The 50 Most

Soul-stirring Proses in the World
- HIESHE
LO mmm wﬁmm ,I

() BL . RE HH ERKY K

CHINA MACHINE PRESS

@ HLAB T Al HH kiRt

I RIRGEHESH A
S PXB- EH SeE 2Hik

$I B H IE #K B & & X




' ,503‘!;} i{

BB RBENEEEE
B ARG TR E

O FERRE, BERIEHEIE. SEgeh (Lot T sl s
O REXSFERMAKER, RBLEHESN
© SONNGERILL BAT, IREBELES (5L
O REMABENEELS, WEIFBSA (00 b0 h
® REKBEEBRE, BSEHERNETFE |
® RERERBMTT, WEBEHAEEE (05254000
O [CEHHE RN, REEEREEN (L
O B REREY, BEGELBSSREMSE (550
® ESEEMEX, BEORBIRE (oL AN S A

-
T

<

¥

ISBN 978-7-111-27475-9

e
ISBN 978-7-111-27475-9

Eu it ARTEPEAR2S HE&E: 100037

BABIE: (010)68326294 Wit : htp:/mvww.cmpbook.com (LI
(010)68993821 E-mail:cmp@cmpbook.com

)
R (010)88379639 (010)88379641 (010)88379643 j Efﬁ. 22803—‘[: 7871117274759




The 50 Most
Soul-stirring Proses in the World

ER-HIEEH D
e X

() B . RE e L 0

- RIRGEHER MM
BB P IR S i

FBS H I HK |5 & # X

CHINA MACHINE PRESS

@ HLAE Tl HH At



BRAECEAT )P “BOCHK R, HERKATLABEMER, " KOEGR
OO UL “BOCHR R A i, "IER B TR B A A — i Ry
X, XA RAESPHATRNETFNRNREATBRORE, A BHBETIHA
ERRRAG 50 MBS, HCEHHEK,FEFREES, WEHNARE L, BIFHT
REE, Z#EBENXFSORTRBERER,

EHEMSE (CIP) B#E

R EERIEER 50 B TN / (3£) e -l
(Keller, H.)% 3 ; ¥ %&F, —Jb50. HLM Tk AR+, 2009.6

(i 57 bR SE A R 230 )
ISBN 978-7-111-27475-9

[ .tk T.OBL---@thy--- .35 -DPUE - I i3
WQH S -1E -t R IV.H319.4:1

P E A B 4500 CIP ¥l 5 (2009) 56.107291 5

PLBR Tl M8 it (b st i | 7 K # 22 5 MRBC 44 A% 100037)

RUHmE. £ 4 FEHE.£ g4 FPHE RN . EEGEES PO
=R 2 ik B BR 2 ] B

2009 4 8 HE 1 - 45 1 IRENR

169mm x 239mm - 12 EJ3K - 187 T-F

0001—6000

FrMEBE . ISBN978-7—111-27475-9
EMr: 22.80 7€

FL A4S, A B 0T 80 BT JBE T, oy A%k 28 A7 5 VA 62
B 5 IR 9% PR L1 ¢ (010)68326294

W 45 #4428 |, 15+ (010)88379639 88379641 88379643
Y 8 PR LR L 15 £ (010)88379293 88379364

11 TG B T 34 Sk ¥



B
PREFAC

e IIIII-

HHF BRSO R R EREANBEREE N
5 L 55 58 W B KU FE R B 7 — A R ER ZE S 3R AT 10 B 4% , AR IR AT
A AT ORIZREE B, AN EE T B R ER P K
=, WO RELHE

HATHE — M AR E A, T RMATZER T B RFRIBE A
HERE MAIUE LB IRREERNTEBE A1 535R U0 1035 8
FE R 4K E PR SRaE R, T RE 2 A 1 178 F R AT IO R, Al
JE 7 S5 FATT B B LT g ife A XL & FRAT] B Lo B 4

“HESF b AR SERN Y BESC R B 8 A B AE T HOC  FER B AE
T IR S 25 TP AR, LA R A (7] 2 3 9 B 12 11 BR . BOSCHUR 3z, il
& TIEsL U 3718 SO IS5 FFEE RN RE T X, mELE
PEX B X, A E AR, RS T ZRTE B
EREERESL RENEET MR EE ENVEBRNPREET 5,
BfE L EEHFBOA O, 83T, siUe , saGR , #8 2 B S # i
O RAKE FRAE TR, RN, WHAESAmER, A%
B, A,




“Mtt 5 5B SE T TS0 R B & A SCEE Rk AN E AL A
FEEA P SCESC, ORI , B SCEE R B R E Y Scfk By R,
ERRBE A R 18 = WU 2 BUXUR o AR i R A b S 0 B
T H ST MR SRR 2 SCARNS BE LA B SCARAE 48, 7 7 SO Rt R
SR — Ry, R R 3R b — PO IR A 2R, 5 R 7 0B A
B

FIZR 7 SCAC RO BRSP4 L, VO SO E B S o . R, TBif
VR P, B RS, P05 CE M E NGB Y R it R B
HHEHIXAKE R, AR R E BT LA ZH0%,

Tie 2 R R R BACRY , e R4 A B KA 2 88 A /)
ek, EMMEARBEROER, BAME HRRN, BEAfAE
B, BB Ay, BCE R E , A A O A AR R B
M IRATEAR T — R —FHEE ORIGE BHERHE K
KSR HRER - KARIEEB TR, SCERX M ER
Bk 3R o MEA T 0 R, A RELE X R S A TRATAYO 3 v AT B0
. PREL T, (H HBEH X A 005 5B SR 0 —
B ARE, ,

2 18 B IR R B AR AN R R T, AT 4 4 HHE 24 1
TR 9 A BT BT L B S im A 4, DA A Bh i o

G b R B A0 T, OB 2 A AR




ONTENTS
:[] B
Part 1 The Road to Success

Three Days to See 2
Bans & =R tH 5
The Life I Desired 7
FATIBK I AETE 8
The Strenuous Life 9
SRIEANE 77
The World As I See It 13
FxHy tH 55X 17
If I Rest, I Rust | 20
RRKE, RS LS 22
El Dorado 23
mHeE 25
On His Ninetieth Birthday 26
24 90 2 KliE it 27




Our Family Creed

eV AEES

Part 2 Food for Thought
Love Your Life
The Smile
(€S
Said a Sheet of Snow-white Paper
=ES Py
The Handsome and Deformed Leg
X B 5 HhR

Be Happy

BRARIE

28

30

34
35
36
38
40
41
42
45
47

49



H %

ONTENTS

The Golden Mean 50
gz 57
On Motes and Beams 52
A SHRE 53
Sand and Stone 54
W5 A 55
On Getting on in the World 56
g 58
| Qg’f/_ﬁ
y
Part 3 The Sancturn of Spirits
True Nobility 62
FLIE Ay B 63
True and False Simplicity 64

B IE Y ERN S R R AYER 66




k-

INTENTS
On Love 68
= 70
On Beauty 72
3% 74
Of Wisdom for a Man’s Self 76
B EAMEHELEH 78
Of Studies 8o
P 82
The Joys of Writing 8q
B A8 88
Knowledge and Virtue Q7
MRS 8 92
Of Expense 93
BT 95
Love Is Difficult ' 97

R RAMER 98




H x

ONTENTS
Part 4 The Eternal Youth

On the Feeling of Immortality in Youth 700
FRTEEEE j02
If I Were a Boy Again 104
BanF X B F] T EF 706
Youth 108
55 709
An Illusion 770
B 17
Childhood 712
HF 1714
The Faculty of Delight 7176

EAIEE 178




Part 5 Man and Nature

The Ephemera 120
FFhF —— NE— D RIE 722
Westminster Abbey 124
PHEsF 7126
A Winter Walk 127
ZHEH 137
Rural Life in England 134
RAE =W S M &ErE 136
First Snow 138
#E 147
The Song of the River ‘ 144
-z 3K , 145
Butterfly’s Lesson 147

AR Y 2L | 148




 Part 6 The Essence of Life

Self-awareness 150
HE&EIR T 157
A Better Tomorrow 152
b= B ER:SEE RS 153
Three Passions I Have Lived for 154
=k iE 150
Beyond My Solitude 158
EFRBI IR Z 7h 159
On Peace of Mind 160
T ERALIR | 162
Of Youth and Age 164

BEFEEESF i 166




e

ONTENTS

Beautiful Smile and Love
IR EZ O

Of Marriage and Single Life
IR R B A= 1%

About Leisure

EIKN

We Are on a Journey
BATERRIE F

168
169
770
172
174
176

178

179



Part 1
The cﬁ oad to é'uaasii

EAAE AARTESL LOME AA L
A B h b LERGA,

A AE, B—ARARLROES K —F T
1 F— AL ROLF—FLHF , H—KK
BRLROSHE—FIRT,

fAE, ERERAARBN AN FESELR
AR RARMANA, FEARS A,

M, RRABARKD $3, RAAE
ELRARAEARSRIE RS BA—KIEEY
me,

®—%
KT 2 B



1E & W A
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All of us have read thrilling stories in which, the hero had only a limited
and specified time to live. Sometimes it was as long as a year; sometimes as
short as twenty-four hours. But always we were interested in discovering just
how the doomed man chose to spend his last days or his last hours. I speak, of
course, of free men who have a choice, not condemned criminals whose sphere
of activities is strictly delimited.

Such stories set us thinking, wondering what we should do under similar
circumstances. What associations should we crowd into those last hours as
mortal beings? What happiness should we find in reviewing the past, what
regrets?

Sometimes I have thought it would be an excellent rule to live each day as

if we should die tomorrow. Such an attitude would emphasize sharply the values

5 b 4 K H9 50 R B 2
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Part 1 The Road to Success
of life. We should live each day with a gentleness, a vigor, and a keenness of
appreciation which are often lost when time stretches before us in the constant
panorama of more days and months and years to come. There are those, of
course, who would adopt the epicurean motto of “eat, drink, and be merry”,
most people would be chastened by the certainty of impending death.

Most of us take life for granted. We know that one day we must die, but
usually we picture that day as far in the future. When we are in buoyant health,
death is all but unimaginable. We seldom think of it. The days stretch out in an
endless vista. So we go about our petty tasks, hardly aware of our listless attitude
towards life.

The same lethargy, | am afraid, characterizes the use of our faculties and
senses. Only the deaf appreciate hearing, only the blind realize the manifold
blessings that lie in sight. Particularly does this observation apply to those who
have lost sight and hearing in adult life. But those who have never suffered
impairment of sight or hearing seldom make the fullest use of these blessed
faculties. Their eyes and ears take in all sights and sounds hazily, without
concentration, and with little appreciation. It is the same old story of not being
grateful for what we have until we lose it, of not conscious of health until we are
ill.

I have often thought it would be a blessing if each human being were
stricken blind and deaf for a few days at some time during his early adult life.
Darkness would make him more appreciative of sight; silence would teach him
the joys of sound.

Now and then I have tested my seeing friends to discover what they see.
Recently I was visited by a very good friend who had just returned from a long
walk in the woods, and I asked her what she had observed. “Nothing in
particular,” she replied. I might have been incredulous had I not been

accustomed to such respguils, for long ago I became convinced that the seeing

see little.




How was it possible, I asked myself, to walk for an hour through the woods
and see nothing worthy of note? I who cannot see find hundreds of things to
interest me through mere touch. I feel the delicate symmetry of a leaf. I pass my
hands lovingly about the smooth skin of a silver birch, or the rough shaggy bark
of a pine. In spring I touch the branches of trees hopefully in search of a bud,
the first sign of awakening Nature after her winter’s sleep. I feel the delightful,
velvety texture of a flower, and discover its remarkable convolutions; and
something of the miracle of Nature is revealed to me. Occasionally, if I am _very
fortunate, I place my hand gently in a small tree and feel the happy quiver of a
bird in full song. I am delighted to have cool waters of a brook rush through my
open fingers. To me a lush carpet of pine needles or spongy grass is more
welcome than the most luxurious Persian rug. To me the pageant of seasons is a
thrilling and unending drama, the action of which streams through my finger
tips. At times my heart cries out with longing to see all these things. If I can get
so much pleasure from mere touch, how much more beauty must be revealed by
sight. Yet, those who have eyes apparently see little. The panorama of color and
action which fills the world is taken for granted. It is human, perhaps, to
appreciate little that which we have to long for that which we have not, but it is

a great pity that in the world of light the gift of sight is used only as mere

convenience rather than as a means of adding fullness to life.

Oh, the things that I should see if I had the power of sight for three days!
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That must be the story of innumerable couples, and the pattern of life it
offers has a homely grace. It reminds you of a placid rivulet, meandering
smoothly through green pastures and shaded by pleasant trees, till at last it falls
into the vasty sea, but the sea is so calm, so silent, so indifferent, that you are
troubled suddenly by a vague uneasiness. Perhaps it is only by a kink in my
nature, strong in me even in those days, that I felt in such an existence, the
share of the great majority, something amiss. | recognized its social value. I saw
its ordered happiness, but a fever in my blood asked for a wilder course. There
seemed to me something alarming in such easy delights. In my heart was a
desire to live more dangerously. I was not unprepared for jagged rocks and
treacherous shoals if I could only have change—change and the excitement of

the unforeseen.
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Theodore Roosevelt
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A life of slothful ease, a life of that peace which springs merely from lack
either of desire or of power to strive after great things, is as little worthy of a
nation as of an individual.

