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AUTHOR'S NOTE

THE re-issue of this book in a new form does not
strictly speaking require another Preface. But
since this is distinctly a place for personal remarks
I take the opportunity to refer in this Author’s
Note to two poinfs arising from certain statements
about myself I have noticed of late in the press.

One of them bears upon the question of
language. T have always felt myself looked upon
somewhat in the light of a phenomenon, a position
which outside the circus world cannot be regarded
as desirable. If needs a special temperament
for one to derive much gratification from the
fact of being able to do freakish things inten-
tiu?la.]]y, and, as it were, from mere vanity.

The fact of my not writing in my native
language has been of course commented upon
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frequently in reviews and notices of my various
works and in the more extended critical articles,
I suppose that was unavoidable; and indeed
these comments were of the most flattering kind
to one's vanity. But in that matter 1 have no
vanity that could be flattered. I could not
hawve it. The first object of this note is to disclaim
any merit there might have been in an act of
deliberate volition,

The Impression of my having exercised a
choice between the two languages, French and
English, both foreign to me, has got abroad
somehow. That impression is erroneous. It
originated, I believe, in an article written by
Sir Hugh Clifford and published in the year g8,
I think, of the last century. Some time before,
Sir Hugh Clifford came to see me. He is, if not
the first, then one of the first two friends I made
for myself by my work, the other being Mr.
Cuninghame Graham, who, characteristically
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enough, had been captivated by my story, * The

Outpost of Progress.” - These {friendships which
have endured to this day [ count amongst my
precious possessions.

Mr, Hugh Clifford (he was not decorated then)
had just published his first volome of Malay
sketches, I was naturally delighted to see him
and infinitely gratified by the kind things he
found to say about my first books and some
of my early short stories, the action of which
is placed in the Malay Archipelago. 1 remember
that after saying many things which ought to
have made me Blush to the roots of my hair
with ontraged modesty, he ended by telling me
with the uncompromising vet kindly fArmness
of a man accustomed to speak unpalatable
truths even to Oriental potenfates (for their
own good of course} that as a matter of fact I
didn't know anything about Malays, 1 was
perfectly aware of this, I had never pretended
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to any such knowledge, and I was moved—I
wonder to this day at my-impertinence—to
retort: “Of course I don’t know anything
about Malays, If I knew only one hundredth
part of what yon and Frank Swettenham know
of Malays I would make everybody sit up.”
He went on looking kindly (but firmly) at me
and then we both burst out laughing. In the
course of that most welcome visit twenty vears
apo, which T remember so well, we talked of many
things; the characteristics of various languages
was one of them, and it is on that day that
my friend carried away with him the impres-
sion that I had exercised a deliberate choice
between French and English. Later, when moved
by his friendship (no empty word to him) to
write a study in the  North American Review "
on Joseph Conrad, he conveyed that impression
to the public.

This misapprehension, for it is nothing else, was




