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as mad as her aunt De Warens. Fishermen, it

seems, are the only honest people, and she and her

cargo of fishermen, with an old man named Bon-

temps, are now heaven knows where since I met

them at Portofino.

"She calls them her children and when I last

saw her she was coming along the little quay at

Portofino helping that big red bearded man to carry

provisions.

"The times are revolutionary, that's the truth,

and women are not what they were, and I am old,

I suppose, and cannot see things as I ought to see

them — and the grief is she might have married

any one, she might have married Royalty itself,

and I told her so and she laughed in my face. She

said she never intended to marry any one, that she

already had a family of "children" and that the

great bearded man Raft was the smallest of them

all, that she was teaching him to read and write

and to talk French so that he could converse with

the rest of her family.

"She has made Portofino her headquarters, it

seems, and she is the lady bountiful of the fishing

folk there, sits in their cottages and talks to them,

taking up her quarters at the little auherge and

sometimes living on board her boat.

"A strange life, and yet she seems happy, like

that poor Mademoiselle La Fontaine, whom I last

saw at the Maison de Sante of Doctor Schwan-

thaller, seated with a straw crown on her head and

imagining herself a queen."


