How to Live on Twenty-Four Hours a Day
by Arnol d Bennett

PREFACE TO THI S EDI TI ON

This preface, though placed at the begi nning, as a preface nust be,
shoul d be read at the end of the book.

| have received a | arge anount of correspondence concerning this
smal | work, and many reviews of it--sone of themnearly as | ong

as the book itself--have been printed. But scarcely any of the
comment has been adverse. Sone people have objected to a
frivolity of tone; but as the tone is not, in ny opinion, at all
frivolous, this objection did not inpress nme; and had no wei ghtier
reproach been put forward |I m ght al nbst have been persuaded t hat
the volunme was flaw ess! A nore serious stricture has, however,
been offered--not in the press, but by sundry obviously sincere
correspondents--and | nust deal with it. A reference to page 43
will show that | anticipated and feared this di sapprobation. The
sentence agai nst which protests have been nade is as follows:--

"In the mpjority of instances he [the typical man] does not
precisely feel a passion for his business; at best he does not
dislike it. He begins his business functions wth sone rel uctance,
as |ate as he can, and he ends themwth joy, as early as he can.
And his engines, while he is engaged in his business, are sel dom at
their full "h.p.""

| am assured, in accents of unm stakable sincerity, that there are
many busi ness nen--not nerely those in high positions or with fine
prospects, but nodest subordi nates with no hope of ever being

much better off--who do enjoy their business functions, who do not
shirk them who do not arrive at the office as |ate as possible and
depart as early as possible, who, in a word, put the whole of their
force into their day's work and are genuinely fatigued at the end

t her eof .



| amready to believe it. | do believe it. | knowit. | always
knew it. Both in London and in the provinces it has been ny lot to
spend long years in subordinate situations of business; and the fact
did not escape ne that a certain proportion of ny peers showed what
anpunted to an honest passion for their duties, and that while
engaged in those duties they were really *living* to the fullest
extent of which they were capable. But | remain convinced that

t hese fortunate and happy individuals (happier perhaps than they
guessed) did not and do not constitute a majority, or anything like

a mpjority. | remain convinced that the majority of decent average
consci entious nen of business (nen with aspirations and ideals) do
not as a rule go hone of a night genuinely tired. | remain

convi nced that they put not as nuch but as little of thenselves as
t hey conscientiously can into the earning of a livelihood, and that
their vocation bores rather than interests them

Nevertheless, | admt that the mnority is of sufficient inportance
to nerit attention, and that | ought not to have ignored it so
conpletely as I did do. The whole difficulty of the hard-working
mnority was put in a single colloquial sentence by one of ny

correspondents. He wote: "I amjust as keen as anyone on doi ng
sonething to 'exceed ny programme,’' but allow ne to tell you that
when | get honme at six thirty p.m | amnot anything |ike so fresh

as you seemto i mgine."

Now | nust point out that the case of the mnority, who throw

t hensel ves with passion and gusto into their daily business task, is
infinitely | ess deplorable than the case of the mgjority, who go

hal f-heartedly and feebly through their official day. The forner
are less in need of advice "howto live." At any rate during their
official day of, say, eight hours they are really alive; their
engines are giving the full indicated "h.p." The other eight
wor ki ng hours of their day nmay be badly organised, or even frittered
away; but it is |less disastrous to waste eight hours a day than

si xteen hours a day; it is better to have lived a bit than never to
have lived at all. The real tragedy is the tragedy of the man who is
braced to effort neither in the office nor out of it, and to this
man this book is primarily addressed. "But," says the other and
nore fortunate nman, "although ny ordinary programme is bigger than
his, I want to exceed ny programme too! | amliving a bit; | want
to live nore. But | really can't do another day's work on the top of



my official day."

The fact is, |, the author, ought to have foreseen that | shoul d
appeal nost strongly to those who already had an interest in
exi stence. It is always the man who has tasted |life who denands

nore of it. And it is always the man who never gets out of bed
who is the nost difficult to rouse.

