
What door can never be closed

 And, oh, there is one other excellence of the Snark, upon which I

must brag, namely, her bow.  No sea could ever come over it.  It

laughs at the sea, that bow does; it challenges the sea; it snorts

defiance at the sea.  And withal it is a beautiful bow; the lines of it

are dreamlike; I doubt if ever a boat was blessed with a more

beautiful and at the same time a more capable bow.  It was made

to punch storms.  To touch that bow is to rest one’s hand on the

cosmic nose of things.  To look at it is to realize that expense cut

no figure where it was concerned.  And every time our sailing was

delayed, or a new expense was tacked on, we thought of that

wonderful bow and were content. Possibly the proudest

achievement of my life, my moment of highest living, occurred

when I was seventeen.  I was in a three-masted schooner off the

coast of Japan.  We were in a typhoon.  All hands had been on

deck most of the night.  I was called from my bunk at seven in the

morning to take the wheel.  Not a stitch of canvas was set.  We

were running before it under bare poles, yet the schooner fairly

tore along.  The seas were all of an eighth of a mile apart, and the

wind snatched the whitecaps from their summits, filling.  The air

so thick with driving spray that it was impossible to see more

than two waves at a time.  The schooner was almost

unmanageable, rolling her rail under to starboard and to port,

veering and yawing anywhere between south-east and south-

west, and threatening, when the huge seas lifted under her



quarter, to broach to.  Had she broached to, she would ultimately

have been reported lost with all hands and no tidings.  My sleep

was broken by miserable nightmares.  Earthquake seemed the

favourite affliction, though there was one man, with a bill, who

persisted in dunning me throughout the night.  Also, he wanted to

fight; and Charmian continually persuaded me to let him alone. 

Finally, however, the man with the everlasting dun ventured into a

dream from which Charmian was absent.  It was my opportunity,

and we went at it, gloriously, all over the sidewalk and street, until

he cried enough.  Then I said, “Now how about that bill?”  Having

conquered, I was willing to pay.  But the man looked at me and

groaned.  “It was all a mistake,” he said; “the bill is for the house

next door.”“Certainly. You settled it yourself, Oswald. I told you

what I thought myself bound to tell you. Perhaps I used language

which I should not have used. Then you told me that I could not

be your wife — and I thought you were right, quite right.”
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