
How to grow Clivia

Phineas as he walked across the park towards his club made up

his mind that he would forget the scene by the waterfall. He had

never quite known what it had meant, and he would wipe it away

from his mind altogether. He acknowledged to himself that

chivalry did demand of him that he should never allow himself to

think of Lady Laura’s rash words to him. That she was not happy

with her husband was very clear to him — but that was altogether

another affair. She might be unhappy with her husband without

indulging any guilty love. He had never thought it possible that

she could be happy living with such a husband as Mr Kennedy.

All that, however, was now past remedy, and she must simply

endure the mode of life which she had prepared for herself. There

were other men and women in London tied together for better and

worse, in reference to whose union their friends knew that there

would be no better — that it must be all worse. Lady Laura must

bear it, as it was borne by many another married woman.At last

we arose above the vexation of wasps.  It was a matter of altitude,

however, rather than of fortitude.  All about us lay the jagged

back-bones of ranges, as far as the eye could see, thrusting their

pinnacles into the trade-wind clouds.  Under us, from the way we

had come, the Snark lay like a tiny toy on the calm water of

Taiohae Bay.  Ahead we could see the inshore indentation of

Comptroller Bay.  We dropped down a thousand feet, and Typee

lay beneath us.  “Had a glimpse of the gardens of paradise been



revealed to me I could scarcely have been more ravished with the

sight”—so said Melville on the moment of his first view of the

valley.  He saw a garden.  We saw a wilderness.  Where were the

hundred groves of the breadfruit tree he saw?  We saw jungle,

nothing but jungle, with the exception of two grass huts and

several clumps of cocoanuts breaking the primordial green

mantle.  Where was the Ti of Mehevi, the bachelors’ hall, the

palace where women were taboo, and where he ruled with his

lesser chieftains, keeping the half-dozen dusty and torpid

ancients to remind them of the valorous past?  From the swift

stream no sounds arose of maids and matrons pounding tapa. 

And where was the hut that old Narheyo eternally builded?  In

vain I looked for him perched ninety feet from the ground in some

tall cocoanut, taking his morning smoke.Phineas did not go

upstairs into Mrs Low’s drawing-room on that evening, nor did

he stay very late with Mr Low. He had heard enough of counsel to

make him very unhappy — to shake from him much of the

audacity which he had acquired for himself during his morning’s

walk — and to make him almost doubt whether, after all, the

Chiltern Hundreds would not be for him the safest escape from

his difficulties. But in that case he must never venture to see

Lady Laura Standish again.She was sitting in front of the fire in a

high-backed chair.  She never cared to loll, and the shaded light

from the electric sconces upon the mantelpiece illumined her. 

Joan laughed.  It was surprising how easily the problem had been

solved.  She would take Mrs. Phillips in hand at once.  At all



events she should be wholesome and unobtrusive.  It would be a

delicate mission, but Joan felt sure of her own tact.  She could

see his boyish eyes turned upon her with wonder and gratitude.

But to return to the Snark, and why I, for one, want to journey in

her around the world.  The things I like constitute my set of

values.  The thing I like most of all is personal achievement—not

achievement for the world’s applause, but achievement for my

own delight.  It is the old “I did it!  I did it!  With my own hands I

did it!”  But personal achievement, with me, must be concrete. 

I’d rather win a water-fight in the swimming pool, or remain

astride a horse that is trying to get out from under me, than write

the great American novel.  Each man to his liking.  Some other

fellow would prefer writing the great American novel to winning

the water-fight or mastering the horse.It was at Suva, in the Fijis,

that I discharged my third and last captain and took up gain the

r&ocirc;le of amateur navigator.  I had essayed it once before,

under my first captain, who, out of San Francisco, jumped the

Snark so amazingly over the chart that I really had to find out

what was doing.  It was fairly easy to find out, for we had a run of

twenty-one hundred miles before us.  I knew nothing of

navigation; but, after several hours of reading up and half an

hour’s practice with the sextant, I was able to find the Snark’s

latitude by meridian observation and her longitude by the simple

method known as “equal altitudes.”  This is not a correct method.

 It is not even a safe method, but my captain was attempting to

navigate by it, and he was the only one on board who should



have been able to tell me that it was a method to be eschewed.  I

brought the Snark to Hawaii, but the conditions favoured me.  The

sun was in northern declination and nearly overhead.  The

legitimate “chronometer-sight” method of ascertaining the

longitude I had not heard of—yes, I had heard of it.  My first

captain mentioned it vaguely, but after one or two attempts at

practice of it he mentioned it no more.
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