Well, you of the mnority, let us assune that the intensity of your
daily noney-getting will not allow you to carry out quite all the
suggestions in the foll ow ng pages. Sone of the suggestions may
yet stand. | admit that you may not be able to use the tinme spent

on the journey hone at night; but the suggestion for the journey to
the office in the norning is as practicable for you as for anybody.
And that weekly interval of forty hours from Saturday to Monday, is
yours just as nmuch as the other nman's, though a slight accurul ati on
of fatigue may prevent you fron1enp|oy|ng t he whole of your "h.p."
upon it. There remains, then, the inportant portion of the three or
nore eveni ngs a week. You tell ne flatly that you are too tired to
do anything outside your programme at night. |In reply to which |
tell you flatly that if your ordinary day's work is thus exhausti ng,
t hen the bal ance of your life is wong and nust be adjusted. A
man' s powers ought not to be nonopolised by his ordinary day's work.
What, then, is to be done?

The obvious thing to do is to circunvent your ardour for your
ordinary day's work by a ruse. Enploy your engines in sonething
beyond the programe before, and not after, you enploy themon the
programme itself. Briefly, get up earlier in the norning. You say
you cannot. You say it is inpossible for you to go earlier to bed
of a night--to do so would upset the entire household. | do not
think it is quite inpossible to go to bed earlier at night. | think
that if you persist in rising earlier, and the consequence is

i nsufficiency of sleep, you will soon find a way of going to bed
earlier. But ny inpression is that the consequences of rising

earlier will not be an insufficiency of sleep. M inpression,
growi ng stronger every year, is that sleep is partly a matter of
habi t--and of slackness. | am convinced that nost people sleep as

| ong as they do because they are at a | oss for any other diversion.
How nuch sl eep do you think is daily obtained by the powerful

heal thy man who daily rattles up your street in charge of Carter
Patterson's van? | have consulted a doctor on this point. He is a



doctor who for twenty-four years has had a | arge general practice in
a large flourishing suburb of London, inhabited by exactly such
people as you and ne. He is a curt man, and his answer was curt:

"Most people sleep thensel ves stupid.”

He went on to give his opinion that nine nen out of ten would have
better health and nore fun out of life if they spent less tine in
bed.

O her doctors have confirnmed this judgnent, which, of course, does
not apply to grow ng yout hs.

R se an hour, an hour and a half, or even two hours earlier: and--if

you nust--retire earlier when you can. |In the matter of exceeding
programes, you will acconplish as nuch in one norning hour as

in two evening hours. "But," you say, "I couldn't begin wthout
sone food, and servants." Surely, ny dear sir, in an age when an
excellent spirit-lanp (including a saucepan) can be bought for |ess
than a shilling, you are not going to allow your highest welfare to
depend upon the precarious i medi ate co-operation of a fellow
creature! Instruct the fellow creature, whoever she nmay be, at

night. Tell her to put a tray in a suitable position over night.
On that tray two biscuits, a cup and saucer, a box of matches and a
spirit-lanp; on the |lanp, the saucepan; on the saucepan, the |id--
but turned the wong way up; on the reversed lid, the small teapot,

containing a mnute quantity of tea |leaves. You will then have to
strike a match--that is all. In three mnutes the water boils, and
you pour it into the teapot (which is already warmy. |In three nore

mnutes the tea is infused. You can begin your day while drinking
it. These details may seemtrivial to the foolish, but to the

t houghtful they will not seemtrivial. The proper, w se bal ancing
of one's whole life may depend upon the feasibility of a cup of tea
at an unusual hour.

A. B.
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I
THE DAILY M RACLE

"Yes, he's one of those nen that don't know how to nanage.

Good situation. Regular inconme. Quite enough for |uxuries

as well as needs. Not really extravagant. And yet the fellow s
always in difficulties. Sonmehow he gets nothing out of his
noney. Excellent flat--half enpty! Al ways |ooks as if he'd had
the brokers in. New suit--old hat! Mgnificent necktie--baggy
trousers! Asks you to dinner: cut glass--bad nutton, or Turkish
cof fee--cracked cup! He can't understand it. Explanation sinply
is that he fritters his incone away. Wsh | had the half of it!
|'"d show him-"

So we have npbst of us criticised, at one tine or another, in our
superi or way.

