
he addressed me in a most refined tone, " a mere man
may suddenly find himself being kicked down the stairs."

I don't know why I should have felt shocked by that
statement It could not be because it was untrue. The
other did not give me time to offer any remark. He in-
quired with extreme politeness what did I know of South
American republics T I confessed that I knew very little
of them. Wandering about the Gulf jf Mexico I had a
look-in here and there ; anc Amongst others I had a few
days in Haiti which was of course unique, being a negro
republic. On this Captain Blunt began to talk of negroes
at large. He tolked of them with knowledge, intelligence,
and a sort of contemptuous affection. He generalized,
he particularized about the blacks ; he told anecdotes.
I was interested, a little incredulous, and considerably
surprised. What could this man with such a boulevardier
exterior that he looked positively like an exile in a pro-
vincial town, and with his drawing-room manner—what
could he know of negroes ?

Biills, sitting silent with his air of watchful intelligence,
seemed to read my thoughts, waved his pipe sUghtly and
explained

:
" The Captain is ftx)m South Carolina."

" Oh," I murmured, and then afte -.:e slightest ofpauses
I heard the second of Mr. J. K Blunfs declarations.