We do not admire the man of timid peace. We admire the man who
embodies victorious effort; the man who never wrongs his neighbor, who is
prompt to help a friend, but who has those virile qualities necessary to win iﬁ
the stern strife of actual life. It is hard to fail, but it is worse never to have tried
to succeed. In this life we get nothing save by effort. Freedom from effort in the
present merely means that there has been stored up effort in the past. A man
can be freed from the necessity of work only by the fact that he or his fathers
before him have worked to good purpose. If the freedom thus purchased is used
aright, and the man still does actual work, though of a different kind, whether as
a writer or a general, whether in the field of politics or in the field of

exploration and adventure, he shows he deserves his good fortune.




But if he treats this period of freedom from the need of actual labor as a
period, not of preparation, but of mere enjoyment, even though perhaps not of
vicious enjoyment, he shows that he is simply a cumberer of the earth’s surface,
and he surely unfits himself to hold his own with his fellows if the need to do so
should again arise. A mere life of ease is not in the end a very satisfactory life,
and, above all, it is a life which ultimately unfits those who follow it for serious
work in the world.

As it is with the individual, so it is with the nation. It is a base untruth to
say that happy is the nation that has no history. Thrice happy is the nation that
has a glorious history. Far better it is to dare mighty things, to win glorious

triumphs, even though checkered by failure, than to take rank with those poor

b, 9
i o e

who neither enjoy much nor suffer much, because they live in the gray

t victory nor defeat.
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The World As I See It
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How strange is the lot of us mortals! Each of us is here for a brief
sojourn; for what purpose he knows not, though he sometimes thinks he senses
it. But without deeper reflection one knows from daily life that one exists for
other people—first of all for those upon whose smiles and well-being our own
happiness is wholly dependent; and then for the many, unknown to us, to whose
destinies we are bound by the ties of sympathy. A hundred times every day I
remind myself that my inner and outer life are based on the labors of other men,
living and dead, and that I must exert myself in order to give in the same
measure as 1 have received and am still receiving. I am strongly drawn to a
frugal life and am often oppressively aware that I am engrossing an undue
amount of the labor of my fellow men. I regard class distinctions as unjustified
and, in the last resort, based on force. I also believe that a simple and
unassuming life is good for everybody, physically and mentally. I do not at all
believe in human freedom in the philosophical sense. Everybody acts not only
under external compulsion but also in accordance with inner necessity.

Schopenhauer’s saying, “A man can do what he wants, but not want what he

3



wants,” has been a very real inspiration to me since my youth; it has been a
continual consolation in the face of life’s hardships, my own and others, and an
unfailing well—spring of tolerance. This realization mercifully mitigates the
easily paralyzing sense of responsibility and prevents us from taking ourselves
and other people all too seriously; it is conducive to a view of life which, in
particular, gives humor its due.

To inquire after the meaning or object of one’s own existence or that of all
creatures has a]‘»{agzgkggemed absurd to me from an objective point of view. And
yet everybody has certain ideals which determine the direction of his endeavors
and his judgments. In this sense I have never looked upon ease and happiness
as ends in themselves—this ethical basis I call the ideal of a pigsty. The ideals
which have lighted my way, and time after time have given me new courage to
face life cheerfully, have been Kindness, Beauty, and Truth. Without the sense
of kinship with men of like mind, without the occupation with the objective
world, the eternally unattainable in the field of art and scientific endeavors, life
would have seemed to me empty. The trite objects of human efforts—possessions,
outward success, luxury—have always seemed to me contemptible.

My passionate sense of social justice and social responsibility has always
contrasted oddly with my pronounced lack of need for direct contact with other
human beings and human communities. I am truly a “lone traveler” and have
never belonged to my country, my home, my friend, or even my immediate
family, with my whole heart; in the face of all these ties, I have never lost a
sense of distance and a need for solitude feelings which increase with the years.
One becomes sharply aware, but without regret, of the limits of mutual
understanding and consonance with other people. No doubt, such a person loses
some of his innocence and unconcern; on the _‘:uther' hand, he is largely
independent, of the opinions, habits, and ju nt:kgl'.;his“ fellows and avoids
the temptation to build his inner equilibrium upon suc}i mgecure foundations.

My political ideal is democracy. Let every man hé"“‘r{-espected as an
individual and no man idolized. It is an irony of fate that I myself have been the

recipient of excessive admiration and reverence from my fellow being, through
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Part 1 The Road to Success

no fault, and no merit, of my own. The cause of this may well be the desire,
unattainable for many, to understand the few ideas to which I have with my
feeble powers attained through ceaseless struggle. I am qulte aware that it is
necessary for the achievement of the objective of an ;&q that. one man
should do the thinking and directing and generally bear the resp%nsxbxhty But
the led must not be coerced; they must be able to choose thelr’ leader An
autocratic system of coercion, in my opinion, soon degenerates. For force always
attracts men of low morality, and I believe it to be an invariable rule that
tyrants of genius are succeeded by scoundrels. For this reason I have always
been passionately opposed to systems such as we see in Italy and Russia today.
The thing that has brought discredit upon the form of democracy as it exists in
Europe today is not to be laid to the door of the democr.';tic principle as such,
but to the lack of stability of governments and to the impersonal character of the
electoral system. I believe that in this respect the United States of America have
found the right way. They have a responsxble presxdent who is elected for a
sufficient long period and has sufficient powers to be really responsible. What I
value, on the other hand, in the German political system is the more extensive
provision that it makes for the individual in case of illness or need. The really
valuable thing in the pageant of human life seems to me not the political state,
but the creative, sentient individual, the personality; it alone creates the noble
and the sublime, while the herd as such remains dull in thought and dull in
feeling.

This topic brings me to that worst outcrop of herd life, the military system,
which I abhor. That a man can take pleasure in marching in fours to the strains
of a band is enough to make me despise him. He has only been given his big
brain by mistake; unprotected spinal marrow was all he needed. This plague
spot of c1v111zat10n ought to be abolished with all possible speed. Heroism on

and, ;Sénseless violence, and all the loathsome nonsense that goes by the
name of patmatlsm—how passionately I hate them! How vile and despicable
seems war to-me! I would rather be hacked in pieces than take part in such an

abominable business. My opinion of the human race is high enough that I
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believe this bogey would have disappeared long ago, had the sound sense of the
peoples not been systematically corrupted by commercial and political interests
acting through the schools and the press.

The most beautiful experience we can have is the mysterious. It is the
fundamental emotion which stands at the cradle of true art and true science.
Whoever does not know it and can no longer wonder, no longer marvel, is as
good as dead, and his eyes are dimmed. It was the experience of mystery—even
if mixed with fear—that engendered religion. A knowledge of the existence of
something we cannot penetrate, our perceptions of the profoundest reason and
the most radiant beauty, which only in their most primitive forms are accessible
to our minds—it is this knowledge and this emotion that constitute true
religiosity; in this sense, and in this alone, I am a deeply religious man. I can
not conceive of a God who rewards and punishes his creatures, or has a will of
the kind that we experience in ourselves. Neither can 1 nor would I want to
conceive of an individual that survives his physical death; let feeble souls, from
fear of absurd egoism, cherish such thoughts. I am satisfied with the mystery of
the eternity of life and with the awareness and a glimpse of the marvelous
structure of the existing world, together with the devoted striving to comprehend

a portion, be it ever so tiny, of the Reason that manifests itself in nature.
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If I Rest, I Rust

Orison Marden

& m A

B 2 % L& (Orison Marden,1848—1924) , #i 4+ sk A iAh £ B R &
MERAFBRBROBRIBMERT RDFZL, AIT(RDILE,
SR RELELERAARR, Bt R AAEBRDFRETAKER
AN HE BATLEEHAEZRNOFL . EAARDFHERLE IR EA
Kty FRBA '

The significant inscription found on an old key—“If I rest, I rust”—would
be an excellent motto for those who are afflicted with the slightest taint of
idleness. Even the most industrious person might adopt it with advantage to
serve as a reminder that, if one allows his faculties to rest, like the iron in the
unused key, they will soon show signs of rust and, ultimately, cannot do the
work required of them.

Those who would attain the heights reached and kept by great men must
keep their faculties polished by constant use, so that they may unlock the doors
of knowledge, the gates that guard the entrances to the professions, to science,

art, literature, agriculture—every department of human endeavor.
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Industry keeps bright the key that opens the treasury of achievement. If
Hugh Miller, after toiling all day in a quarry, had devoted his evenings to rest
and recreation, he would never have become a famous geologist. The celebrated
mathematician, Edmund Stone, would never have published a mathematical
dictionary, never have found the key to science of mathematics, if he had given
his spare moments to idleness, had the little Scotch lad, Ferguson, allowed the
busy brain to go to sleep while he tended sheep on the hillside instead of
calculating the position of the stars by a string of beads, he would never have
become a famous astronomer.

Labor vanquishes all—not inconstant, spasmodic, or ill-directed labor; but
faithful, unremitting, daily effort toward a well-directed purpose. Just as truly as

eternal vigilance is the price of liberty, so is eternal industry the price of noble

and enduring success.
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El Dorado

Robert Louis Stevenson

F 14 %% - % 5 A - £ F L & (Robert Louis Stevenson,1850—1894), % B
A ZMEFRE FA DR FIEER HRBEARE, LHFELAGHKE
MM S M EHT, AR D AR DR R AR fe X B A
FARAMGA(ERE) (AW L) (FH) (—AETFHFE)F,

It seems as if a great deal were attainable in a world...where we all, at
certain hours of the day, and with great gusto and dispatch, stow a portion of
victuals finally and irretrievably into the bag which contains us. And it would
seem also, on a hasty view, that the attainment of as much as possible was the
one goal of man’s contentious life. And yet, as regards the spirit, this is but a
semblance. We live in an ascending scale when' we live happily, one thing
leading to another in an endless series. There is always a new horizon for
onward-looking men, and although we dwell on a small planet, immersed in
petty business and not enduring beyond a brief period of years, we are so

constituted that our hopes are inaccessible, like stars, and the term of hoping is
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prolonged until the term of life. To be truly happy is a question of how we begin
and not of how we end, of what we want and not of what we have.
There is only one wish realizable on the earth; only one thing that can be

perfectly attained: Death. And from a variety of circumstances we have no one

to tell us whether it be worth attaining. A strange picture we make on our way

himaeras, ceaselessly marching, grudging ourselves the time for rest;
ble, adventurous pioneers. It is true that we shall never reach the goal;
‘ r;)bable that there is no such place; and if we lived for
with the powers of a god, we should find ourselves
wanted at the end. O toiling hands of mortals! O

knowrndt whither! Soon, soon, it seems to you, you
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Oliver Wendell Holmes

BLA) - X 4& R - 7 % M (Oliver Wendell Holmes, 1841—1935), ¥4 “ X A
AR MEMR, 192F  FRE-FHRBEAEFRALERZ EREF E
Bo MAERIRAH 01 ¥,

In this symposium, better is it to only sit in silence. To express one’s
feelings as the end draws near is too intimate a task.
That I would mention only one thought that comes to me as a listener-in:
the riders in a race do not stop short when they reach the goal, there is a little
finishing canter before coming to a standstill, there is time to hear the kind
voice of friends, and to say to oneself, “The work is done.” But just as one says
that, the answer comes: “The race is over but the work never is done while the
power to work remains. The canter that brings you to a standstill need not be
only to éoming to rest; it cannot be while you still live. But to live is to
function, that is all there is in living.”
And so I end with a line from a Latin poet who uttered the messag;e more

than fifteen hundred years ago: “Death plucks my ear and says, ‘live—I am

* *r»
coming.
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Our Family Creed

John Rockefeller, Jr.

> 29 95 - i L 3E $) (John Rockefeller, Jr.,1874—1960), £ B ¥ % BER,
BAFDNEAGERZAY, WRAFRELEANVHIA AT EL LS %25
FEHRE— TR RA LR F LS LEDETE T,

They are the principles on which my wife and I have tried to bring up my
family. They are the principles in which my father believed, and by which he
governed his life. They are the principles, many of them, which I learned at my
mother’s knee.

They point the way to usefulness and happiness in life, to courage and
peace in death.

If they mean to you what they mean to me, they may perhaps be helpful
also to our sons for their guidance and inspiration.

Let me state them:

I believe in the supreme worth of the individual and his right to life,
liberty and the pursuit of happiness.

I believe that every right implies a responsibility; every opportunity, an
obligation; every possession, a duty.

I believe that the law was made for the man, but not man for the law. The
government is the servant of the people, but not their master.

I believe in the dignity of the labor, whether with head or hand. That the
world owns no man a living, but that it owns every man an opportunity to make

a living.
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I believe that thrift is essential to well-ordered living and economy is a
prime requisite of sound financial structure, whether in government, business or
personal affairs.

I believe that truth and justice are fundamental to an enduring social order.

I believe in the sacredness of a promise, that a man’s word should be as
good as his bond, that character—not wealth, power and position—is of supreme
worth.

I believe that the rendering of useful service is the common duty of
mankind, that only in the purifying fire of sacrifice is the dross of selfishness
consumed and the greatness of the human soul set free.

I believe in an all-wise and all-loving God named by whatever name, and
that the individual’s highest fulfillment, greatest happiness and widest usefulness
are to be found in living in harmony with his will.

I believe that love is the greatest thing in the world, that it alone can
overcome hate, that right can and will triumph over might.

These are the principles, however formulated, for which all good men and
women throughout the world, irrespective of race or creed, education, social
position or occupation, are standing, and for which many of them are suffering

and dying.