We are nearly all chancellors of the exchequer: it is the pride of
the nmonent. Newspapers are full of articles explaining howto live
on such-and-such a sum and these articles provoke a correspondence
whose vi ol ence proves the interest they excite. Recently, in a
daily organ, a battle raged round the question whether a wonan can
exist nicely in the country on L85 a year. | have seen an essay,
"How to live on eight shillings a week." But | have never seen an



essay, "How to live on twenty-four hours a day." Yet it has been
said that tinme is noney. That proverb understates the case. Tine
Is a great deal nore than noney. |f you have tine you can obtain
noney--usually. But though you have the wealth of a cl oak-room
attendant at the Carlton Hotel, you cannot buy yourself a mnute
nore tinme than | have, or the cat by the fire has.

Phi | osophers have expl ai ned space. They have not explained tine.

It is the inexplicable raw material of everything. Wth it, all is
possi ble; wthout it, nothing. The supply of tine is truly a daily
mracle, an affair genuinely astoni shing when one examnes it. You
wake up in the norning, and | o! your purse is magically filled with
twenty-four hours of the unmanufactured tissue of the universe of
your life! It is yours. It is the npst precious of possessions. A
hi ghly singular comodity, showered upon you in a nmanner as singular
as the commodity itself!

For remark! No one can take it fromyou. It is unstealable. And
no one receives either nore or less than you receive.

Tal k about an ideal denocracy! |In the realmof tine there is no

ari stocracy of wealth, and no aristocracy of intellect. Genius is
never rewarded by even an extra hour a day. And there is no

puni shnment. WAste your infinitely precious commodity as nuch as you
wll, and the supply will never be wthheld fromyou. No nysterious
power will say:--"This man is a fool, if not a knave. He does not
deserve tine; he shall be cut off at the neter." It is nore certain
t han consol s, and paynent of incone is not affected by Sundays.

Mor eover, you cannot draw on the future. Inpossible to get into
debt! You can only waste the passing nonent. You cannot waste
to-norrow;, it is kept for you. You cannot waste the next hour; it

I s kept for you.

| said the affair was a mracl e. Is it not?

You have to live on this twenty-four hours of daily tine. Qut of it
you have to spin health, pleasure, noney, content, respect, and the
evolution of your immortal soul. Its right use, its nost effective
use, is a matter of the highest urgency and of the nost thrilling
actuality. Al depends on that. Your happi ness--the elusive prize
that you are all clutching for, ny friends!--depends on that.



Strange that the newspapers, so enterprising and up-to-date as they
are, are not full of "Howto live on a given incone of tine,"

i nstead of "How to live on a given incone of noney"! Money is far
commoner than tinme. Wen one reflects, one perceives that noney is
just about the commonest thing there is. It encunbers the earth in

gr oss heaps.

|f one can't contrive to |live on a certain incone of noney, one
earns a little nore--or steals it, or advertises for it. One
doesn't necessarily nmuddle one's |ife because one can't quite manage
on a thousand pounds a year; one braces the nmuscles and nakes it

gui neas, and bal ances the budget. But if one cannot arrange that an
i ncone of twenty-four hours a day shall exactly cover all proper

i tems of expenditure, one does nuddle one's life definitely. The
supply of tinme, though gloriously regular, is cruelly restricted.

VWhich of us lives on twenty-four hours a day? And when | say
"lives," | do not nean exists, nor "nuddles through." Which of us
is free fromthat uneasy feeling that the "great spendi ng
departnents” of his daily |ife are not nmanaged as they ought to be?
Which of us is quite sure that his fine suit is not surnounted by a
shaneful hat, or that in attending to the crockery he has forgotten
the quality of the food? Which of us is not saying to hinself--

whi ch of us has not been saying to hinself all his life: "I shall
alter that when | have a little nore tine"?

We never shall have any nore tine. W have, and we have al ways had,
all the tinme there is. It is the realisation of this profound and
negl ected truth (which, by the way, | have not discovered) that has
led me to the mnute practical exam nation of daily tine-
expendi t ure.

|1
THE DESI RE TO EXCEED ONE' S PROGRAMME

"But," soneone may remark, with the English disregard of everything
except the point, "what is he driving at with his twenty-four hours



a day? | have no difficulty in living on twenty-four hours a day. |
do all that I want to do, and still find tinme to go in for newspaper
conpetitions. Surely it is a sinple affair, know ng that one has
only twenty-four hours a day, to content one's self with twenty-four
hours a day!"

