
The City of Dreams

fairy village, with th« blue-haired ghost dog

on his white stone doorstep; and, between, the

Ardoen and the road le>«ding to the iron door;

and, within, the skins on the floor, the books in

their eases, the guns behind the diagonal panes

of leaded glass.

They stopped by the fire, under the smoke-

stained p "trait. For a little while they were

silent there, before this ancestor lookmg down
from his canvas. Then the man spoke.

"I think, Caroline," he said, "that all the

love with which these dead men have loved you

has been passed on to me. . . . And I think,

Caroline, that you are somehow the answer to

their longings. ... I think that itii a single

consuming passion, one after the .her, with an

endless longing, these de^J. men have finally

loved you into lift
—

'ly the i>ower of kisses that

touched nothing, longings that availed nothing,

loving that returned nothing. . . . And, with all

this accumulated inheritance, is it any wonder

that every nerve, every fiber, every blood drop

of me is steeped in the lov^e of you? "

The woman had remained unmoving, looking
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