These are the principles upon which alone a new world recognizing the

brotherhood of man and the fatherhood of God can be established.
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Love Your Life

Henry David Thoreau

F A+ K E -4 ¥ (Henry David Thoreau, 1817—1862),19 #+ 2 £ B % £
AERFBaAER TFE, RBRAFLAR FITHER KEAR EL
“MEE BARELTGRALE RBBTFALEBRFERETERE,

However mean your life is, meet it and live it; do not shun it and call it
hard names. It is not so bad as you are. It looks poorest when you are richest.
The fault-finder will find faults in paradise. Love your life, poor as it is. You
may perhaps have some pleasant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in a poor house.
The setting sun is reflected from the windows of the alms-house as brightly as

from the rich man’s abode; the snow melts before its door as early in the spring.
I do not see but a quiet mind may live as contentedly there, and have as
cheering thoughts, as in a palace. The town’s poor seem to me often to live the
most independent lives of any. Maybe they are simply great enough to receive
without misgiving. Most think that they are above being supported by the town;
but it often happens that they are not above supporting themselves by dishonest
means, which should be more disreputable. Cultivate poverty like a garden herb,
like sage. Do not trouble yourself much to get new things, whether clothes or
friends. Turn the old, return to them. Things do not change, we change. Sell

your clothes and keep your thoughts.
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The Smile

Antoine de Saint-Exupery

EEE N
% & J&.- 2 %4514 2 (Antoine de Saint-Exupery, 1900—1944), sk Bl £ , &,
RELZCATR, RAREAMCDIFIRBEANK RS ER N TEKTF,

“I was sure that I was to be killed. I became t;arribly nervous. I fumbled in
my pockets to see if there were any cigarettes, which had escaped their search.
I found one and because of my shaking hands, I could barely get it to my lips.
But I had no matches, they had taken those.

“I looked through the bars at my jéiler. He did not make eye contact with
me. | called out to him ‘Have you got a light?” He looked at me, shrugged and
came over to light my cigarette.

“As he came close and lit the match, his eyes inadvertently locked with
mine. At that moment, I smiled. I don’t know why I did that. Perhaps it was
nervousness; perhaps it was because, when you get very close, one to another, it
is very hard not to smile. In any case, I smiled. In that instant, it was as though

a spark jumped across the gap between our two hearts, our two human souls. I
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know he didn’t want to, but my smile leaped through the bars and generated a
smile on his lips, too. He lit my cigarette but stayed near, looking at me directly
in the eyes and continuing to smile.

“I kept smiling at him, now aware of him as a person and not just a jailer.
And his looking at me seemed to have a new dimension too. ‘Do you have
kids?’ he asked.

““Yes, here, here.” I took out my wallet and nervously fumbled for the
pictures of my family. He, too, took out the pictures of his nifios and began to
talk about his plans and hopes for them. My eyes filled with tears. I said that I
feared that I’d never see my family again, never have the chance to see them
grow up. Tears came to his eyes, too.

“Suddenly, without another word, he unlocked my cell and silently led me
out. Out of the jail, quietly and by back routes, out of the town. There, at the
edge of town, he released me. And without another word, he turned back toward
the town. -

“My life was saved by a smile.”

Yes, the smile — the unaffected, unplanned, natural connection between
people. 1 really believe that if that part of you and that part of me could

recognize each other, we wouldn’t be enemies. We couldn’t have hate or envy

[

or fear.
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Said a Sheet of Snow-white Paper

Khalil Gibran

A Z - &24h 48 (Khalil Gibran,1883—1931), £ & #M#F K X X £ it
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Said a sheet of snow-white paper, “Pure was I created, and pure will I
remain for ever. I would rather be burnt and turn to white ashes than suffer
darkness to touch me or the unclean to come near me.”

. The ink-bottle heard what the paper was saying, and it laughed in its dark
heart; but it never dared to approach her. And the multicoloured pencils heard
her also, and they too never came near her.

And the snow-white sheet of paper did remain pure and chaste for ever—pure

and chaste—and empty.
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"~ The Haﬁdsome ‘ and Deformed Leg

Benjamin Franklin

EE N

A XU - F Z %A (Benjamin Franklin,1706—1790), # A £ X v & %
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ESNRECES X T N

There are two sorts of people in the world, who with equal degrees of
health and wealth, and the other comforts of life, become, the one happy and
the other miserable. This arises very much from the different views in which
they consider things, persons, and events; and the effect of those different views
upon their own minds.

In whatever situation men can be placed, they may find conveniences and
inconveniences; in whatever company, they may find persons and conversation
more or less pleasing; at whatever table, they may meet with meat and drinks of

better and worse taste, dishes better and worse dressed; in whatever climate they
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will find good and bad weather; under whatever government, théy may find good
and bad laws, and good and bad administration of those laws; in every poem or
work of genius they may see faults and beauties; in almost every face and every
person, they may discover fine features and defects, good and bad qualities.
Under these circumstances, the two sorts of people above mentioned fix
their attention; those who are to be happy, on the conveniences of things, the
pleasant parts of conversation, the well-dressed dishes, the goodness of the
wines, the fine weather; and etc, and enjoy all with cheerfulness. Those who are
to be unhappy think and speak only of the contraries. Hence they are continually
discontented themselves, and, by their remarks, sour the pleasures of society,
offend personally many people, and make themselves everywhere disagreeable.
If this turn of mind was founded in nature, such unhappy persons would be the
more to be pitied. But as the disposition to criticise, and be disgusted, is
perhaps taken up originally by imitation, and is unawares being grown into a
habit, which though at present strong may nevertheless be cured when those
who have it are .convinced of its bad effects on their felicity; I hope this little
admonition may be of service to them, and put them on changing a habit, which
though in the exercise it is chiefly an act of imagination yet has serious
consequences in life, as it brings on real griefs and misfortunes. For as many
are offended by, and nobody well loves this sort of people, no one shows them
more than the most common civility and respect, and scarcely that; and this
frequently puts them out of humour, and draws them into disputes and
contentions. If they aim at obtaining some advantage in rank or fortune, nobody
wishes them success, or will stir a step, or speak a word, to favour their
pretensions. If they incur public censure or disgrace, no one will defend or

excuse, and many join to aggravate their misconduct, a der them

completely odious. If these people will not change this
condescend to be pleased with what is pleasing, without fretti
others about the contraries, it is good for others to avoid an acg

them; which is always disagreeable, and sometimes very inconvenie
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when one finds one’s self entangled in their quarrels.

An old philosophical friend of mine was grown, from experience, very
cautious in this particular, and carefully avoided any intimacy with such people.
He had, like other philosophers, a thermometer to show him the heat of the
-weather, and a barometer to mark when it was likely to prove good or bad; but,
there being no instrument invented to discover, at first sight, this unpleasing
disposition in a person, he for that purpose made use of his legs: one of which
was remarkably handsome, the other, by some accident, crooked and deformed.
If a stranger, at the first interview, regarded his ugly leg more than his
handsome one, he doubted him. If he spoke of it, but took no notice of the
handsome leg, that was sufficient to determine my philosopher to have no
further acquaintance with him. Everybody has not this two-legged instrument,
but every one with a little attention, may observe signs of that carping,
fault-finding disposition, and take the same resolution of avoiding the acquaintance
of those infected with it. I therefore advise those critical, querulous, discontented,

unhappy people, that if they wish to be respected and loved by others, and

happy in themselves they should leave off looking at the ugly leg.

B
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Lloyd Morris

A7 4% - 3L 2 M (Lloyd Morris, 1613—1680), 3 Bl 4F £ 45 &% & TALAF K,

“The days that make us happy make us wise.”
John Masefield

When 1 first read this line by England’s Poet Laureate, it startled me.
What did Masefield mean? Without thinking about it much, I had always
assumed that the opposite was true. But his sober assurance was arresting. 1
could not forget it.

Finally, I seemed to grasp his meaning and realized that here was a
profound observation. The wisdom that happiness makes possible lies in clear
perception, not fogged by anxiety nor dimmed by despair and boredom, and
without the blind spots caused by fear.

Active happiness—not mere satisfaction or contentment—often comes

suddenly, like an April shower or the unfolding of a bud. Then you discover
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what kind of wisdom has accompanied it. The grass is greener; bird songs are
sweeter; the shortcomings of your friends are more understandable and more
forgivable. Happiness is like a pair of eyeglasses correcting your spirtual vision.

Nor are the insights of happiness limited to what is near around you.
Unhappy, with your thoughts turned in upon your emotional woes, your vision is
cut short as though by a wall. Happy, the wall crumbles.

The long vista is there for the seeing. The ground at your feet, the world
about you—people, thoughts, emotions, pressures—are now fitted into the larger

scene. Everthing assumes a fairer proportion. And here is the beginning of

wisdom.
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The Golden Mean

Balthasar Gracian

B R¥ - B 45 % (Balthasar Gracian, 1601—1658), &I F F & H X

A sage once reduced all virtue to the golden mean. Push right to the
extreme and it becomes wrong; press all the juice from an orange and it
becomes bitter. Even in enjoyment never go to extremes.

You should learn to seize not by the blade, which cuts, but by the handle,
which saves you from harm: especially is this the rule with the doings of your
enemies. A wise man gets more use from his enemies than a fool from his
friends. Their ill will often levels mountains of difficulties which one would
otherwise not face—flattery is more dangerous than hatred because it covers
stains which the other causes to be wiped out. The wise will turn ill into a
mirror more faithful than kindness, and remove or improve the faults referred to.

Everyone would have excelled in something if he had known his strong

pomt Notice in what quahty you surpass, and take charge of that In some,
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It is curious that our own offenses should seem so much less heinous than

the offenses of others. I suppose the reason is that we know all the
circumstances that have occasioned them and so manage to excuse in ourselves
what we cannot excuse in others. We turn our attention away from our own
defects, and when we are forced by untoward events to consider them, find it
easy to condone them. For all I know we are right to do this; they are part of us
and we must accept the good and bad in ourselves together.

But when we come to judge others, it is not by ourselves as we really are
that we judge them, but by an image that we have formed of ourselves from
which we have left out everything that offends our vanity or would discredit us
in the eyes of the world. To take a trivial instance: how scornful we are when we
catch someone out telling a lie; but who can say that he has never told not one,
but a hundred?

There is not much to choose between men. They are all a hotchpotch of
greatness and littleness, of virtue and vice, of nobility and baseness. Some have
more strength of character, or more opportunity, and so in one direction or
another give their instincts freer play, but potentially they are the same. For my
part, I do not think I am any better or any worse than most people, but I know
that if I set down every action in my life and every thought that has crossed my
mind, the world would consider me a monster of depravity. The knowledge that
these reveries are common to all men should inspire one with tolerance to
oneself as well as to others. It is well also if they enable us to look upon our
fellows, even the most eminent and respectable, with humor, and if they lead us

to take ourselves not too seriously.
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Sand and Stone

A nonymous

A story tells that two friends were walking through the desert. During some
point of the journey they had an argument, and one friend slapped the other one
in the face.

The one who got slapped was hurt, but without saying anything, wrote in
the sand: “Today my best friend slapped me in the face.”

They kept on walking until they found an oasis, where they decided to take
a bath. The one, who had been slapped, got stuck in the mire and started
drowning, but the friend saved hin.

After the friend recovered from the near drowning, he wrote on a stone:
“Today my best friend saved my life.” |

The friend who had slapped and saved his best friend asked him, “After I
hurt you, you wrote in the sand and now, you write on a stone, why?”

The other friend replied, “When someone hurts us, we should write it down
in sand where winds of forgiveness can erase it away. But, when someone does
something good for us, we must engrave it in stone where no wind can ever

L4 ”
erase 1t.

sand and to carve your benefits in stone.




B=% AARE

Part 2 Food for Thought

5n

% %

B A eV BB W RIAT, TER P AT R T — s i, Heh— 4
TRIRHAT T % iRk,

WHTHARBACZTHE HER SRR, REDH B TiX4—
Wi “REIFHRSRITTR—F%, "

AT kR 25 PERTAT , B — Kb SR N B , B AT42 TR ME SN . RIA BT Y
A AT /NCREA T JRBE, SRR MTE T, B AR T,

“RAIIF R A A R T A, b I\ HE FE () 320 4 95 1 i Sk et | b e
Fisk F2IF Tix4—A4iE, :
| AT TG XM T iR A Rt iel . “HRIBRGEHRNESEY

B RBIREZEL K b, R amge "

R A 2 5E . M AGE TR, BN ZETE#HDE  REMN
RABUIRHSE,; TINAE ARRIMTFE, RO SO EREAL L &
CHRIT DR ERE, " _

2 oW RIS Y B W 2B BB RER b,

& ¥
AMTER TR TiRAERER, EHEE, RAEGHER S FeyiiaRk
LMY BLHBERS FAGKRLLAE WwRA—T AR, HIRE
iR HEEIERES FRBE HRRE, KA CHGRHEEEZ
L, R ELEGRRTFAHHS L HELL,

25



Jerome Kl@ka Jerome

LR

AF W HE LA F H(Jerome Klapka Jerome, 1859—1927) , 3& B — ik
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A motley throng — a motley throng! Prince and beggar, sinner and saint,
but cher and baker and candlestick maker, tinkers and tailors, and ploughboys
and sailors — all jostling along together. Here the counsel in his wig and gown,
and here the old Jew clothesman under his dingy tiara; here the soldier in his
scarlet, and here the undertaker’s mute in streaming hat band and worn cotton
gloves; here the scholar, fumbling his faded leaves, and here the scented actor,
dangling his showy seals. Here the glib politician, crying his legislative
panaceas; and here the peripatetic Cheap Jack, holding aloft his quack cures for
human ills. Here the sleek capitalist, and there the sinewy labourer; here the
man of science, and here the shoe-black; here the poet, and here the water-rate
collector; here the cabinet minister, and there the ballet-dancer. Here a
red-nosed publican, shouting the praises of his vats; and here a temperance
lecturer at fifty pounds a night; here a judge, and there a swindler; here a
priest, and there a gambler. Here a jewelled duchess, smiling and gracious; here

a thin lodging house keeper, irritable with cooking; and here a wabbling,
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strutting thing, tawdry in paint and finery.

