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voyage. My eyei were still ftUl of tropical splendour,my memory of my experiences, lawful and lawless, which
had their charm and their thrill; for they had starUedme a littie and had amused me considerably. But they
had left me untouched. Indeed they were other men's
adventures, not mine. Except for a little habit of respon-
sibihty which I had acquired they had not matured me
I was as young as before. Inconceivably youw?—still
beautifully unthinking-infinitely receptive.
You may believe that I was not thinking of Don Carlos

and his fight for a kingdom. Why should I? You don*t
want to think of things which you meet every day in
the newspapers and in conversation. I had paid some
calls since my return and most of my acquaintance were
legitimists and intensely interested in the events of the
frontier of Spain, for poUtical, religious, or romantic
reasons. But I was not interested. ApparenUy I was
not romantic enough. Or was it that I was even more
romantic than all those good people ? The affair seemed
to me commonplace. That man was attending to his
business of a Pretender.

On the front page of the iUustrated paper I saw lying
on a table near me. he looked picturesque enough, seated
on a boulder, a big strong man with a square-cut beard,
his hands resting on the hilt of a cavalry sabre—and all
around him a landscape of savage mountains. He cauj^t
my eye on that spiritedly composed woodcut. (There
were no inane snapshot-reproductions in those days.) It
was the obvious romance for the use of royalists but it
arrested my attention.

Just then some masks from outside invaded the cafd,
dancing hand in hand in a single file led by a burly man
with a cardboard nose. He gambolled in wildly and
behind him twenty others perhaps, mostly Pierrots and
Fienettes holding each other by the hand and windingln .