To you, ny dear sir, | present ny excuses and apologies. You are
precisely the man that | have been wi shing to neet for about forty
years. WIIl you kindly send ne your nane and address, and state
your charge for telling nme how you do it? Instead of ne talking to
you, you ought to be talking to ne. Please cone forward. That you
exist, | amconvinced, and that | have not yet encountered you is ny
| oss. Meanwhile, until you appear, | will continue to chat with ny
conpanions in distress--that i nnunerable band of souls who are
haunted, nore or less painfully, by the feeling that the years slip
by, and slip by, and slip by, and that they have not yet been able
to get their lives into proper working order.

|f we analyse that feeling, we shall perceive it to be, primarily,
one of uneasi ness, of expectation, of |ooking forward, of

aspiration. It is a source of constant disconfort, for it behaves
|i ke a skeleton at the feast of all our enjoynents. W go to the
theatre and | augh; but between the acts it raises a skinny finger at
us. We rush violently for the last train, and while we are cooling
a long age on the platformwaiting for the last train, it pronenades
its bones up and down by our side and inquires: "O man, what hast

t hou done with thy youth? Wat art thou doing wth thine age?" You
may urge that this feeling of continuous |ooking forward, of
aspiration, is part of life itself, and inseparable fromlife
itself. True!

But there are degrees. A man may desire to go to Mecca. His
conscience tells himthat he ought to go to Mecca. He fares forth,
either by the aid of Cook's, or unassisted; he may probably never
reach Mecca; he may drown before he gets to Port Said; he nmay perish
i ngl oriously on the coast of the Red Sea; his desire may renain
eternally frustrate. Unfulfilled aspiration may always trouble him
But he will not be tornented in the sane way as the nman who,
desiring to reach Mecca, and harried by the desire to reach Mecca,
never | eaves Bri xton.

It is sonething to have |eft Brixton. Mst of us have not |eft



Bri xton. W have not even taken a cab to Ludgate Circus and
i nqui red from Cook's the price of a conducted tour. And our excuse
to ourselves is that there are only twenty-four hours in the day.

|f we further anal yse our vague, uneasy aspiration, we shall, |
think, see that it springs froma fixed idea that we ought to do
sonething in addition to those things which we are |oyally and
norally obliged to do. W are obliged, by various codes witten and
unwitten, to maintain ourselves and our famlies (if any) in health
and confort, to pay our debts, to save, to increase our prosperity
by increasing our efficiency. A task sufficiently difficult! A
task which very few of us achieve! A task often beyond our skill!
Yet, if we succeed init, as we sonetines do, we are not satisfied;
the skeleton is still wth us.

And even when we realise that the task is beyond our skill, that
our powers cannot cope with it, we feel that we should be | ess

di scontented if we gave to our powers, already overtaxed, sonething
still further to do.

And such is, indeed, the fact. The w sh to acconplish sonething
outside their formal programme is common to all nen who in the
course of evolution have risen past a certain |evel.

Until an effort is nade to satisfy that wi sh, the sense of uneasy

wai ting for sonething to start which has not started will remain to
di sturb the peace of the soul. That w sh has been called by nmany
nanes. It is one formof the universal desire for know edge. And

it Is so strong that nen whose whole |ives have been given to the
systemati c acqui renent of know edge have been driven by it to
overstep the limts of their programme in search of still nore
know edge. Even Herbert Spencer, in ny opinion the greatest m nd
that ever lived, was often forced by it into agreeable little
backwaters of inquiry.

| imagine that in the majority of people who are conscious of the
wish to live--that is to say, people who have intellectual
curiosity--the aspiration to exceed formal programmes takes a
literary shape. They would |Iike to enbark on a course of reading.
Decidedly the British people are becomng nore and nore literary.
But | would point out that literature by no neans conprises the
whol e field of know edge, and that the disturbing thirst to inprove



one's self--to increase one's know edge--may well be sl aked quite
apart fromliterature. Wth the various ways of slaking | shall
deal later. Here | nerely point out to those who have no nat ural
synpathy with literature that literature is not the only well.

