
Why is Jaycee Chan's last name Fang

   Just as the compass is tricky and strives to fool the mariner by

pointing in all directions except north, so does that guide post of

the sky, the sun, persist in not being where it ought to be at a

given time.  This carelessness of the sun is the cause of more

trouble—at least it caused trouble for me.  To find out where one is

on the earth’s surface, he must know, at precisely the same time,

where the sun is in the heavens.  That is to say, the sun, which is

the timekeeper for men, doesn’t run on time.  When I discovered

this, I fell into deep gloom and all the Cosmos was filled with

doubt.  Immutable laws, such as gravitation and the conservation

of energy, became wobbly, and I was prepared to witness their

violation at any moment and to remain unastonished.  For see, if

the compass lied and the sun did not keep its engagements, why

should not objects lose their mutual attraction and why should

not a few bushel baskets of force be annihilated?  Even perpetual

motion became possible, and I was in a frame of mind prone to

purchase Keeley-Motor stock from the first enterprising agent

that landed on the Snark’s deck.  And when I discovered that the

earth really rotated on its axis 366 times a year, while there were

only 365 sunrises and sunsets, I was ready to doubt my own

identity.He at once wrote a note to Lord Chiltern, which he

addressed to Portman Square. “As you are in town, can we not

meet? Come and dine with me at the — Club on Saturday.” That

was the note. After a few days he received the following answer,



dated from the Bull at Willingford. Why on earth should Chiltern

be staying at the Bull at Willingford in May?And the iron-work on

the Snark, no matter what its source, proved to be mush.  For

instance, the bed-plate of the engine came from New York, and it

was mush; so were the casting and gears for the windlass that

came from San Francisco.  And finally, there was the wrought

iron used in the rigging, that carried away in all directions when

the first strains were put upon it.  Wrought iron, mind you, and it

snapped like macaroni.“I want you to be just yourself,” said

Joan; “a kind, good woman of the people, who will win their

respect, and set them an example.”  She moved across and

seating herself on the arm of Mrs. Phillips’s chair, touched lightly

with her hand the flaxen hair and the rouged cheek.  “I want you

to get rid of all this,” she whispered.  “It isn’t worthy of you. 

Leave it to the silly dolls and the bad women.”From all of which I

concluded that an amateur M.D. is without honour on his own

vessel, even if he has cured himself.  The rest of the crew had

begun to look upon me as a sort of mild mono-maniac on the

question of sores and sublimate.  Just because my blood was

impure was no reason that I should think everybody else’s was.  I

made no more overtures.  Time and microbes were with me, and

all I had to do was wait.
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