
husband ?"

id or of intellect."

le is surrounded by

>u know how fatally

an artist. Benedict

gious, Christian, the

ligious feeling. He
d Fra Angelico, who
:es. But the current

[oes not run upon

It has descended

! has become a Bac-

modest statue or a

e of success. The
rith works of a re-

drawing-rooms are

figures. Therefore,

who sacrifices his

ng whim, who sa3'^s

te something g^eat,

hich will sell. First,

d again, then to be

enedict has escaped

itinue so."

'

mly will he do that,

il son."

sh at his age, except

reul, looking fixedly

ker'sface.

THE POMEREUL HOUSEHOLD. >7

" My friend," said he, in a troubled voice, " I paid to
folly one tribute, which though brief cost me dear. My
hair has been always white since you knew me, has it
not ?"

"It is true."

" It grew white in a single night."
" In consequence of some terrible misfortune ?"

"Yes, you name it right, a terrible misfortune," said
Nicois.

Seeing his friend's astonishment at this unexpected
confidence he continued:

"It is since that, I have had such a passion for money.
Till then I only thought of it as a means of obtaining an
independent position; now, I want it to gratify my pride,
my wife's follies, to excite the envy of others, and plunge
myself into such a whirlpool of business and of pleasure
that I forget, or at least for an hour lose that one recol-
lection."

"Will you not confide to me the cause of your suffer-
ing ?"

"Ah," said Nicois, "if you knew all. But some day
the friend will come to your fireside and open his heart
to you. To-day, the banker alone has told you his mis-
fortune."

Pomereul took his friend's outstretched hand. Nicois
rose to go.

" You say that the money will be ready for me the day
after to-morrow?"

"The day after to-morrow," said Pomereul, "a hun-
dred thousand francs will be in this portfolio for you."
As Nicois passed out, Lipp-Lapp brought him his

overcoat and cane.
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