
THE ARBOW OF GOLD lo

royaliit sympathisen can't charge Dofta Rita with any
lack of generosity from what I hear. Why should I
judge her ? I have known her for, say, six hours alto-
gether. It was enough to feel the seduction of her native
intelligence and of her splendid physique. And all that
was brought home to me so quickly,*? he concluded,
" because she had what some Frenchman has called the
• terrible gift of fftmiliarity.l J!

Blunt had been listening moodily. He nodded assent
" Yes I *i Bfills» thoughts were still dwelling in the past

" And when saying good-bye she could put in an instant
an immense distance between herself and you. A slight
stiffening of that perfect figure, a change of the physiog-
nomy: it was like being dismissed by a person bom in
the purple. Even if she did offer you her hand—as she
did to me—it was as if across a broad river. Trick of
manner or a bit of truth peeping out ? Perhaps she's
reaUy one of those inaccessible beings. What do you
think, Blunt ? !! f • '

It was a direct question which for some reason (as if
my range of sensitiveness had been increased already)
displeased or rather disturbed me strangely. Blunt
seemed not to have heard it But after a while he turned
to me.

"^* *^°^ ™"*»" *^® ^^ ^° • *o»»« o' perfect urban-
ity, " is as fine as a needle. All these statements about
the seduction and then this final doubt expressed after only
two visits which could not have included more than six
hours altogether and this some three years ago I But it
is Henry AUAgre that you should ask this question, Mr.
Mills."

"I haven't the secret of raising the dead," answered
Mills good humouredly. " And if I had I would hesitate.
It would seem such a Uberty to take with a person one
had known so slightly in lifb.!!