|11
PRECAUTI ONS BEFORE BEG NNI NG

Now t hat | have succeeded (if succeeded |I have) in persuading you to
admt to yourself that you are constantly haunted by a suppressed

di ssatisfaction with your own arrangenent of your daily life; and
that the primal cause of that inconvenient dissatisfaction is the
feeling that you are every day | eaving undone sonet hi ng which you
woul d |Iike to do, and which, indeed, you are always hoping to do
when you have "nore tine"; and now that | have drawn your attention
to the glaring, dazzling truth that you never will have "nore tine,"
since you already have all the tinme there is--you expect nme to | et
you into sone wonderful secret by which you nmay at any rate approach
the ideal of a perfect arrangenent of the day, and by which,
therefore, that haunting, unpleasant, daily disappointnment of things
| eft undone will be got rid of!

| have found no such wonderful secret. Nor do | expect to find it,
nor do | expect that anyone else wll ever find it. It is

undi scovered. Wen you first began to gather ny drift, perhaps
there was a resurrection of hope in your breast. Perhaps you said
to yourself, "This man wll show nme an easy, unfatiguing way of
doing what | have so long in vain wished to do." Alas, no! The
fact is that there is no easy way, no royal road. The path to Mecca
Is extrenely hard and stony, and the worst of it is that you never
quite get there after all.

The nost inportant prelimnary to the task of arranging one's life
so that one may live fully and confortably within one's daily budget
of twenty-four hours is the calmrealisation of the extrene
difficulty of the task, of the sacrifices and the endl ess effort
which it demands. | cannot too strongly insist on this.

| f you imagine that you will be able to achieve your ideal by



i ngeni ously planning out a tine-table with a pen on a piece of

paper, you had better give up hope at once. |f you are not prepared
for discouragenents and disillusions; if you will not be content
with a small result for a big effort, then do not begin. Lie down
agai n and resune the uneasy doze which you call your existence.

It is very sad, is it not, very depressing and sonbre? And yet |
think it is rather fine, too, this necessity for the tense bracing
of the will before anything worth doing can be done. | rather Iike
it nmyself. | feel it to be the chief thing that differentiates ne
fromthe cat by the fire.

"Well," you say, "assune that | am braced for the battle. Assune
that | have carefully wei ghed and conprehended your ponderous

remar ks; how do | begin?" Dear sir, you sinply begin. There is no
magi ¢ nethod of beginning. |f a nan standing on the edge of a
sw nm ng-bath and wanting to junp into the cold water should ask
you, "How do | begin to junp?" you mould nmerely reply, "Just junp.
Take hol d of your nerves, and junp.

As | have previously said, the chief beauty about the constant
supply of tinme is that you cannot waste it in advance. The next
year, the next day, the next hour are lying ready for you, as
perfect, as unspoilt, as if you had never wasted or msapplied a
single nonent in all your career. Wich fact is very gratifying and
reassuring. You can turn over a new | eaf every hour if you choose.

Therefore no object is served in waiting till next week, or even
until to-norrow. You nmay fancy that the water will be warnmer next
week. It won't. It wll be colder.

But before you begin, let nme nurmur a few words of warning in your
private ear.

Let nme principally warn you agai nst your own ardour. Ardour in
wel |l -doing is a msleading and a treacherous thing. It cries out

| oudly for enploynent; you can't satisfy it at first; it wants nore
and nore; it is eager to nove nountains and divert the course of
rivers. It isn't content till it perspires. And then, too often,
when it feels the perspiration on its brow, it wearies all of a
sudden and dies, without even putting itself to the trouble of
saying, "I've had enough of this."



Bewar e of undertaking too nuch at the start. Be content with quite
alittle. Allow for accidents. Allow for human nature, especially
your own,

A failure or so, initself, wuld not matter, if it did not incur a
| oss of self-esteem and of self-confidence. But just as nothing
succeeds |i ke success, so nothing fails like failure. Most people
who are ruined are ruined by attenpting too nuch. Therefore, in
setting out on the imense enterprise of living fully and
confortably within the narrow limts of twenty-four hours a day, |et

us avoid at any cost the risk of an early failure. | wll not agree
that, in this business at any rate, a glorious failure is better
than a petty success. | amall for the petty success. A glorious

failure leads to nothing; a petty success may |lead to a success that
IS not petty.

