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CHAPTER THREE
VrmiCZ. ASHOBB

Abkold's Dboibion Bathixd

HILE Arnold dept, one cnrtain

of mist wai drawn, then anothei

and another.

Suddenly one lav the Connect-

icut shore, hills and houses a ser-

ried line of blue, background red

A^^and gold, sun the color of a Jap*

anese rose, sapphire Sound, an

enchanted lake of ruby wine, basin

bright blue crystal.

Breath of the dawn? Sea-

' breeze? Elixir of life, rather, it

anything.

Whatever it was it swept in once the curtains were drawn,

and in the resulting trinity of eight, smell and sound, all

things were bright and crystal clear. Kot bright blue alone,

but bright gold, bright white, and where the interr'"tent ever-

greens on the Green Sands Hills stood out, brigb den, too.

Crystal bright, of course. The end of the wox^^ was the

sort of a place one wanted to go to this morning. The coats

of the galls were dazzling white, the pinions of the crows lus-

trous black, purple black.

When the peninsula philosopher opened his door, the gulls

were circling so near the waves that the tips of their wings

were rosy. A foolish young gull flaunted a very fat fish. A
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