
*2 THE ARROW OF GOLD
" Y«^;'; he said. " Je iuis AmSHeain, eatholique et tenHl-nomme, m a tone contrasting so strongly with the smile,

which, as It were, underlined the uttered words, that I was
at a loss whether to return the smile in kind or acknow-
ledge the words with a grave little bow. Of course I didneither and there fell on us an odd. equivocal silence. Itmarked our final abandonment of the French language.

be notous with more than one " infernal »^ supper, butin another much more select establishment in a side

!^f.H TL^l? *^' Cannebiire. It flattered my vanitya httle to be able to say that I had a corner table alwa^served m the Salon des Pahniers. otherwise SalonB^
where the atmosphere was legitimist and ertremely
decorous besides-^ven in Carnival time. " Nine tenths
of the people there." I said. " would be of yoTpoS
opimons. If that's an inducement. Come along. K^
festive." I encouraged them.

^^^oe
I didn't feel particularly festive. What I wanted wasto remain m my company and break an inexplicable feeling

1st Tk '^,^^'? ^™ ^^"«' Mills looked at mfsteadily with a faint, kind smile.
" No." said Blunt " Why should we go there ? Theywm beonly turning us out in the small hours, to go hVme

^gul^r""" '"^ ^^" "^^ anythhS^ mor:

He was smiUng all the time, but his deep-set eyes didnot lend themselves to the expression of wluLical i^Kt^ness which he tried to achieve. He had anoth^ sS^gethon to offer. Why shouldn't we adjourn to his rooms?He had there materials for a dish of his own inventionfor which he was famous all along the line of the Ro3Cavalry outposts, and he would cook it for us Swere also a few bottles of some white wine, quite post^bl^