So let us begin to exam ne the budget of the day's tine. You say
your day is already full to overflowng. How? You actually spend
i n earning your livelihood--how nuch? Seven hours, on the average?
And in actual sleep, seven? | wll add two hours, and be generous.
And | will defy you to account to ne on the spur of the nonent for
t he ot her eight hours.

| V
THE CAUSE OF THE TROUBLES

In order to cone to grips at once with the question of tine-
expenditure in all its actuality, | nust choose an individual case
for examnation. | can only deal with one case, and that case
cannot be the average case, because there is no such case as the
average case, just as there is no such nman as the average nan.
Every man and every nman's case i s special.

But if | take the case of a Londoner who works in an office, whose
office hours are fromten to six, and who spends fifty m nutes
norning and night in travelling between his house door and his
office door, | shall have got as near to the average as facts
permt. There are nen who have to work longer for a living, but
there are others who do not have to work so | ong.



Fortunately the financial side of existence does not interest us
here; for our present purpose the clerk at a pound a week is exactly
as well off as the millionaire in Carlton House-terrace.

Now t he great and profound m stake which ny typical man nmakes in
regard to his day is a m stake of general attitude, a m stake which
vitiates and weakens two-thirds of his energies and interests. In
the majority of instances he does not precisely feel a passion for
hi s busi ness; at best he does not dislike it. He begins his

busi ness functions with reluctance, as |late as he can, and he ends
themwth joy, as early as he can. And his engines while he is
engaged in his business are seldomat their full "h.p." (I know
that | shall be accused by angry readers of traducing the city

wor ker; but | am pretty thoroughly acquainted with the Gty, and |
stick to what | say.)

Yet in spite of all this he persists in |ooking upon those hours
fromten to six as "the day," to which the ten hours preceding them
and the six hours follow ng them are nothing but a prol ogue and
epi | ogue. Such an attitude, unconscious though it be, of course
kKills his interest in the odd sixteen hours, with the result that,
even if he does not waste them he does not count them he regards
them sinply as nargin.

This general attitude is utterly illogical and unhealthy, since it
formally gives the central promnence to a patch of tinme and a bunch
of activities which the man's one idea is to "get through" and have
"done with." [|f a man nmakes two-thirds of his existence subservient
to one-third, for which admttedly he has no absolutely feverish
zest, how can he hope to live fully and conpletely? He cannot.

|f nmy typical man wshes to live fully and conpletely he nust, in
his mnd, arrange a day within a day. And this inner day, a Chinese
box in a |larger Chinese box, nust begin at 6 p.m and end at 10 a. m
It is a day of sixteen hours; and during all these sixteen hours he
has not hi ng whatever to do but cultivate his body and his soul and
his fellow nen. During those sixteen hours he is free; he is not a
wage-earner; he is not preoccupied with nonetary cares; he is just
as good as a man with a private incone. This nust be his attitude.
And his attitude is all inportant. H s success in life (much nore

| nportant than the anount of estate upon what his executors wll



have to pay estate duty) depends on it.

What ? You say that full energy given to those sixteen hours w ||

| essen the value of the business eight? Not so. On the contrary,
it wll assuredly increase the value of the business eight. One of
the chief things which ny typical man has to learn is that the
mental faculties are capable of a continuous hard activity; they do
not tire like an armor a leg. Al they want is change--not rest,
except in sleep.

| shall now exam ne the typical man's current nethod of enploying
the sixteen hours that are entirely his, beginning with his
uprising. | wll nerely indicate things which he does and which |

t hi nk he ought not to do, postponing ny suggestions for "planting"
the tinmes which | shall have cleared--as a settler clears spaces in
a forest.

