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laughing, and commenting on his friend's appearance

and clothes, and goodness of heart—all in a breath, as

was his manner. Also he found time to ask a hundred

questions which the stupid would take at least a week

to answer, but his answer to each would be the right

one.

It was during the great cold of the early days of

January, that the baron and Lory turned their backs

on that bitter valley of the Loire. They had a cross-

journey to Lyons, and there joined a main line train,

in which they fell asleep to awake in the brilliant

sunshine, amid the cool grey-greens, the bare rocks and

dark cypresses of the south. After Marseilles the

journey became tedious again.

" Heavens !
" cried Lory, impatiently, " what a delay

!

Why need they stop at this little station at all ?

"

The baron made no reply just then. The train

travelled five miles while he stared thoughtfully at the

grey hills. It was six months since he had seen the

vivacious lady who was supposed by this one-eyed

world to rule him.

" After all," he said at length, " Frejus is a little

station."

For the baron was a philosopher.

When at last they reached the quiet tree-grown

station, where even to this day so few trains stop, and

so insignificant a business is transacted, they found the
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