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it I Just think, Winthrop, of my spending so

much loving, patient care upon every twist and
fold of the robes of those delightful Breezes,

and then having to sell them in the end to a

monster of a creature who wanted me to

replace the Autumn by a bronze dial. It's

really too distressing
!

'

' Ah, my friend,' Maragliano said sympa-
thetically, ' that is the Nemesis of art, and
you'll have to get accustomed to it from the

beginning. It is the price we pay for the

nature of our clientele. We get well paid,

because we have to work chiefly for the
very wealthy. But after we have worked up
some statue or picture till every line and
curve of it exactly satisfies our own critical

taste, we have to sell it perhaps to some
vulgar rich man, who buries it in his own
drawing-room in New York or Manchester.

The man of letters gets comparatively Httle,

because no rich man can buy his work out.


