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THE ARROW OF GOLD
up the candelabra, groped for a candle aU over the ««v4.

^:^r ' r
^^""^ *°™^' ^" ''he seemed to be slowlvawakening from a trance. She was deathlv Zu^ Tu^

A whole minute or more passed m«, i ^- f"*
tone

:
" Look at mV anlXtet S^ ml^ly^'Zacoeptmg the inevitable. ^^ *** '^

** Shall I make up the fire ? " t -j. ji « -.

hear - .e ? »» ck^
P "»e nre t

. . . i waited. " Do you

»:^ttSsi:er?otrraXrJL'
been lost on an Arctie pWn. I had ti putW^

^

the sleeves, myself, one after another. TheT^^d
hfeless. but flexible. Then I moved in ^t ^Z. 1

W^^r,f H ^ J^'^l
""^ y°" ^^^'y »»J^et I can findhere, but she only shook her head.

«« una

i.n^fK-^''"''
^ '^l^^' ''^^'^ ^h« '** " shrill as a cicadaand thin as a match » through the chill mists of her nativemountains could she ever have felt so cold so ^t^l?and so desolate. Her very soul, her waie i^-!? f

'

and fantastic soul, seemed to ^o^'^""^ ^xtS^^dtraveller surrendering himself to the sleep of^e^S^ But


