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hurled myself upon him, and he had no place
where he could escape from my weight. He fell flat
upon the cushions, and T seated myself upon him
with mnch conviction that the wind blew from him
as from a”burst bellows,

“Then I searched to see what there was with
which I could tie him, I drew the stdings from my ’
shoes, and with one I secured his wrists, and with
another his ankles. Then I tied the cravet round
his mouth again, so that he could only lie and glare
at me. When I had done all this, and had stopped
the bleeding of my nose, I looked out of the coach,
and ah, monsieur, the very first thing which caught
my eyes was that candle, that dear little candle,
glimmering in the window of the minister., Alone,
with these two hands, I had retrieved the capitula-
tion of an army and the loss of a province. Yes,
monsieur, what Abercombie and 5,000 men had done
upon the beach at Aboukir was undone by me, single-
handed, in a hackney coach in Harley street.

“Well, I had no time to lose, for at any moment
Monsieur Otto.might be down, I shouted to my
driver, gave him his second guinea, and allowed him
to proceed to Watier’s. For myself, I sprang into .
our embassy carriage, and a moment later the door
of the minister opened. He had himself escorted
, Monsieur Otto downstairs, and now so deep was ha
| in talk that he walk out bareheaded as far as the
{ carriage.  As he stood there by the open door, there
‘ came the rattle of wheels, and a man rushed down
| the pavement,
| “¢A despatch of great importance for Milord
(

Hawkesbury !" he cried, .
“I could see that it was not my messenger, but
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