In justice to himl nust say that he wastes very little tine before
he | eaves the house in the norning at 9.10. |In too many houses he
gets up at nine, breakfasts between 9.7 and 9.9 1/2, and then bolts.
But i medi ately he bangs the front door his nental faculties, which
are tireless, becone idle. He walks to the station in a condition
of nmental coma. Arrived there, he usually has to wait for the
train. On hundreds of suburban stations every norning you see nen
calmy strolling up and down platforns while railway conpanies

unbl ushingly rob themof tinme, which is nore than noney. Hundreds
of thousands of hours are thus |ost every day sinply because ny
typical man thinks so little of tinme that it has never occurred to
himto take quite easy precautions against the risk of its |oss.

He has a solid coin of tine to spend every day--call it a sovereign.
He nust get change for it, and in getting change he is content to
| ose heavily.

Supposing that in selling hima ticket the conpany said, "W wll
change you a sovereign, but we shall charge you three hal fpence for
doi ng so," what would ny typical nman exclainf? Yet that is the

equi val ent of what the conpany does when it robs himof five mnutes
tw ce a day.

You say | amdealing with mnutiae. | am And later on | wl|l
justify nyself.



Now wi | | you Kkindly buy your paper and step into the train?

Vv
TENNI' S AND THE | MMORTAL SOUL

You get into the norning train with your newspaper, and you calnly
and maj estically give yourself up to your newspaper. You do not
hurry. You know you have at |east half an hour of security in front
of you. As your glance lingers idly at the advertisenents of

shi ppi ng and of songs on the outer pages, your air is the air of a

| ei sured man, wealthy in tinme, of a man from sone planet where there
are a hundred and twenty-four hours a day instead of twenty-four. |

am an i npassi oned reader of newspapers. | read five English and two
French dailies, and the news-agents al one know how many weekli es,
regularly. | amobliged to nention this personal fact lest | should

be accused of a prejudice agai nst newspapers when | say that |

object to the reading of newspapers in the norning train. Newspapers
are produced with rapidity, to be read with rapidity. There is no
place in ny daily programe for newspapers. | read themas | may in
odd nonents. But | do read them The idea of devoting to them
thirty or forty consecutive mnutes of wonderful solitude (for
nowhere can one nore perfectly imerse one's self in one's self than
in a conpartnent full of silent, wthdrawn, snoking males) is to ne
repugnant. | cannot possibly allow you to scatter priceless pearls
of time with such Oiental |avishness. You are not the Shah of

time. Let ne respectfully remind you that you have no nore tine than
| have. No newspaper reading in trains! | have already "put by"
about three-quarters of an hour for use.

Now you reach your office. And | abandon you there till six
o'clock. | amaware that you have nomnally an hour (often in
reality an hour and a half) in the mdst of the day, less than half
of which tinme is given to eating. But I will leave you all that to

spend as you choose. You nmay read your newspapers then.

| nmeet you again as you energe fromyour office. You are pale and
tired. At any rate, your wfe says you are pale, and you give her to
understand that you are tired. During the journey hone you have



been gradually working up the tired feeling. The tired feeling
hangs heavy over the m ghty suburbs of London |ike a virtuous and
nmel ancholy cloud, particularly in winter. You don't eat immedi ately
on your arrival hone. But in about an hour or so you feel as if you
could sit up and take a little nourishnent. And you do. Then you
snoke, seriously; you see friends; you potter; you play cards; you
flirt wwth a book; you note that old age is creeping on; you take a
stroll; you caress the piano.... By Jove! a quarter past el even.

You then devote quite forty mnutes to thinking about going to bed;
and it is conceivable that you are acquainted with a genui nely good
whi sky. At |ast you go to bed, exhausted by the day's work. Six
hours, probably nore, have gone since you left the office--gone |like
a dream gone |ike magic, unaccountably gone!

That is a fair sanple case. But you say: "It's all very well for
you to talk. A man *is* tired. A man nust see his friends. He
can't always be on the stretch.” Just so. But when you arrange to

go to the theatre (especially with a pretty wonman) what happens?

