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The art has three factors, the disease, the patient, the physician. The physician is
the servant of the art. The patient must cooperate with the physician in combatting
the disease.

Mpr. Duffy lived a short distance from his body.

There are worse occupations in the world than feeling a woman’s pulse.
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Footnote The King Who Strangled His
Psychiatrist and Other Dark Tales.






ADVENTURERS



1 wanted something different; I wanted something that challenged me and that
pushed me further. Then this idea of climbing Mount Everest came to my mind. It
stuck in my head for days. Someone told me I couldn't do it, and that really
annoyed me.

The first question which you will ask and which I must try to answer is this; What
is the use of climbing Mount Everest? and my answer must at once be, it is no use.
There is not the slightest prospect of any gain whatsoever.

No one remembers who climbed Mount Everest the second time.
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Without dreams and phantoms man cannot exist
The Story of an African Farm



The ocean is a desert with it's life underground
And a perfect disguise above

Under the cities lies a heart made of ground
But the humans will give no love

A Horse with no name

Percy: After literally an hour’s
ceaseless searching, I have succeeded in creating gold. PURE GOLD!

You don’t know me; you never knew my heart. No man knows my history. I cannot
tell it; I shall never undertake it. I don’t blame anyone for not believing my history.
If I had not experienced what I have, I could not have believed it myself.

For
God’s sake, look after our people!






A short thick-set person, about 5
feet 3 inches high, dark complexion and well-spoken, I formed the
impression that Lasseter had been well-educated. At this time he was
shabbily dressed.



Lasseter’s Last Ride






Blood Tracks of the Bush An Australian Bush
Track Golden Buckles
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