Cheek by cheek, they struggle onward. Screaming, cursing, and praying,
laughing, singing, and moaning, they rush past side by side. Their speed never
slackens, the race never ends. There is no wayside rest for them, no halt by
cooling fountains, no pause beneath green shades. On, on, on — on through
the heat and the crowd and the dust — on, or they will be trampled down, and
lost — on, with throbbing brain and tottering limbs — on, till the heart grows
sick, and the eyes grow blurred, and a gurgling groan tells those behind they
may close up another space.

And yet, in spite of the killing pace and the stony track, who, but the
sluggard or the dolt, can hold aloof from the course? Who — like the belated
traveler that stands watching fairy revels till he snatches and drains the goblin
cup, and springs into the whirling circle — can view the mad tumult, and not
be drawn into its midst? Not I, for one. I confess to the wayside arbour, the pipe
of contentment, and the lotus leaves being altogether unsuitable metaphors.
They sounded very nice and philosophical, but I’'m afraid I am not the sort of
person to sit in arbours, smoking pipes, when there is any fun going on outside.
I think I more resemble the Irishman, who, seeing a crowd collecting, sent his
little girl out to ask if there was going to be a row —* ’Cos, if so, father would
like to be in it.”

I love the fierce strife. I like to watch it. I like to hear of people getting on
in it — battling their way bravely and fairly — that is, not slipping through by
luck or trickery. It stirs one’s old Saxon fighting blood, like the tales of
“knights who fought against fearful odds” thrilled us in our schoolboy days.

And fighting the battle of life is fighting against fearful odds, too. There are
giants and dragons in every age, and the golden casket that they guard is not so
easy to win as it appears in the story books. There, Algernon. one long,

cestral hall, dashes 1
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True Nobility

Ernest Miller Hemingway
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In a calm sea every man is a pilot.

But all sunshine without shade, all pleasure without pain, is not life at all.
Take the lot of the happiest—it is a tangled yarn. Bereavements and blessings,
one following another, make us sad and blessed by turns. Even death itself
makes life more loving. Men come closest to their true selves in the sober
moments of life, under the shadows of sorrow and loss.

In the affairs of life or of business, it is not intellect that tells so much as
character, not brains so much as heart, not genius so much as self-control,
patience, and discipline, regulated by judgment.

I have always believed that the man who has begun to live more seriously
within begins to live more simply without. In an age of extravagance and waste,
I wish I could show to the world how few the real wants of humanity are.

To regret one’s errors to the point of not repeating them is true repentance.
There is nothing noble in being superior to some other man. The true nobility is

in being superior to your previous self.
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True and False Simplicity

Francois Fenelon
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Simplicity is an uprightness of soul that has no reference to self; it is
different from sincerity, and it is a still higher virtue. We see many people who
are sincere, without being simple; they only wish to pass for what they are, and
they are unwilling to appear what they are not; they are always thinking of
themselves, measuring their words, and recalling their thoughts, and reviewing
their actions, from the fear that they have done too much or too little. These
persons are sincere, but they are not simple; they are not at ease with others,
and others are not at ease with them; they are not free, ingenuous, natural; we
prefer people who are less correct, less perfect, and who are less artificial. This

is the decision of man, and it is the judgment of God, who would not have us so
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occupied with ourselves, and thus, as it were, always arranging our features in a
mirror.

To be wholly occupied with others, never to look within, is the state of
blindness of those who are entirely engrossed by what is pi'esent and addressed
to their sense; this is the very reverse of simplicity. To be absorbed in self and
in whatever engages us, whether we are laboring for our fellow beings or for
God—to be wise in our own eyes reserved, and full of ourselves, troubled'at the
least thing that disturbs our self-complacency, is the opposite extreme. This is
false wisdom, which, with all its glory, is but little less absurb than that folly,
which pursues only pleasure. The one is intoxicated with all it sees around it;
the other with all that it imagines it has within; but it is delirium in both. To be
absorbed in the contemplation of our own minds is really worse than to be
engrossed by outward things, because it appears like wisdom and vet is not; we
do not think of curing it; we pride ourselves upon it; we approve of it; it gives
us an unnatural strength; it is a sort of frenzy; we are not conscious of it; we are
dying, and we think ourselves in health.

Simplicity consists in a just medium, in which we are neither too much
excited, nor too composed. The soul is not carried away by outward things, so
that it cannot make all necessary reflections; neither does it make those
continual reflections to self, that a jealous sense of its own excellence multiplies
to infinity. That freedom of the soul, which looks straight onward in its path,

losing no time to reason upon its steps, to study them, or to contemplate those

that it has already taken, is true simplicity.
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On Love |

Khalil Gibran

When love beckons to you, follow him, though his ways are hard and steep.
And when his wings enfold you, yield to him, though the sword hidden among
his pinions may wound you. And when he speaks to you believe in him, though
his voice may shatter your dreams as the north wind lays waste the garden. For
even as love crowns you so shall he crucify you. Even as he is for your growth
so is he for your pruning. Even as he ascends to your height and caresses your
tenderest branches that quiver in the sun, so shall he descend to your roots and
shake them in their clinging to the earth.

Like sheaves of corn he gathers you unto himself. He threshes you to make
you naked. He sifts you to free you from your husks. He grinds you to
whiteness. He kneads you until you are pliant; and then he assigns you to his
sacred fire, that you may become sacred bread for God’s sacred feast.

All these things shall love do unto you that you may know the secrets of
your heart and in that knowledge become a fragment of Life’s heart.

But if in your fear you would seek only love’s peace and love’s pleasure,
then it is better for you that you cover your nakedness and pass out of love’s

threshing-floor into the seasonless world where you shall laugh, but not all of
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your laughter, and weep, but not all of your tears.

Love gives naught but itself and takes naught but from itself. Love posesses
not nor would it be possessed, for love is suffiéient unto love.

When you love you should not say, “God is in my heart,” but rather, “I am
in the heart of God.” And think not you can direct the course of love, for love,
if it finds you worthy, directs your course. Love has no other desire but to fulfill
itself. But if you love and must needs have desires, let these be your desire:

To melt and be like a running brook that sings its melody to the night.

To know the pain of too much tenderness.

To be wounded by your own understanding of love;

And to bleed willingly and joyfully.

To wake at dawn with a winged heart and give thanks for another day of
loving;

To rest at the noon hour and meditate love’s ecstasy;

To return home at eventide with gratitude;

And then to sleep with a prayer for the beloved in your heart and a song of

praise upon your lips.
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On Beauty

Kahlil Gibran

Where shall you seek beauty, and how shall you find her unless she herself
be your way and your guide? And how shall you speak of her except she be the
weaver of your speech?

The aggrieved and the injured say, “Beauty is kind and gentle. Like a young
mother half-shy of her own glory she walks among us.”

And the passionate say, “Nay, beauty is thing of might and dread. Like the
tempest she shakes the earth beneath us and the sky above us.”

The tired and the weary say, “Beauty is of whisperings. She speaks in our
spirit. Her voice yields to our silences like a faint light that quivers in fear of
the shadow.”

But the restless say, “We have heard her shouting among the mountains and
with her cries came the sound of hoofs, and the beating of wings and the roaring
of lions.”

At night the watchmen of the city say, “Beauty shall rise with the dawn
from the east.”

And at noon-time toilers and the wayfarers say, “We have seen her leaning
over the earth from the windows of the sunset.”

In winter, say the snow-bound, “She shall come with the spring leaping
upon the hills.”
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And in the summer heat the reapers say, “We have seen her dancing with
the autumn leaves, and we saw a drift of snow in her hair.”

All these things have you said of beauty, yet in truth you speak not of her
but of needs unsatisfied, and beauty is not a need but an ecstasy. It is not a
mouth thirsting nor an empty hand stretched forth, but rather a heart enflamed
and a soul enchanted. It is not the image you would see nor the song you would
hear, but rather an image you see though you close your eyes and a song you
hear though you shut your ears. It is not the sap within the furrowed bark, nor a
wing attached to a claw, but rather a garden forever in bloom and a flock of

angels forever in flight.

Beauty is life when life unveils her holy face.
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Francis Bacon
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# B % A7 - 3 4R (Francis Bacon,1561—1626) , R B # F £ XA F K,
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An ant is a wise creature for itself, but it is a shrewd thing, in an orchard
or garden. And certainly, men that are great lovers of themselves, waste the
public. Divide with reason; between selflove and society; and be so true to
thyself, as thou be not false to others; specially to thy king and country. It is a
poor centre of a man’s actions, himself. It is right earth. For that only stands
fast upon his own centre; whereas all things that have affinity with the heavens,
move upon the centre of another, which they benefit. The referring of all to a
man’s self is more tolerable in a sovereign prince; because themselves are not
only themselves, but their good and evil is at the peril of the public fortune. But
it is a desperate evil in a servant to a prince, or a citizen in a republic. For
whatsoever affairs pass such a man’s hands, he crooketh them to his own ends;

which must needs to be often eccentric to the ends of his master or state.
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Therefore let princes, or states, choose such servants as have not this mark;
except they mean their service should be made but the accessory. That which
maketh the effect more pernicious is that all proportion is lost. It were
disproportion enough for the servant’s good to be preferred before the master’s;
but yet it is a greater extreme, when a little good of the servant shall carry
things against a great good of the masters. And yet that is the case of bad
officers, treasures, ambassadors, generals, and other false and corrupt servants,
which set a bias upon their bowl, of their own petty ends and envies, to the
overthrow of their master’s great and important affairs. And for the most part,
the good such servants receive is after the model of their own fortune; but the
hurt they sell for that good is after the model of their master’s fortune. And
certainly it is the nature of extreme self-lovers, as they will set a house on fire,
and it were but to roast their eggs; and yet these men many times hold credit
with their masters, because their study is but to please them and profit
themselves; and for either respect they will abandon the good of their affairs.
Wisdom for a man’s self is, in many branches thereof, a depraved thing. It
is the wisdom of rats, that will be sure to leave a house somewhat before it falls.
It is the wisdom of the fox, that thrusts out the badger, who digged and made
room for him. It is the wisdom of crocodiles, that shed tears when they would
devour. But that which is specially to be noted is, that those which (as Cicero
says of Pompey) are sui amantes, sine rivali, are many times unfortunate. And
whereas they have all their time sacrificed to themselves, they become in the
end themselves sacrifices to the inconstancy of fortune; whose wings they

thought by their self-wisdom to have pinioned.
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of Studies

Francis Bacon

Studies serve for delight, for ornament, and for ability. Their chief use for
delight, is in privateness and retiring; for ornament is in disclosure; and for
ability, is in the judgment and disposition of business. For expert men can
execute, and perhaps judge of particulars, one by one; but the general counsels,
and the plots and marshalling of affairs, come best, from those that are learned.
To spend too much time in studies is sloth; to use them too much for ornament,
is affection; to make judgment wholly by their rules, is the humor of a scholar.
They perfect nature, and are perfected by experience: for natural abilities are
like natural plants, that need pruning, by study; and studies themselves, do give
forth directions too much at large, except they be bounded in by experence.
Crafty men contemn studies, simple men admire them, and wise men use them;
for they teach not their own use; but that is a wisdom without them, and above
them, won by observation. Read not to contradict and confute; nor to believe
and take for granted; nor to find talk and disourse; but to weigh and consider.
Some books are are to be tasted, others to be swallowed, and some few to be
chewed and digested; that is, some books are to be read only in parts; others to
be read, but not curiously; and some few to be read wholly, and with diligence
and attention. Some books also may be read by deputy, and extracts made of
them bothers; but that would be only in the less important arguments, and the

meaner sort of books, else distilled books are like common distilled waters,
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flashy things.

Reading make a full man; conferece a ready man;l and writing an exact
man. And therefore, if a man write little, he had need have a great memory; if
he confer little, he had need have a present wit; and if he read little, he had
need have much cunning, to seem to know, that he doth not. Histories make
men wise; poets witty; the mathematics subtitle; natural philosophy deep; moral
grave; logic and rhetoric able to contend. Abeunt studia in mores. Nay, there is
no stand or impediment in the wit, but may be wrought out by fit studies; like
as diseases of the body, may have appropriate exercises. Bowling is good for the
stone and reins; shooting for the lungs and breast; gentle walking for the
stomach; riding for the head; and the like. So if a man’s wit be wandering, let
him study the mathematics; for in demonstrations, if his wit be called aways
never so little, he must begin again. If his wit be not apt to distinguish or find
differences, let him study the Schoolmen; for they are cymini sectores. If he be
not apt to beat over matters, and to call up one thing to prove and illustrate

anther, let him study the lawyer’s cases. So every defect of the mind, may have

a special receipt.
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The fortunate people in the world—the only really fortunate people in the
world, in my mind, are those whose work is also their pleasure. The classis not
a large one, not nearly so large as it is often represented to be; and authors are
perhaps one of the most important elements in its composition. They enjoy in
this respect at least a real harmony of life. To my mind, to be able to make
your work your pleasure is the one class distinction in the world worth striving
for; and I do not wonder that others are inclined to envy those happy human
beings who find their livelihood in the gay effusions of their fancy, to whom
every hour of labour is an hour of enjoyment, to whom repose—however
necessary—is a tiresome interlude, and even a holidays almost deprivation.
Whether a man writes well or ill, has much to say or little, if he cares about
writing at all, he will appreciate the pleasures of composition. To sit at one’s
table on a sunny morning, with four clear hours of uninterruptible security,
plenty of nice white paper, and a Squeezer pen—that is true happiness. The

complete absorption of the mind upon an agreeable occupation—what more is
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there than that to desire? What does it matter what happens outside? The House
of Commons may do what it likes, and so may the House of Lords. The heathen
may rage furiously in every part of the globe. The bottom may be knocked clean
out of the American market. Consols may fall and suffragettes may rise. Never
mind, for four hours,at any rate, we will withdraw ourselves from a common,
ill-governed, and disorderly world, and with the key of fancy unlock that
cupboard where all the good things of the infinite are put away.

