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would never perish, never be dulled by old age or

corrupted in death. It had inspired and entered

into Pleydon's being, and he had lifted it on the

pedestal rising between the sea and sky.

She was in the Luxembourg, in thai statue of

Cotton Mather, the somber flame, about which he

had written v ith a comment on the changing sub-

jects of his creations. From the moment when he

sat beside her on the divan in that room stifling

with incense, with the naked glimmer of women's

shoulders, she had been the source of his power.

She had been his power. Linda smiled quietly,

in retrospect, at her years of uncertainty, the feel-

ing of waste, that had robbed her of peace. How
complete her mystification had been! And, all

the while, she had had the thrill of delight, of

premonition, born in her through the forgotten

hour with the man who had died.

The sun, moving in celestial spL.e, shifted the

shadow about the base of Simon Downige's monu-

ment. The afternoon was advancing. She rose

and turned looking out over the sea to the horizon

as brightl; irp as a curved sword. The life of

Cottarspo; below her, proceeded in detached

figures, an occasional unhurried passage. The
boats in the harbor were slumberous. It was time
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