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Chapter Seventeen

stream ; they darkened the dull-hued couch

on which she rested into a liquid, impalpable

black; they hazed the draped background

of the corner into a far-reaching distance

;

so that finally to Galen Albret, staring with

hypnotic intensity, it came to seem that he

looked upon a pure and disembodied spirit

sleeping sweetly— cradled on illimitable

space. The ordinary and familiar surround-

ings all disappeared. His consciousness ac-

cepted nothing but the cameo profile of

inarble white, the nimbus of golden haze

about the head, the mist like suggestion of a

body, and again the clear marble spot of the

hands. All else was a background of mod-

ulated depths.

So gradually the old man's spirit, wearied

by the stress of the last hour, turned in on

itself and began to create. The cameo pro-

file, the mist-like body, the marble hands
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