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I have never been much of a sightseer. So much enthu-
siasm has been expended over the great sights of the world
that I can summon up very little when I am confronted with
them. I have preferred common things, a wooden house on
piles nestling among fruit trees, the bend of a little bay lined
with coconuts, or a group of bamboos by the wayside. My
interest has been in men and the lives they led. I am shy of
making acquaintance with strangers, but I was fortunate
enough to have on my journeys a companion who had ines-
timable social gift. He had an amiability of disposition that
enabled him in a very short time to make friends with people
in ships, clubs, bar-rooms and hotels, so that through him I
was able to get into easy contact with an immense number of
persons whom otherwise I should have known only from a
distance.

I made acquaintance with them with just the degree of
intimacy that suited me. It was intimacy born on their side
of ennui or loneliness, that withheld few secrets, but one that
separation irrevocably broke. It was close because its limits
were settled in advance. Looking back on that long proces-
sion I cannot think of anyone who had not something to tell
me that I was glad to know. I seemed to myself to develop the
sensitiveness of a photographic plate.
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