
HIS LAST ADVENTURE «et

through my dim eyes something of the sparkle and

splendour of those great days, and I have brought back

to you some shadow of those men whose tread shook the

earth. Treasure it in your minds and pass it on to your

children, for the memory of a great age is the most

precious treasure that a nation can possess. As the

tree is nurtured by its own cast leaves so it is these dead

men and vanished days which may bring out another

blossoming of heroes, of rulers, and of sages. I go to

Gascony, but my words stay here in -ur memory, and

long after Etienne Gerard is forgotten a heart may
be warmed or a spirit braced by some faint echo of the

words that he has spoken. Gentlemen, an old soldier

salutes you and bids you farewell.

THE END


