
How to close port

“It doesn’t matter, dearie,” she explained.  “They know, if they

find it open, that I’m in.” “Yes, my lord; his lordship arrived last

night.”“You may, dearest. And if this should come to pass I must

go to work and put my shoulder to the wheel, and earn an income

for you by my old profession before I can make you my wife. With

such a motive before me I know that I shall earn an income.” And

thus they parted. Mary, though of course she would have

preferred that her future husband should remain in his high

office, that he should be a member of Parliament and an Under-

Secretary of State, admitted no doubt into her mind to disturb her

happiness; and Phineas, though he had many misgivings as to

the prudence of what he had done, was not the less strong in his

resolution of constancy and endurance. He would throw up his

position, resign his seat, and go to work at the Bar instantly, if he

found that his independence as a man required him to do so.

And, above all, let come what might, he would be true to Mary

Flood Jones. December was half over before he saw Lord

Cantrip. “Yes — yes;” said Lord Cantrip, when the Under-

Secretary began to tell his story; “I saw what you were about. I

wish I had been at your elbow.”Phillips thought that living out of

town might be better for her, in the future—somewhere in Surrey,

where he could easily get up and down.  He could sleep himself

at the club on nights when he had to be late. I had to confess that

I was not a navigator, that I had never looked through a sextant in



my life, and that I doubted if I could tell a sextant from a nautical

almanac.  And when they asked if Roscoe was a navigator, I

shook my head.  Roscoe resented this.  He had glanced at the

“Epitome,” bought for our voyage, knew how to use logarithm

tables, had seen a sextant at some time, and, what of this and of

his seafaring ancestry, he concluded that he did know navigation.

 But Roscoe was wrong, I still insist.  When a young boy he came

from Maine to California by way of the Isthmus of Panama, and

that was the only time in his life that he was out of sight of land. 

He had never gone to a school of navigation, nor passed an

examination in the same; nor had he sailed the deep sea and

learned the art from some other navigator.  He was a San

Francisco Bay yachtsman, where land is always only several

miles away and the art of navigation is never employed.“Yes —

she is rich. She has a large fortune.” 
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