And speaking of freedom, is not the author free, as few men are free? Is he
not secure, as few men are secure? The tools of his industry are so common and
so cheap that they have almost ceased to have commercial value. He needs no
bulky pile of raw material, no elaborate apparatus, no service of men or animals.
He is dependent for his occupation upon no one but himself, and nothing
outside him that matters. He is the sovereign of an empire, self-supporting,
self-contained. No one can sequestrate his estates. No one can deprive him of
his stock in trade; no one can force him to exercise his faculty against his will;
no one can prevent him exercising it as he chooses. The pen is the great
liberator of men and nations. No chains can bind, no poverty can choke, no
tariff can restrict the free play of his mind, and even the “Times” Book Club can
only exert a moderately depressing influence upon his rewards. Whether his work
is good or bad, so long as he does his best P@ is happy I often fortify myself
amid the uncertainties and vexations of pohtigal L.feﬂ)y believing that I possess a
line of retreat into a peaceful and fertile coun%ry @ere no rascal can pursue and
where one need never be dull or idle or even wholly without power. It is then,

indeed, that I feel devoutly thankful to hay e, bee% borﬂ fond of writing. It is

then, indeed, that I feel grateful to all t bray 1
every age and in every landglmv’e @ught ‘to "'stab}jshz @e now unquestioned

freedom of the pen. e

erous spirits who, in

And what a noble medium the English language is. It is not possible to
write a page without experiencing positive pleasure at the richness and variety,
the flexibility and the profoundness of our mother tongue. If an English writer

cannot say what he has to say in English, and in simple English, depend upon
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it, it is probably not worth saying. What a pity it is that English is not more
generally studied. I am not going to attack classical education. No one who has
the slightest pretension to literary tastes can be insensible to the attraction of
Greece and Rome. But I confess our present educational system excites in my
mind grave misgivings. I cannot believe that a system is good, or even reasonable,
which thrusts upon reluctant and uncomprehending multitudes treasures which
can only be appreciated by the privileged and gifted few. To the vast majority of
boys who attend our public schools a classical education is from beginning to
end one long useless, meaningless rigmarole. If I am told that classless are the
best preparation for the study of English, I reply that by far the greater number
of students finish their education while this preparatory stage is still incomplete
and without deriving any of the benefits which are promised as its result.

And even of those who, without being great scholars, attain a certain
general acquaintance with the ancient writers, can it really be said that they
have also obtained the mastery of English? How many young gentlemen there
are from the universities and public schools who can turn a Latin verse with a
facility which would make the old Romans squirm in their tombs. How few there
are who can construct a few good sentences, or still less a few good paragraphs
of plain, correct, and straight forward English. Now, I am a great admirer of
the Greeks, although, of course, I have to depend upon what others tell me
about them, and I would like to see our educationists imitate in one respect, at
least,the Greek example. How is it that the Greeks made their language the
most graceful and compendious mode of expression ever known among men?
Did they spend all their time studying the languages which had preceded
theirs? Did they explore with tireless persistency the ancient root dialects of the
vanished world? Not at all. They studied Greek. They studied their own
language. They loved it, they cherished it, they adorned it, they expanded it,
and that is why it survives a model and delight to all posterity. Surely we,
whose mother tongue has already won for itself such an unequalled empire over
the modern world, can learn this lesson at least from the ancient Greeks and

bestow a little care and some proportion of the years of education to the study of
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a language which is perhaps to play a predominant part in the future progress of
mankind.

Let us remember the author can always do his best. There is no excuse for
him. The great cricketer may be out of form. The general may on the day of
decisive battle have a bad toothache or a bad army. The admiral may be
seasick—as a sufferer I reflect with satisfaction upon that contingency. Caruso
may 'be afflicted with catarrh, or Hackenschmidt with influenza. As for an
orator, it is not enough for him to be able to think well and truly. He must
think quickly. Speed is vital to him. Spontaneity is more than ever the hallmark
of good speaking. All these varied forces of activity require from the performer
the command of the best that is in him at a particular moment which may be
fixed by circumstances utterly beyond his control. It is not so with the author.
He need never appear in public until he is ready. He can always realize the
best that is in him. He is not dependent upon his best moment in any one day.
He may group together the best moments of twenty days. There is no excuse for
him if he does not do his best. Great is his opportunity; great also his
responsibility. Someone—I forget who—has said, “Words are the only things
which last for ever.” That is, to my mind, always a wonderful thought. The most
durable structures raised in stone by the strength of man, the mightiest
monuments of his power, crumble into dust, while the words spoken with
fleeting breath, the passing expression of the unstable fancies of his mind,
endure not as echoes of the past, not as mere archaeological curiosities or
venerable relics, but with a force and life as new and strong, and sometimes
far stronger than when they were first spoken, and leaping across the gulf of

three thousand years, they light the world for us today.
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John Henry Newman
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Knowledge is one thing, virtue is another. Good sense is not conscience,
refinement is not humility, nor is largeness and justness of view faith.
Philosophy, however enlightened, however profound, gives no command over the
passions, no influential motives, no vivifying principles. Liberal Education
makes not the Christian, not the Catholic, but the gentleman. It is well to be a
gentleman, it is well to have a cultivated intellect, a delicate taste, a candid,
equitable, dispassionate mind, a noble and courteous bearing in the conduct of
life—these are the connatural qualities of a large knowledge, they are the
objects of a University. I am advocating, I shall illustrate and insist upon them.
But still, I repeat, they are no guarantee for sanctity or even for conscientiousness,
they may attach to the man of the world, to the profligate, to the heartless,
pleasant, alas, and attractive as he shows when decked, out in them. Taken by
themselves, they do but seem to be what they are not, they look like virtue at a
distance, but they are detected by close observers, and on the long run, and
hence it is that they are popularly accused of pretense and hypocrisy, not, I
repeat, from their own fault, but because their professors and their admirers
persist in taking them for what they are not, and are officious in arrogating for
them a praise to which they have no claim. Quarry the granite rock with razors,
or moor the vessel with a thread of silk, then may you hope with such keen and
delicate instruments as human knowledge and human reason to contend against

those giants, the passion and the pride of man.
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Francis Bacon

Riches are for spending, and spending for honor and good actions.
Therefore extraordinary expense must be limited by the worth of the occaéion;
for voluntary undoing, may be as well for a man’s country, as for the kingdom
of heaven. But ordinary expense, ought to be limited by a man’s estate; and
governed with such regard, as it be within his compass; and not subject to
deceit and abuse of servants; and ordered to the best show, that the bills may be
less than the estimation abroad. Certainly, if a man will keep but of even hand,
his ordinary expenses ought to be but to the half of his receipts; and if he think
to wax rich, but to the third part. It is no baseness, for the greatest to descend
and look into their own estate. Some forbear it, not upon negligence alone, but
doubting to hrirlg themselves into melancholy, in respect they shall find it
broken. But wounds cannot be cured without searching. He that cannot look into
his own estate at all, had need both choose well those whom he employeth, and
change them often; for new are more timorous and less subtle. He that can look
into his estate but seldom, it behooveth him to turn all to certainties.

A man had need, if he be plentiful in some kind of expense, to be as
saving again in some other. As if he be plentiful in diet, to be saving in apparel;
if he be plentiful in the hall, to be saving in the stable; and the like. For he that
is plentiful in expenses of all kinds, will hardly be preserved from decay. In

clearing of a man’s estate, he may as well hurt himself in being too sudden, as
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in letting it run on too long. For hasty selling is commonly as disadvantageable
as interest. Besides, he that clears at once will relapse; for finding himself out of
straits, he will revert to his custom: but he that cleareth by degrees, induceth a
habit of frugality, and gaineth as well upon his mind, as upon his estate.
Certainly, who hath a state to repair, may not despise small things; and
commonly it is less dishonorable, to abridge petty charges, than to stoop to petty

gettings. A man ought warily to begin charges which once begun will continue;

but in matters that return not he may be more magnificent.
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It is good to love, but love is difficult. For one human being to love anther
human being: that is perhaps the most difficult task that has been entrusted to
us, the ultimate task, the final test and proof, the work for which all other work
is merely preparation. That is why young people, who are beginners in
everything, are not yet capable of love: it is something they must learn. With
their whole being with all their forces, gathered around their solitary, anxious,
upward-beating heart, they must learn to love. But learning time is always a
long, secluded tome ahead and far on into life, is solitude, a heightened and
deepened kind of aloneness for the person who loves. Loving does not at first
mean merging, surrendering or uniting with another person ( for what would a union
be for two people who are unclarified, unfinished, and still incoherent), it is a
high inducement for the individual to ripen, to become something in himself, to
become world, to become world in himself for the sake of another person: it is a
great, demanding claim on him, something that chooses him and calls him to
vast distances. Only in this sense, as the task of working on themselves (to
hearken and to hammer day and night), may young people use the love that is
given to them. Merging and surrendering and every kind of communion is not
for them (who must still, for a long, long time, save and gather themselves), it is

the ultimate, is perhaps that for which human lives as yet barely large enough.
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William Hazlitt
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No young man believes he shall ever die. It was a saying of my brother’s,
and a fine one. There is a feeling of Eternity in youth,r which makes us amend
for everything. To be young is to be as one of the Immortals. One half of time
indeed is flown—the other half remains in—store for us with all its countless
treasures; for there is no line drawn, and we see no limit to our hopes and

wishes. We make the coming age our own—
“The vast, the unbounded prospect lies before us.”

Death,old age,are words without a meaning, that pass by us like the idea
air which we regard not. Others may have undergone, or may still wndergo
them—we “bear a charmed life”, which laughs to scorn all such idle fancies.
As, in setting out on delightful journey, we strain our eager sight forward,

“Bidding the lovely scenes at distance hail,”

and see no end to prospect affer prospect, new objects presenting
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themselves as we advance, so in the outset of life, we see no end to our desires
nor to the opportunities of gratifying them. We haYe as yet found no obstacle, no
disposition to flag; a.nd‘r it seems that we can go on so forever. We look round in
a new world, full of life, and motion, and ceaseless progress; and feel in
ourselves all the vigor and spirit to keep pace with it, and do not foresee from
any present symptoms how we shall be left behind in the natural course of
things, decline into old age, and drop into the grave. It is the simplicity, and as
it were abstractedness of our feelings in youth, that (so to speak) identifies us
with nature, and (our experience being slight and our passions strong) deludes
us into a belief of being immortal like it. Our short-lives connexion with
existence we fondly flatter ourselves, is an indissoluble and lasting union—a
honeymoon that knows neither coldness, jar, nor separation. As infants smile
and sleep, we are rocked in the cradle of our wayward fancies, and lulled into
security by the roar of the universe around us—we quaff the cup of life with

eager haste without draining it, instead of which it only overflows the more—

objects press around us, filling the mind with their magnitude and with the

strong of desires that wait upon them, so that we have no room for the thoughts

of death.
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A nonymous

1 were a boy again, I would practice perseverance more often, and never
give up a thing because it was or inconvenient. If we want light, we must conquer
darkness. Perseverance can sometimes equal genius in its results. “There are
only two creatures,” says a proverb, “who can surmount the pyramids—the eagle
and the snail.”

If T were a boy again, I would school myself into a habit of attention; I
would let nothing come between me and the subject in hand. I would remember
that a good skater never tries to skate in two directions at once.

The habit of attention becomes part of our life, if we began early enough.
I often hear grown up people say “I could not fix my attention on the sermon
or book, although I wished to do so”, and the reason is, the habit was not
formed in youth. §

If I were to live my life over again, I would pay more attention to the
cultivation of the memory. I would strengthen that faculty by every possible
means, and on every possible occasion. It takes a little hard work at first to
remember things accurately; but memory soon helps itself, and gives very little
trouble. It only needs early cultivation to become a power.

If I were a boy again, I would cultivate courage. “Nothing is so mild and
gentle as courage, nothing so cruel and pitiless as cowardice,” says a wise

author.
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We too often borrow trouble, and anticipate that may never appear. “The
fear of ill exceeds the ill we fear.” Dangers will arise in any career, but
presence of mind will often conquer the worst of them. Be prepared for any fate,
and there is no harm to be feared.

If T were a boy again, I would look on the cheerful side. Life is very much
like a mirror: if you smile upon it, it smiles back upon you; but if you frown and
look doubtful on it, you will get a similar look in return.

Inner sunshine warms not only the heart of the owner, but of all that come
in contact with it. “Who shuts love out, in turn shall be shut out from love.”

If T were a boy again, I would school myself to say no more often. I might
write pages on the importance of learning very early in life to gain that point
where a young boy can stand erect, and decline doing an unworthy act because
it is unworthy.

If T were a boy again, I would demand of myself more courtesy towards my
companions and friends, and indeed towards strangers as well. The smallest
courtesies along the rough roads of life are like the little birds that sing to us all
winter long, and make that season of ice and snow more endurable. Finally,
instead of trying hard to be happy, as if that were the sole purpose of life, I
would, if I were a boy again, I would still try harder to make others happy.
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Samuel Ullman

EE®E N
AR5 R Z (Samuel Ullman, 1840—1924) , £ kA, # 2 AT
RPAREHEMML T A2 L FAEH @0+ %

Youth is not a time of life; it is a state of mind; it is not a matter of rosy
cheeks, red lips and supple knees; it is a matter of the will, a quality of the
imagination, a vigor of the emotions; it is the freshness of the deep springs of
life.

