
How old was Zhang Sanfeng

 “I should say so,” continued Mr Mildmay. But it may not

improbably come to pass that her Majesty will feel herself obliged

to send again for some one or two of us, that we may tender to

her Majesty the advice which we owe to her — for me, for instance,

or for my friend the Duke. In such a matter she would be much

guided probably by what Lord de Terrier might have suggested to

her. Should this be so, and should I be consulted, my present

feeling is that we should resume our offices so that the necessary

business of the session should be completed, and that we should

then dissolve Parliament, and thus ascertain the opinion of the

country. In such case, however, we should of course meet

again.”  That is what it is, a royal sport for the natural kings of

earth.  The grass grows right down to the water at Waikiki Beach,

and within fifty feet of the everlasting sea.  The trees also grow

down to the salty edge of things, and one sits in their shade and

looks seaward at a majestic surf thundering in on the beach to

one’s very feet.  Half a mile out, where is the reef, the white-

headed combers thrust suddenly skyward out of the placid

turquoise-blue and come rolling in to shore.  One after another

they come, a mile long, with smoking crests, the white battalions

of the infinite army of the sea.  And one sits and listens to the

perpetual roar, and watches the unending procession, and feels

tiny and fragile before this tremendous force expressing itself in

fury and foam and sound.  Indeed, one feels microscopically



small, and the thought that one may wrestle with this sea raises

in one’s imagination a thrill of apprehension, almost of fear. 

Why, they are a mile long, these bull-mouthed monsters, and they

weigh a thousand tons, and they charge in to shore faster than a

man can run.  What chance?  No chance at all, is the verdict of

the shrinking ego; and one sits, and looks, and listens, and thinks

the grass and the shade are a pretty good place in which to be.  

“Then when you are a hundred you won’t be sleeping at all,” I

interjected.“So sore, if it be not gratified. Marie, I ask you to be

my wife.”
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