
* THE ARROW OP GOLD
him in aU tbe public places where in a provincial townmen may expert to meet each other. I mw him for the
first time (wearing that same grey ready-made suit) in a
l^timist drawmg-room where, clearly, he was an objert
of mtcrest. especially to the womea I had caught hisnme as Monsieur Mills. The lady who had introducedme took the earliest opportunity to murmur into my ear

:

A„^^ °?°'.^?*^" (^n procA. parens cfe iJd X)

^the Ena " m"^^'^^ "^ ^^' ""^"^
: " A good friendoftheKng. Meamng Don Carlos of course.

I looked at the proche parera ; not on account of theparentj^ but marvelling at his air of ease in that cmn!brous body and ,n such tight clothes, too. But presently
the same lady mformed me further :

** He has come henamongst us un naufragi.**

I becMne then really interested. I had never seen askpwrecked p«son before. All the boyishness in mewas aroused. I considered a shipwreck as an miavoid-
able event sooner or later in my future
Meantime the man thus distinguished in my eyes glanced

quietly about imd never spoke unless addrL^ Le^by one of the ladies present There were more than adozen people m that drawing-room, mostly women eating
fine pastry and talking passionately. It might have be^
a Carhst committee meeting of a particularly fatuous
^aracter. Even my youth and inexperience were aware
of that And I was by a long way the youngest person in
the room. That qmet Monsieur Mills intimidated me a
little by his age (I suppose he was thirty-five), his massive
tranquilhty, his clear, watchful eyes. But the temptation
was too great-and I addressed him impulsively on the
subject of that shipwreck.

r jr ac

He turned his big fair race towards me with surprise in
his keen glance, which (as though he had seen throughmem an instant and found nothing objectionable) chan^