Youth means a temperamental predominance of courage over timidity, of
the appetite for adventure over the love of ease. This often exists in a man of
sixty more than a boy of twenty. Nobody grows old merely by a number of years.
We grow old by deserting our ideals.

Years may wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul.
Worry, fear, self-distrust bows the heart and turns the spring back to dust.

Whether, sixty or sixteen, there is in every human being’s heart the lure of
wonder, the unfailing childlike appetite of what’s next and the joy of the game
of living. In the center of your heart and my heart there is a wireless station: so
long as it receives messages of beauty, hope, cheer, courage and power from
men and from the Infinite, so long are you young.

When the aerials are down, and your spirit is covered with snows of
cynicism and the ice of pessimism, then you are grown old, even at twenty, but
as long as your aerials are up, to catch waves of optimism, there is hope you

may die young at eighty.
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William Somerset Maugham

It is an illusion that youth is happy, an illusion of those who have lost it;
but the young know they are wretched, for ‘they are full of the ruthless ideals
which have been instilled into them, and each time they come in contact with
the real they are bruised and wounded. It looks as if they were victims of a
conspiracy; for the books they read, ideal by the necessity of selection, and the
conversation of their elders, who look back upon the past through a rosy haze of
forgetfulness, prepare them for an unreal life.

They must discover for themselves that all they have read and all they have
been told are lies, lies, lies; and each discovery is another nail driven into the
body on the cross of life. The strange thing is that each one who has gone
through that bitter disillusionment add to it in his turn, unconsciously, by the

power within him which is stronger than himself.
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Charlotte Bronte

EE &N
&M -2 M4 (C. Bronte,1816—1855), X A X ¥ X L B A B L 89 =4
WHERZ — WA SBEEXF FRIEET B, FLEA(F - BB ERE

It was in the cold weather which follows the shortest day that we first came
to England. I was a little child at the time—perhaps four years old, or between
that and five. The sea voyage is well remembered by me; the milky greenness
of the waves, the curl of the foam, the dark meeting of December sea and sky,
the glinting sea birds and passing ships, made each an imprint on my vision
which I yet retain—worn but not obliterated.

Whence did we come? Where had we lived? What occasioned this voyage?
Memory puzzles herself to reply to these questions. She reflects with finger raised
to her lips and eyes bent on the pavement. She turns to her chronicle and
searches its faded pages where the records are so pale, brief, and broken: this is
all she reads—we came from a place where the buildings were numerous and
stately, where before white house fronts there are roses here and there are trees
straight as spires, where there was one walk broad and endlessly long, down
which on certain days rolled two tides one of people on foot, brightly clad with
shining silks, delicate bonnets with feathers and roses, scarves fluttering, little
parasols gay as tulips; and the other of carriages rolling along rapid and quiet.
Indeed, all was quiet in this walk—it was a mysterious place, full of people but

without noise.
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We had lived in a house with slippery floors and no carpets; a house with
many mirrors and many windows. In this house I know there was a hall with a
door of red and violet glass, glowing brilliant in the shade of that end opposite
the entrance. The bright portal opened into a garden, small but green, where
there was turf, many flowers, and one tree. What chiefly made it green and
filled it with leaf was the curtain of vines concealing the high walls—vines I
know they were, because I remember both the grapes and the curled tendrils.

With whom did we live? To this question I can only reply—with my father;
and of him I have twenty reminiscences, but they are all scant and fragmentary.
My father—papa, as I called him—was the origin of all the punishments I had
in those early days. I had an unreasonable wish to be always with him; and to
this end, whenever the nurse who had charge of me turned her back, I was apt
to escape from the nursery and seek the study. Then I was caught, shaken, and
sometimes whipped, which I well deserved.

Whether my father knew how much 1 prized his presence 1 cannot
pronounce. He was much engaged all day, frequently out, and when at home
other gentlemen were with him; but it often happened of an evening that he
would suddenly enter the nursery, come up to me as I sat in my little chair,
stand a moment looking down at me, and as I held up my arms, full of pleasure,
he would stoop, lift me, take me to his heart and say, “Polly may come
downstairs now and be papa’s little visitress.”

Papa had a wonderfully interesting style of conversation, intelligible to my
childish brain, delightful to my childish heart. He charmed while he taught me.
I think he had a quick, fiery temper: his.
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Taculty of Delight

Charles Edward Montague

wEHH
& My - X 48 4 - R %4 (Charles Edward Montague, 1867—1928), % B
L, B A E B DA E AR

Among the mind’s powers is one that comes of itself to many children and
artists. It need not be lost, to the end of his days, by any one who has ever had
it. This is the power of taking delight in a thing, or rather in anything,
everything, not as a means to some other end, but just because it is what it is,
as the lover dotes on whatever may be the traits of the beloved object. A child
in the full health of his mind will put his hand flat on the summer turf, feel it,
and give a little shiver of private glee at the elastic firmness of the globe. He is
not thinking how well it will do for some game or to feed sheep upon. That
would be the way of the wooer whose mind runs on his mistress’s money. The
child’s is sheer affection, the true ecstatic sense of the thing’s inherent

characteristics. No matter what the things may be, no matter what they are good
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or no good for, there they are, each with a thrilling unique look and feel of its
own, like a face; the iron astringently coop under its paint, the painted wood
familiarly warmer, the clod crumbling enchantingly down in the hands, with its
little dry smell of the sun and of hot nettles; each common thing a personality
marked by delicious differences.

The joy of an Adam new to the garden and just looking round is brought by
‘the normal child to the things that he does as well as those that he sees. To be
suffered to do some plain work with the real spade used by mankind can give
him a mystical exaltation: to come home with his legs, as the French say,
reentering his body from the fatigue of helping the gardener to weed beds sends

him to sleep in the glow of a beatitude that is an end in itself ...
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Benjamin Franklin

You may remember, my dear friend, that when we lately spent that happy
day in the delightful garden and sweet society of the Moulin Joly, I stopped a
little in one of our walks, and stayed some time behind the company. We had
been shown numberless skeletons of a kind of litile fly, called an ephemera,
whose successive generations, we were told, were bred and expired within the
day. I happened to see a living company of them on a leaf, who appea.red to be
engaged in conversation. You know I understand all the inferior animal tongues.
My too great application to the study of them is the best excuse I can give for
the little progress I have made in your charming language. I listened through
curiosity to me discourse of these little creatures; but as they, in their national
vivacity, spoke three or four together, I could make: but little of their
conversation. I found, however, by some broken expressions that I heard now
and then, they were disputing warmly on the merit of two foreign musicians, one
a cousin, the other a moscheto; in which dispute they spent their time,
seemingly as regardless of the shortness of life as if they had been sure of living
a month. Happy people! | thought I; you are certainly under a wise, just, and
mild government, since you have no public grievances to complain of, nor any
subject of contention but the perfections and imperfections of foreign music. 1
turned my head from them to an old gray-headed one, who was single on
another leaf, and talking to himself. Being amused with his soliloquy, I put it
down in writing, in hopes it will likewise amuse her to whom I am so much
indebted for the most pleasing of all amusements, her delicious company and

heavenly harmony.
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“It was,” said he, the opinion of learned philosophers of our race, and
flourished long before my time, that this vast world, the Moulin not itself subsist
more than eighteen hours; and I think there was some for that opinion, since, by
the apparent motion of the great luminary life to all nature, and which in my
time has evidently declined considerably towards the ocean at the end of our
earth, it must then finish its course, be extinguished in the waters that surround
us, and leave the world in cold and darkness, necessarily producing universal
death and destruction. I have lived seven those hours, a great age, being no less
than four hundred and twenty minutes of time. How very few of us continue so
long! 1 have séen generations born, flourish, and expire. My present friends
are the children and grandchildren of the friends of my youth, who are now,
alas, no more! And I must soon for, by the course of nature, though still in
health, I cannot expect to seven or eight minutes longer. What now avails all my
toil and labor in amassing honey-dew on this leaf, which I cannot live to
enjoy! What political stmggles have been engaged in for the gmd of my

and be buried in universal ruin?”

To me, after all my eager pursuits, no solid plea
reflection of a long life spent in meaning wm%l}l‘, the sen;
good lady ephemerae, and now and thg
amiable Brillante. '
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Washington Irving

Irving,1783—1859) , ¥ B A & L — 12 ¥ 4
S ' TERRE WELABAUBER B PLERES
RFAME, BB KL ALOBALAEARETREAR, REEMLEPEE L,
RERMERGRFLMMRABMN, TEHSH(AYL) (LML),

On one of those sober and rather melancholy days, in ‘the latter part of
Autumn, when the shadows of morning and evening almost mingle together, and
throw a gloom over the decline of the year, I passed several hours in rambling
about Westminster Abbey. There was something congenial to the season in the
mournful magnificence of the old pile; and, as I passed its threshold, seemed
like stepping back into the regions of antiquity, and losing myself among the
shades of former ages.

I entered from the inner court of Westminster School, through a long, low,
vaulted passage, that had an almost subterranean look, being dimly lighted in
one part by circular perforations in the massive walls. Through this dark avenue
I had a distant view of the cloisters, with the figure of an old verger, in his

black gown, moving along their shadowy vaults, and seeming like a spectre from
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one of the neighboring tombs. The approach to the abbey through these gloomy
monastic remains prepares the mind for its solemn contemplation.

The cloisters still retain something of the quiet and seclusion of former
days. The gray walls are discolored by damps, and crumbling with age; a coat of
hoary moss has gathered over the inions of the mural monuments, and obscured
the death’s heads, and other funereal emblems. The sharp touches of the chisel
are gone from the rich tracery of the arches; the roses which adorned the
key-stones have lost their leafy beauty; every thing bears marks of the gradual
dilapidations of time, which yet has something touching and pleasing in its very
decay.

The sun was pouring down a yellow autumnal ray into the square of the
cloisters; beaming upon a scanty plot of grass in the centre, and lighting up an
angle of the vaulted passage with a kind of dusky splendor. From between the
arcades, the eye glanced up to a bit of blue sky or a passing cloud; and beheld

the sun-gilt pinnacles of the abbey towering into the azure heaven.
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F A X2 -# ¥ (Henry David Thoreau, 1817—1862), £ B ¥ X £, %
THEHEEMNGRELSM, RELALREIFZENHULEFRLEE LT E
e E(RRE#H),

The wind has gently murmured through the blinds, or puffed with feathery
softness against the windows, and occasionally sighed like a summer zephyr
lifting the leaves along, the livelong night. The meadow-mouse has slept in his
snug gallery in the sod, the owl has sat in a hollow tree in the depth of the
swamp, the rabbit, the squirrel, and the fox have all been housed. The
watch-dog has lain quiet on the hearth, and the cattle have stood silent in their
stalls. The earth itself has slept, as it were its first, not its last sleep, save when
some street-sign or wood-house door has faintly creaked upon its hinge, cheering
forlorn nature at her midnight work, —the only sound awake twixt Venus and
Mars, advertising us of a remote inward warmth, a divine cheer and fellowship,
where gods are met together, but where it is very bleak for men to stand. But
while the earth has slumbered, all the air has been alive with feathery flakes
descending, as if some northern Ceres reigned, showering her silvery grain over
all the fields.

We sleep, and at length awake to the still reality of a winter morning. The
snow lies warm as cotton or down upon the window-sill; the broadened sash and
frosted panes admit a dim and private light, which enhances the snug cheer

within. The stillness of the morning is impressive. The floor creaks under our
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ove toward the window to look abroad through some clear space
ds. We see the roofs stand under their snow burden. From the eaves

hang stalactites of snow, and in the yard stand stalagmites covering

= concealed core. The trees and shrubs rear white arms to the sky on every
side; and where were walls and fences, we see fantastic forms stretching in frolic
gambols across the dusky landscape, as if Nature had strewn her fresh designs
over the fields by night as models for man’s art.

Silently we unlatch the door, letting the drift fall in, and step abroad to
face the cutting air. Already the stars have lost some of their sparkle, and a
dull, leaden mist skirts the horizon. A lurid brazen light in the east proclaims
the approach of day, while the western landscape is dim and spectral still, and
clothed in a sombre Tartarian light, like the shadowy realms. They are Infernal
sounds only that you hear, —the crowing of cocks, the barking of dogs, the
chopping of wood, the lowing of kine, all seem to come from Pluto’s barnyard
and beyond the Styx; —not for any melancholy they suggest, but their twilight
bustle is too solemn and mysterious for earth. The recent tracks of the fox or
otter, in the yard, remind us that each hour of the night is crowded with events, -
and the primeval nature is still working and making tracks in the snow. Opening
the gate, we tread briskly along the lone country road, crunching the dry and
crisped snow under our feet, or aroused by the sharp, clear creak of the
wood-sled, just starting for the distant market, from the early farmer’s door,
where it has lain the summer long, dreaming amid the chips and stubble; while
far through the drifts and powdered windows we see the farmer’s early candle,
like a paled star, emitting a lonely beam, as if some severe virtue were at its
matins there. And one by one the smokes begin to ascend from the chimneys
amid the trees and snows.

We hear the sound of wood-chopping at the farmers’ doors, far over the
frozen earth, the baying of the house-dog, and the distant clarion of the cock.

