
What should I do if the computer sound is gone

One evening, as the Snark worked around the southern end of the

island of Ugi, looking for a reputed anchorage, a Church of

England missionary, a Mr. Drew, bound in his whaleboat for the

coast of San Cristoval, came alongside and stopped for dinner. 

Martin, his legs swathed in Red Cross bandages till they looked

like a mummy’s, turned the conversation upon yaws.  Yes, said

Mr. Drew, they were quite common in the Solomons.  All white

men caught them. He tried it, and succeeded thoroughly in

making the House understand that he was very angry — but he

succeeded in nothing else. He could not catch the words to

express the thoughts of his mind. He could not explain his idea

that the people out of the House had as much right to express

their opinion in favour of the ballot as members in the House had

to express theirs against it; and that animosity had been shown

to the people by the authorities because they had so expressed

their opinion. Then he attempted to tell the story of Mr Bunce in a

light and airy way, failed, and sat down in the middle of it. Again

he was cheered by all around him — cheered as a new member is

usually cheered — and in the midst of the cheer would have blown

out his brains had there been a pistol there ready for such an

operation.   “Oh no.” A pile of correspondence was awaiting her

and, standing by the desk, she began to open and read it. 

Suddenly she paused, conscious that someone had entered the

room and, turning, she saw Hilda.  She must have left the door



ajar, for she had heard no sound.  The child closed the door

noiselessly and came across, holding out a letter.
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