
The Broken l.eaty

gaping tourists. I must go back. Some day you

will come to the Louvre, and you will find me there,

le pauvre Bourdon, still singing and painting.'*

He began to hum furiously. When the gangway

was lowered, and the great ship sidled slowly but

relentlessly away from the quay, he struck the tre-

mendous opening note of "•Emani."

Beaumanoir grabbed him by the collar. " Shut

up, you idiot !
" he said, not smiling at all, for he loved

Alec. " This is England. If you sing here, a bobby

will run you in. An*, anyhow, blank it ! why do you

want to sing? This isn't a smoking concert. It's

more like a bally funeral !
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