
What zodiac sign was Chiang Kai shek

 So the Snark started on her long voyage without a navigator.  We

beat through the Golden Gate on April 23, and headed for the

Hawaiian Islands, twenty-one hundred sea-miles away as the gull

flies.  And the outcome was our justification.  We arrived.  And we

arrived, furthermore, without any trouble, as you shall see; that

is, without any trouble to amount to anything.  To begin with,

Roscoe tackled the navigating.  He had the theory all right, but it

was the first time he had ever applied it, as was evidenced by the

erratic behaviour of the Snark.  Not but what the Snark was

perfectly steady on the sea; the pranks she cut were on the chart.

 On a day with a light breeze she would make a jump on the chart

that advertised “a wet sail and a flowing sheet,” and on a day

when she just raced over the ocean, she scarcely changed her

position on the chart.  Now when one’s boat has logged six

knots for twenty-four consecutive hours, it is incontestable that

she has covered one hundred and forty-four miles of ocean.  The

ocean was all right, and so was the patent log; as for speed, one

saw it with his own eyes.  Therefore the thing that was not all

right was the figuring that refused to boost the Snark along over

the chart.  Not that this happened every day, but that it did

happen.  And it was perfectly proper and no more than was to be

expected from a first attempt at applying a theory. “Darn the

rules!” I exclaim.  “Ain’t I here?”  Joan was puzzled what to say. 

She knew exactly what she ought to say: what she would have



said to any ordinary child.  But to say it to this uncannily knowing

little creature did not promise much good. Savvee or catchee are

practically the only words which have been introduced straight

from pigeon English.  Of course, pickaninny has happened along,

but some of its uses are delicious.  Having bought a fowl from a

native in a canoe, the native asked me if I wanted “Pickaninny

stop along him fella.”  It was not until he showed me a handful of

hen’s eggs that I understood his meaning.  My word, as an

exclamation with a thousand significances, could have arrived

from nowhere else than Old England.  A paddle, a sweep, or an

oar, is called washee, and washee is also the verb.
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