Though the thin and frosty air conveys only the finer particles of sound to our
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ears, with short and sweet vibrations, as the waves subside soonest on the purest
and lightest liquids, in which gross substances sink to the bottom. They come
clear and bell-like, and from a greater distance in the horizon, as if there were
fewer impediments than in summer to make them faint and ragged. The ground
is sonorous, like seasoned wood, and even the ordinary rural sounds are
melodious, and the jingling of the ice on the trees is sweet and liquid. There is
the least possible moisture in the atmosphere, all being dried up or congealed,
and it is of such extreme tenuity and elasticity that it becomes a source of
delight. The withdrawn and tense sky seems groined like the aisles of a
cathedral, and the polished air sparkles as if there were crystals of ice floating
in it. As they who have resided in Greenland tell us that when it freezes “the
sea smokes like burning turf-land, and a fog or mist arises, called frost-smoke,”
which “cutting smoke frequently raises blisters on the face and hands, and is
very pernicious to the health.” But this pure, stinging cold is an elixir to the
lungs, and not so much a frozen mist as a crystallized midsummer haze, refined
and purified by cold.

The sun at length rises through the distant woods, as if with the faint
clashing, swinging sound of cymbals, melting the air with his beams, and with
such rapid steps the morning travels, that already his rays are gilding the distant
western mountains. Meanwhile we step hastily along through the powdery snow,
warmed by an inward heat, enjoying an Indian summer still, in the increased
glow of thought and feeling. Probably if our lives were more conformed to

nature, we should not need to defend ourselves against her heats and colds, but

find her our constant nurse and friend, as do plants and quadrupeds.




The wonderful purity of nature at this season is a most pleasing fact. Every
decayed stump and moss-grown stone and rail, and the dead leaves of autumn,
are concealed by a clean napkin of snow. In the bare fields and tinkling woods,
see what virtue survives. In the coldest and bleakest places, the warmest
charities still maintain a foothold. A cold and searching wind drives away all
contagion, and nothing can withstand it but what has a virtue in it, and
accordingly, whatever we meet with in cold and bleak places, as the tops of

mountains, we respect for a sort of sturdy innocence, a Puritan toughness. All

things beside seem to be called in for shelter, and what stays out must be part
of the original frame of the universe, and of such valor as God himself. It is
invigorating to breathe the cleansed air. Its greater fineness and purity are

isible to the eye, and we would fain stay out long and late, that the gales may

through us, too, as through the leafless trees, and fit us for the winter: —as

oped so to borrow some pure and steadfast virtue, which will stead us in
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Washington Irving

Nothing can be more imposing than the magnificence of English park .
scenery. Vast lawns that extend like sheets of vivid green, with here and there
clumps of gigantic trees, heaping up rich piles of foliage. The solemn pomp of
groves and woodland glades, with the deer trooping in silent herds across them;
the hare, bounding away to the covert; or the pheasant, suddenly bursting upon
the wing. The brook, taught to wind in natural meanderings, or expand into a
glassy lake—the sequestered pool, reflecting the quivering trees, with the yellow
leaf sleeping on its bosom, and the trout roaming fearlessly about its limpid
waters; while some rustic temple, or sylvan statue, grown green and dank with
age, gives an air of classic sanctity to the seclusion.

These are but a few of the features of park scenery; but what most delights
me, is the creative talent with which the English decorate the unostentatious
abodes of middle life. The rudest habitation, the most unpromising and scanty
portion of land, in the hands of an Englishman of taste, becomes a little
paradise. With a nicely discriminating eye, he seizes at once upon its
capabilities, and pictures in his mind the future landscape.

The sterile spot grows into loveliness under his hand; and yet the
operations of art which produce the effect are scarcely to be perceived. The
cherishing and training of some trees; the cautious pruning of others; the nice
distribution of flowers and plants of tender and graceful foliage; the introduction
of a green slope of velvet turf; the partial opening to a peep of blue distance, or

silver gleam of water;—all these are managed with a delicate tact, a pervading
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yet quiet assiduity, like the magic touchings with which a painter finishes up a
favorite picture.

The residence of people of fortune and refinement in the country, has
diffused a degree of taste and elegance in rural economy that descends to the

lowest class. The very laborer, with his thatched cottage and narrow slip of

ground, attends to their embellishment. The trim hedge, the grass-plot before the

door, the little flower-bed bordered with snug box, the woodbine trained up
against the wall, and hanging its blossoms about the lattice; the pot of flowers in
the window; the holly, providently planted about the house, to cheat winter of its
dreariness, and to throw in a semblance of green summer to cheer the fireside;
all these bespeak the influence of taste, flowing down from high sources, and
pervading the lowest levels of the public mind. If ever Love, as poets sing,

delights to visit a cottage, it must be the cottage of an English peasant.
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%9 # - 3 B 4 - % 2 74 #] (John Boynton Priestley, 1894—1984) , % B A
R DR MR, AR EM L LLEMEE R, THM,

Mr. Robert Lynd once remarked of Jane Austen’s characters: “They are
people in whose lives a slight fall of snow is an event.” Even at the risk of
appearing to this witty and genial critic as another Mr. Woodhouse, I must insist
that last night’s fall of snow here was an event. I was nearly as excited about it
this morning as the children, whom I found all peering through the nursery
window at the magic outside and chattering as excitedly as if Christmas had
suddenly come round again. The fact is, however, that the snow was as strange
and enchanting to me as it was to them. It is the first fall we have had here this
winter, and last year I was out of the country, broiling in the tropics, during the
snowy season, so that it really does seem an age since I saw the ground so
fantastically carpeted. It was while I was away last year that I met the three
young girls from British Guiana who had just returned from their first visit to
England. The two things that had impressed them most were the endless crowds
of people in the London street, all strangers (they emphasized this, for they had

spent all their lives in a little town where everybody knows everybody,) and the
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snow -covered landscape they awoke to one morning when they were staying
somewhere in Somerset. They were so thrilled and delighted that they flung
away any pretence of being demure young ladies and rushed out of the house to
run to and fro across the glittering white expanses, happily scattering footmarks
on the untrodden surface, just as the children did in the garden this morning.
The first fall of snow is not only an event but it is a magical event. You go
to bed in one kind of world and wake up to find yourself in another quite
different, and if this is not enchantment, then where is it to be found? The very
stealth, the eerie quietness, of the thing makes it more magical. If all the snow
fell at once in one shattering crash, awakening us in the middle of the night the
event would be robbed of its wonder. But it flutters down, soundless, hour after
hour while we are asleep. Outside the closed curtains of the bedroom a vast
transformation scene is taking place, just as if a myriad elves and brownies were
at work, and we turn and yawn and stretch and know nothing about it. And
then, what an extraordinary change it is! It is as if the house you are in had
been dropped down in another continent. Even the inside, which has not been
touched, seems different, every room appearing smaller and cosier, just as if
some power were trying to turn it into a woodcutter’s hut or sung log-cabin.

Outside, where the garden was yesterday, there is now a white and glistening

- level, and the village beyond is no longer your own familiar cluster of roofs but

a village in an old German fairy-tale. You would not be surprised to learn that
all the people there, the spectacled postmistress, the cobbler, the retired school
master, and the rest, had suffered a change too and had become queer elvish
beings, purveyors of invisible caps and magic shoes. You yourselves do not feel
quite the same people you were yesterday. How could you when so much has
been changed? There is curious stir, a little shiver of excitement, troubling the
house, not unlike the feeling there is abroad when a journey has to be made.
The children, of course, are all excitement but even the adults hang about and
talk to one another longer than usual before settling down to the day’s work.
Nobody can resist the windows. It is like being on board a ship.

When 1 got up this morning the world was a chilled hollow of dead white
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and faint blues. The light that came through the windows was very queer, and it
contrived to make the familiar business of splashing and shaving and brushing
and dressing very queer too. Then the sun came out, and by the time I had sat
down to breakfast it was shining bravely and flushing the snow with delicate
pinks. The dining room window had been transformed into a lovely Japanese
print. The little plum tree outside, with the faintly flushed snow lining its
boughs and artfully disposed along its trunk, stood in full sunlight. An hour or
two later everything was a cold glitter of white and blue. The world had
completely changed again. The little Japanese prints had all vanished. I looked
out of my study window, over the garden, the meadow, to the low hills beyond,
and the ground was one long glare, the sky was steely, and all the trees so many
black and sinister shapes. There was indeed something curiously sinister about
the whole prospect. It was as if our kindly countryside, close to the very heart of
England, had been turned into a cruel steppe. At any moment, it seemed, a
body of horsemen might be seen breaking out from the black copse, S0 many
instruments of tyranny might be heard and some distant patch of snow be
reddened. It was that kind of landscape.

Now it had changed again. The glare has gone and not touch of the sinister
remains. But the snow is falliﬂg heavily, in great soft flakes, so that you can
hardly see across the shallow valley, and the roofs are thick and the trees all
bending, and the weathercock of the village church, still to be seen through the
grey loaded air, has become some creature out of Hans Andersen. From my
study, which is apart from the house and faces it, I can see the children
flattening their noses against the nursery window and there is running through
my head a jangle of rhyme I used to repeat when I was a child and flattened my
nose against the cold window watching the falling snow:

Snow, snow faster;

White alabaster!

Killing geese in Scotland,

Sending feathers here!
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The Song of the River

William Somerset Maugham

You hear it all along the river. You hear it, loud and strong, from the
rowers as they urge the junk with its high stern, the mast lashed alongside,
down the swift running stream. You hear it from the trackers, a more breathless
chant, as they pull desperately against the current, half a dozen of them perhaps
if they are taking up wupan, a couple of hundred if they are hauling a splendid
junk, its square sail set, over a rapid. On the junk, a man éta.n_ds amidships
beating a drum incessantly to guide their efforts, and they pull with all their
strength, like men possessed, bent double; and sometimes in the extremity of
their travail they craw on the ground, on all fours, like the beasts of the field.
They strain, strain fiercely, against the pitiless might of the stream. The leader
goes up and down the line and when he sees one who is not putting all his will
into the task he brings down his split bamboo on the naked back. Each one
must do his utmost or the labour of all is vain. And still they sing a vehement,
eager chant, the chant of the turbulent waters. I do not know words can describe
what there is in it of effort. It serves to express the straining heart, the breaking
muscles, and at the same time the indomitable spirit of man which overcomes
the pitiless force of nature. Though the rope may part and the great junk swing
back, in the end the rapid will be passed; and at the close of the weary day
there is the hearty meal...

But the most agonizing song is the song of the coolies who bring the great
bales from the junk up the steep steps to the town wall. Up and down they go,

endlessly, and endless as their toil rises their rhythmic cry. He, aw—ah, oh.

- They are barefoot and naked to the waist. The sweat pours down their faces and

their song is a groan of pain. It is a sigh of despair. It is heart-rending. It is
hardly human. It is the cry of souls in infinite distress, only just musical, and
that last note is the ultimate sob of humanity. Life is too hard, too cruel, and

this is the final despairing protest. That is the song of the river.
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One day, a small opening a,ppe'arédM on a cocoon; a man sat and watched for

the ‘butterﬂy for several hours as it struggled to force its body through that iittle
hole.

But, it seems to stop making any progress. It appeared as if it had gotten as
far as it could and it could not go any further. So the man decided to help the
butterfly, he took a pair of scissors and opened the cocoon.

The butterfly then emerged easily. But it had a withered body, it was tiny
and shriveled wings. The man continued to watch because he expected that, at
any moment, the wings would open, enlarge and expand, to be able to support
the butterfly’s body. In fact, the butterfly spent the rest of its life crawling
around with a withered body and shriveled wings. It never was able to fly. What
the man, in his kindness and his good will did not understand was that the
restricting cocoon and the struggle required for the butterfly to get through the
tiny opening, were the way of forcing fluid from the body of the butterfly into its
wings, so that it would be ready for fight once it achieved its freedom from the
cocoon.

Sometimes, struggles are exactly what we need in our life. “I received
nothing I wanted... But I received everything I needed.” Live life without fear,

confront all obstacles and evince that you can overcome them.
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Self-awareness

Virginia Woolf
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The man who is aware of himself is henceforth independent; and he is
never bored, and life is only too short, and he is steeped through and through
with profound yet temperate happiness. He alone livés, while other people,
slaves of ceremony, let life slip past time in a kind of dream. Once conform,
once do what other people do finer than they do it, and a lethargy steals over

all the finer nerves and faculties of the soul. He becomes all outer show and

inward emptiness; dull, callous, and indifferent.
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A Better Tomorrow

Herbert Clark Hoover
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People often wonder why historians go to so much trouble to preserve
millions of books, documents and records of the past. Why do we have libraries?
What good are these documents and the history books? Why do we record and
save the actions of men, the negotiations of statesmen and the campaigns of
armies?

Because, sometimes, the voice of experience can cause us to stop, look and
listen. And because, sometimes, past records, correctly interpreted, can give us
warning of what to do and what not to do.

If we are ever to create enduring peace, we must seek origins in human
experience and in record of human idealism. From the story of the fortitude,

courage and devotion of men and women, we create the i-nspirations of youth.
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Three Passions I Have Lived for

Bertrand Russell
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Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life:
the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the
suffering of mankind. These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither
and thither, in a wayward course over a deep ocean of anguish, reaching to the
very verge of despair.

I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy—ecstasy so great that I
would often have sacrificed all the rest of my life for a few hours of this joy. I
have sought it, next, because it relieves loneliness—that terrible loneliness in
which one shivering consciousness looks over the rim of the world into the cold
unfathomable lifeless abyss. I have sought it, finally, because in the union of
love I have seen, in a mystic miniature, the prefiguring vision of the heaven that
saints and poets have imagined. This is what I sought, and though it might seem

too good for human life, this is what—at last—I have found.
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With equal passion I have sought knowledge. I have wished to understand
the hearts of men. I have wished to know why the stars shine... A little of this,
but not much, I have achieved.

