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Was it merely an unfortunate accident? As I opened 
the book my eye fell on these words: “They are my ap-
ples and they are not the finest at that! . . . They will all 
be alike when I am alive.” . . . My memory of the play—
sole comrade of my wanderings in the Sahara—said no! 
no!  So I turned up the passage, and read—“Toutes se-
ront de même quand je serai vivant.”  

My memory was right, and Mr. de Mattos had com-
pletely failed to grasp the sense of a simple sentence of 
eight easy words.  

I did not continue my inquiry. 
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