
How to deal with oil burns

I was in earnest, and so was he, for he said: But Central California

has her winters, and the quest for a Nature Man’s climate drew

him on.  He tried Los Angeles and Southern California, being

arrested a few times and brought before the insanity

commissions because, forsooth, his mode of life was not

modelled after the mode of life of his fellow-men.  He tried Hawaii,

where, unable to prove him insane, the authorities deported him. 

It was not exactly a deportation.  He could have remained by

serving a year in prison.  They gave him his choice.  Now prison

is death to the Nature Man, who thrives only in the open air and in

God’s sunshine.  The authorities of Hawaii are not to be blamed. 

Darling was an undesirable citizen.  Any man is undesirable who

disagrees with one.  And that any man should disagree to the

extent Darling did in his philosophy of the simple life is ample

vindication of the Hawaiian authorities verdict of his

undesirableness.  Joshua Slocum sailed around the world a few

years ago in a thirty-seven-foot boat all by himself.  I shall never

forget, in his narrative of the voyage, where he heartily indorsed

the idea of young men, in similar small boats, making similar

voyage.  I promptly indorsed his idea, and so heartily that I took

my wife along.  While it certainly makes a Cook’s tour look like

thirty cents, on top of that, amid on top of the fun and pleasure, it

is a splendid education for a young man—oh, not a mere

education in the things of the world outside, of lands, and



peoples, and climates, but an education in the world inside, an

education in one’s self, a chance to learn one’s own self, to get

on speaking terms with one’s soul.  Then there is the training

and the disciplining of it.  First, naturally, the young fellow will

learn his limitations; and next, inevitably, he will proceed to press

back those limitations.  And he cannot escape returning from

such a voyage a bigger and better man.  And as for sport, it is a

king’s sport, taking one’s self around the world, doing it with

one’s own hands, depending on no one but one’s self, and at the

end, back at the starting-point, contemplating with inner vision

the planet rushing through space, and saying, “I did it; with my

own hands I did it.  I went clear around that whirling sphere, and I

can travel alone, without any nurse of a sea-captain to guide my

steps across the seas.  I may not fly to other stars, but of this star

I myself am master.” “I’m not indifferent to it,” answered Joan. 

“I’m reckoning on it to help me.”
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