Love and knowledge, so far as they were possible, led upward toward the
heavens. But always pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of cries of pain
reverberate in my heart. Children in famine, victims tortured by oppressors,
helpless old people a hated burden to their sons, and the whole world of
loneliness, poverty, and pain make a mockery of what human life should be. I
long to alleviate the evil, but I cannot, and I too suffer.

This has been my life. I have found it worth living, and would gladly live it

again if the chance were offered me.
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Beyond My Solitude

Khalil Gibran

Beyond my solitude is another solitude, and to him who dwells therein my
aloneness is a crowded market place and my silence a confusion of sounds.

Too young am I and too restless to seek that above solitude. The voices of
yonder valley still hold my ears and its shadows bar my way and I cannot go.

Beyond these hills is a grove of enchantment and to him who dwells
therein my peace is but a whirlwind and my enchantment an illusion.

Too young am I and too riotous to seek that sacred grove. The taste of
blood is clinging in my mouth, and the bow and the arrows of my fathers yet
linger in my hand and I cannot go.

Beyond this burdened self lives my freer self; and to him my dreams are a
battle fought in twilight and my desires the rattling of bones.

Too young am I and too outraged to be my freer self.

And how shall I become my freer self unless I slay my burdened selves, or
unless all men become free?

How shall the eagle in me soar against the sun until my fledglings leave
the nest which I with my own beak have built for them?
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On Peace of Mind

Joshua Loth Liebman
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“On my head pour only the sweet waters of serenity. Give me the gift of
the Untroubled Mind.”

Once, as a young man full of exuberant fancy, I undertook to draw up a
catalogue of the acknowledged “goods” of life, as other men sometimes tabulate
lists of properties they own or would like to own, I set down my inventory of
earthly desirables: health, love, beauty, talent, power, riches, and fame.

When my inventory was completed I proudly showed it to a wise elder who
had been the mentor and spiritual model of my youth. Perhaps I was trying to
impress him with my precocious wisdom. Anyway, I handed him the list. “This”,
I told him confidently, “is the sum of mortal goods. Could a man possess them
all, he would be as a god.”

At the corners of my friend’s old eyes, I saw wrinkles of amusement

gathering in a patient net. “An excellent list,” he said, pondering it thoughtfully.
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“Well digested in .content and set down in not-unreasonable order. But it
appears, my young friend, that you have omitted the most important element of
all. You have forgotten the one ingredient, lacking which each possession
becomes a hideous torment.”

“And what,” I asked, peppering my voice with truculence, “is that missing
ingredient?”

With a pencil stub he crossed out my entire schedule. Then, having
demolished my adolescent dream structure at a single stroke, he wrote down
three syllables: peace of mind. “This is the gift that God reserves for His special
protégés,” he said.

“Talent and beauty He gives to many. Wealth is commonplace, fame not
rare. But peace of mind—that is His final guerdon of approval, the fondest
insignia of His love. He bestows it charily. Most men are never blessed with it;

others wait all their lives—yes, far into advanced age—for this gift to descend

upon them.”
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Francis Bacon

A man that is young in years may be old in hours, if he has lost no time.
But that happened rarely. Generally, youth is like the first cogitations, not so
wise as the second. For there is a youth in thoughts, as well as in ages.

And yet the invention of young men is more lively than that of old; and
imaginations stream into their minds better, and, as it were, more divinely.
Natures that have much heat, and great and violent desires and perturbations,
are not ripe for action, till they have passed the meridian of their years; as it was
with Julius Caesar and Septimius Severus. Of the latter, of whom it is said,
Juventutem egit erroribus, imo furoribus, pienam [He passed a youth full of
errors, yea of madness]. And yet he was the ablest emperor, almost, of all the list.
But reposed natures may do well in youth. As it is seen in Augustus Caesar,
Cosmus Duke of Florence, Gaston de Foix, and others. On the other side, heat
and vivacity in age, is an excellent composition for business. Young men are
fitter to invent, than to judge; fitter for execution, than for counsel; and fitter for
new projects, than for settled business. For the experience of age, in things that
fall within the compass of it, directeth them; but in new things, abuseth them.

The errors of young men, are the ruin of business; but the errors of aged
men, amount but to this, that more might have been done, or sooner. Young
men, in the conduct and manage of actions, embrace more than they can hold;
stir more than they can quiet; fly to the end, without consideration of the means
and degrees; pursue some few principles, which they have chanced upon
absurdly; care not to innovate, which draws unknown inconveniences; use extreme

remedies at first; and, that which doubleth all errors, will not acknowledge or
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retract them; like an unready horse, that will neither stop nor turn. Men of age
object too much, consult too long, adventure too little, repent too soon, and
seldom drive business home to the full period, but content themselves with a
mediocrity of success. Certainly it is good to compound employments of both; for
that will be good for the present, because the virtues of either age, may correct
the defects of both; and good for succession, that young men may be learners,
while men in age are actors; and, lastly, good for extern accidents, because
authority followeth old men, and favor and popularity, youth. But for the moral
part, perhaps youth will have the pre-eminence, as age hath for the politic.

A certain rabbin, upon the text, Your young men shall see visions, and
your old men shall dream dreams, inferreth that young men, are admitted nearer
to God than old, because vision, is a clearer revelation, than a dream. And
certainly, the more a man drinketh of the world, the more it intoxicateth; and
age doth profit rather in the powers of understanding, than in the virtues of the
will and affections. There be some, have an over-early ripeness in their years,
which fadeth betimes. These are, first, such as have brittle wits, the edge
whereof is soon turned; such as was Hermogenes the rhetorician, whose books
are exceeding subtle; who afterwards waxed stupid. A second sort, is of those
that have some natural dispositions which have better grace in youth, than in
age; such as is a fluent and luxuriant speech; which becomes youth well, but not
age: & Tully saith of Hortensius, Idem manebat, neque idem decebat [He
continued the same, when the same was not becoming]. The third is of such, 2
take too high a strain at the first, and are magnanimous, more than tract of years
can uphold. As was Scipio Africanus, of whom Livy saith in effect, Ultima

primis cedebat [His last actions were not equal to his first].
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Anonymous

The poor are very wonderful people. One evening we went out and we
picked up four people from the street. And one of them was in a most terrible
condition,and I told the sisters: You take care of the other three. I take care of
this one who looked worse. So I did for her all that my love can do. I put her in
bed, and there was such a beautiful smile on her face. She took hold of my
hand as she said just the words “thank you” and she died. I could not help but
examine my conscience before her and I asked what would I say if I was in her
place. And my answer was very simple. I would have tried to draw a little
attention to myself. I would have said I am hungry, that I am dying, I am cold, I
am in pain, or something, but she gave me much more—she gave me her
grateful love. And she died with a smile on her face. As did that man whom we
picked up from the drain, half eaten with worms, and we brought him to the
home. “I have lived like an animal in the street, but I am going to die like an
angel, loved and cared for.” And it was so wonderful to see the greatness of that
man who could speak like that, who could die like that without blaming
anybody, without cursing anybody, without comparing anything. Like an angel—
this is the greatness of our people. And that is why we believe what Jesus had
said: I was hungry, I was naked, I was homeless, I was unwanted, unloved,

uncared for, and you did it to me.
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ath wife and children hath given‘hbstages to fortune; for they are

by

dinieqts to great enterprises, either of virtue or mischief. Certainly the best
WOrks, and of greatest merit for the public, have proceeded from the unmarried
or childless men; which both in affection and means have married and endowed
the public. Yet it were great reason that those that have children should have
greatest care of future times; unto which they know they must transmit their
dearest pledges.

Some there are, who though they lead a single life, yet their thoughts do
end with themselves, and account future times impertinences. Nay, there are
some other that account wife and children but as bills of charges. Nay more,
there are some foolish rich covetous men, that take a pride in having no
children, because they may be thought so much the richer. For perhaps they
have heard some talk, Such an one is a great rich man, and another except to it,
Yea, but he hath a great charge of children; as if it were an abatement to his
riches. But the most ordlnary cause of a single life is liberty, especially in
certain self-pleasing and humorous minds, which are so sensible of every
restraint, as they will go near to think their girdles and garters to be bonds and

shackles. Unmarried men are best friends, best masters, best servants; but not
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always best subjects; for they are light to run away; and almost all fugitives are
of that condition.

A single life doth well with churchmen; for charity will hardly water the
ground where it must first fill a pool. It is indifferent for judges and magistrates;
for if they be facile and corrupt, you shall have a servant five times worse than
a wife. For soldiers, I find the generals commonly in their hortatives put men in
mind of their wives and children; and I think the despising of marriage amongst
the Turks maketh the vulgar soldier more base.

Certainly wife and children are a kind of discipline of humanity; and single
men, though they may be many times more charitable, because their means are
less exhaust, yet, on the other side, they are more cruel and hardhearted (good
to make severe inquisitors), because their tenderness is not so oft called upon.
Grave natures, led by custom, and therefore constant, are commonly loving
husbands, as was said of Ulysses, vetulam suam praetulit immortalitati [he
preferred his old wife to immortality].

Chaste women are often proud and froward, as presuming upon the merit of
their chastity. It is one of the best bonds both of chastity and obedience in the
wife, if she think her husban-d wise; which she will never do if she find him
jealous. Wives are young men’s mistresses; companions for middle age; and old
men’s nurses. So as a man may have a quarrel to marry when he will. But yet
he was reputed one of the wise men, that made answer to the question, when a
man should marry,—A young man not yet, an elder man not at all. It is often
seen that bad husbands have very good wives; whether it be that it raiseth the
price of their husband’s kindness when it comes; or that the wives take a pride
in their patience. But this never fails, if the bad husbands were of their own
choosing, against their friends’ consent; for then they will be sure to make good

their own folly.
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About Leisure

Vernon Lee

E®AN ,
R+ F (Vernon Lee,1856—1935), EF B x XL L EH - REH VL
o BR(RLEEYI ZA SAF DB LA L EIIEER,

How often do we not go into another person’s room and say, “Ah! This is
a place where one can feel peaceful! ” How often do we not long to share the
peacefulness of some old house, say in a deserted suburb, with its red fruit wall
and its cedar half hiding the windows, or of some convent portico, with glimpses
of spalliered orange trees. Meanwhile, in that swept and garnished spacious
room, in that house or convent, is no peacefulness to share; barely, perhaps,
enough to make life’s two ends meet. For we do not see what fills up, chokes
and frets the life of others, whereas we are uncomfortably aware of the smallest
encumbrance in our own; in these matters we feel quickly enough the mote in
our own eye, and do not perceive the beam in our neighbour’s.

Leisure requires the evidence of our own feelings, because it is not so
much a quality of time as a peculiar state of mind. We speak of leisure time,
but what we really mean thereby is time in which we can feel at leisure. What
being at leisure means is more easily felt than defined. It has nothing to do with
being idle, or having time on one’s hands, although it does involve a certain
sense of free space about one, as we shall see anon. There is time and to spare
in a lawyer’s waiting-room, but there is no leisure, neither do we enjoy this
blessing when we have to wait two or three hours at a railway junction. On both

these occasions (for persons who can profit thereby to read the papers, to learn a
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verb, or to refresh memories of foreign travel, are distinctly abnormal) we do not
feel in possession of ourselves. There is something fuming and raging inside us,
something which seems to be kicking at our inner bulwarks as we kicked the
cushions of a tardy four-wheeler in our childhood.

For Leisure (and the ignorance of this truth is at the bottom of much ennui)—
Leisure implies a superabundance not only of time but of.the energy needed to
spend time pleasantly. And it takes the finest activity to be truly at Leisure. Since
Being at Leisure is but a name for being active from an inner impulse instead of a
necessity; moving like a dancer or skater for the sake of one’s inner rhythm instead
of moving, like a ploughman or an errand boy, for the sake of the wages you get for
it. Indeed, for this reason, the type of all Leisure is art.

But this is an intricate question, and time, alas! Presses. We must break
off this leisurely talk, and betake ourselves each to his business—let us hope
not to his treadmilll! And, is we do so, the more to enjoy our work if luckily
useful, the less to detest it if, alas! As so often in our days, useless; let us
invoke the good old greybeard, painted enjoying himself between his lion and
his quail in the wide-windowed study; and, wishing for leisure, invoke its patron.
Give us spare time, Holy Jerome, and joyful energy to use it. Sancte Hieronytne,

ora pro nobis!
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We Are on a Journey

Henry van Dyke

F A L+ % % (Henry van Dyke,1852—1933), £ BH# R #H T X FHE
ettt RERAXPHALERBEIANANEET F £ mER R

Wherever you are, and whoever you maybe, there is one thing in which you
and I are just alike at this moment, and in all the moments of our existence. We
are not at rest; we are on a journey, our life is a movement, a tendency, a
steady, ceaseless progress towards an unseen goal. We are gaining something, or
losing something, everyday. Even when our position and our character seem to
remain precisely the same, they are changing. For the mere advance of time is a
change. It is not the same thing to have a bare field in January and in July, the
season makes the difference. The limitations that are childlike in the child are
childish in the man.

Everything that we do is a step in one direction or another, even the failure
to do something is in itself a deed. It sets us forward or backward. The action of
the negative pole of a magnetic needle is just as real as the action of the
positive pole. To decline is to accept—the other alternative.

Are you nearer to your port today than you were yesterday? Yes, —you
must be a little nearer to some port or other; for since your ship was first
lunched upon the sea of life, you have never been still for a single moment; the
sea is too deep, you could not find an anchorage if you would. There can be no

pause until you come into port.
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