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154 THE TRUTH ABOUT AN AUTHOR
then, surfeited and advertised, went baclt and
relapsed into my long monotony. And some-
times I would suddenly halt and adrltess myself:
"You may be richer or you may he poorer;

you may live in greater pomp and . ixury, or
in less. The point is that you will &, i,rays be,
essentially, what you are now. You have no
real satisfaction to loolt forward to exc^t the
satisfaction of continually inventing, fai>cying,

imagining, scribbling. Say another thirty years
of these emotional ingenuities, these intermi-
nable variations on the theme of beauty. Is it

good enough?"

And I answered: Yes.

But who knows? Who can preclude the re-

grets of the dying couch?

21


