
THE ARROW OF GOLD «r
[e had a good voice. When the last note had floated
iray I remounted, but there was a charm in the spot,
imethmg particular and individual because whUe we
ere looking at it before turning our horses* heads away
le smger said

: * I wonder what is the name of this
llace, and the other man remarked : » Why, there is no^%ge here,' and the first one insisted : 'No. I mean this

.t, this very place.' The wounded trooper decided that it
id no name probably. But he was wrong. It had a name,
he hill, or the rock, or the wood, or the whole had a
ame. I heard of it by chance later. It was—Lastaola "
A cloud of tobacco smoke from Mills' pipe drove b^-
veen my head and the head of Mr. Blunt, who, stranire
.
say. yawned slightly. It seemed to me an obvious

Iffectation on the part of that man of perfect manners

.7a?°'?°?''
suffering from distressing insomnia.

This IS how we first met and how we first parted "
ke said ma weary, indifferent tone. " It's quite possible
Ihat she did see her uncle on the way. It's perlums on
iis occasion that she got her sister to come out of the
krildemess. I have no doubt she had a pass from the
rench Government giving her the completest freedom
action. She must have got it in Paris before leaving."
Jfr. Blunt broke out into worldly, slightly cynical smUes.
She can get anything she likes in Paris. She could

et a whole army over the frontier if she liked. She
5uld get herself admitted into the Foreign Office at one

f^n before the heiress of Mr. All^gre. She has inheritedme old friends, the old connections. ... Of course
she were a toothless old woman . . . But, you see

iZZ\^t' ?^'" '"^ *" *^^ "^^^'^^^ bo; down to

fcr "''"^"''' ^'^^ ^°'^^^ ^^^'^ *^« i^^-'nost sane'

My mother knows something about it. She has followed