You rush to the suburbs; you spare no toil to nake yourself glorious
in fine rainment; you rush back to town in another train; you keep
yourself on the stretch for four hours, if not five; you take her
hone; you take yourself hone. You don't spend three-quarters of an
hour in "thinking about" going to bed. You go. Friends and fatigue
have equal |y been forgotten, and the evening has seened so
exquisitely long (or perhaps too short)! And do you renenber that
time when you were persuaded to sing in the chorus of the amateur
operatic society, and slaved two hours every other night for three
nont hs? Can you deny that when you have sonething definite to | ook
forward to at eventide, sonething that is to enploy all your
energy--the thought of that sonething gives a glow and a nore
intense vitality to the whol e day?

What | suggest is that at six o'clock you look facts in the face and
admt that you are not tired (because you are not, you know), and

t hat you arrange your evening so that it is not cut in the mddle by
a neal. By so doing you wll have a clear expanse of at |east three
hours. | do not suggest that you should enploy three hours every

ni ght of your life in using up your nental energy. But | do suggest
that you mght, for a commencenent, enploy an hour and a half every
ot her evening in sone inportant and consecutive cultivation of the
mnd. You wll still be left with three evenings for friends,
bridge, tennis, donestic scenes, odd readi ng, pipes, gardening,



pottering, and prize conpetitions. You wll still have the terrific
weal th of forty-five hours between 2 p.m Saturday and 10 a. m
Monday. |f you persevere you will soon want to pass four evenings,
and perhaps five, in sone sustai ned endeavour to be genuinely alive.
And you will fall out of that habit of nmuttering to yourself at
11.15 p.m, "Time to be thinking about going to bed." The man who
begins to go to bed forty m nutes before he opens his bedroom door
is bored; that is to say, he is not |iving.

But renenber, at the start, those ninety nocturnal mnutes thrice a
week must be the nost inportant mnutes in the ten thousand and
eighty. They nust be sacred, quite as sacred as a dramatic
rehearsal or a tennis match. Instead of saying, "Sorry | can't see
you, old chap, but I have to run off to the tennis club," you nust
say, "...but | have to work." This, | admt, is intensely difficult
to say. Tennis is so nuch nore urgent than the imortal soul.

Vi
REMEMBER HUMAN NATURE

| have incidentally nentioned the vast expanse of forty-four hours
bet ween | eaving business at 2 p.m on Saturday and returning to

busi ness at 10 a.m on Monday. And here |I nust touch on the point
whet her the week shoul d consist of six days or of seven. For nmany
years--in fact, until | was approaching forty--ny own week consisted
of seven days. | was constantly being infornmed by ol der and w ser
peopl e that nore work, nore genuine living, could be got out of six
days than out of seven.

And it is certainly true that now, with one day in seven in which |
foll ow no programme and nmake no effort save what the caprice of the
nmonent dictates, | appreciate intensely the noral value of a weekly
rest. Nevertheless, had | ny life to arrange over again, | would do
again as | have done. Only those who have lived at the full stretch
seven days a week for a long tine can appreciate the full beauty of
a regular recurring idleness. Mreover, | amageing. And it is a
question of age. |In cases of abounding youth and exceptional energy
and desire for effort | should say unhesitatingly: Keep going, day
i n, day out.



But in the average case | should say: Confine your formal programe

(super-programme, | nmean) to six days a week. |If you find yourself
Wi shing to extend it, extend it, but only in proportion to your
wi sh; and count the tinme extra as a windfall, not as regular incone,

so that you can return to a six-day programme w t hout the sensati on
of being poorer, of being a backslider.

Let us now see where we stand. So far we have marked for saving out
of the waste of days, half an hour at |east on six nornings a week,
and one hour and a half on three evenings a week. Total, seven
hours and a half a week.

| propose to be content with that seven hours and a half for the
present. "What?" you cry. "You pretend to show us howto |live, and
you only deal with seven hours and a half out of a hundred and

si xty-eight! Are you going to performa mracle with your seven
hours and a half?" WlIl, not to mnce the matter, | am-if you wll
kindly let nme! That is to say, | amgoing to ask you to attenpt an
experi ence which, while perfectly natural and explicable, has all
the air of a mracle. M contention is that the full use of those
seven-and-a-half hours will quicken the whole Iife of the week, add
zest to it, and increase the interest which you feel in even the
nost banal occupations. You practise physical exercises for a nere
ten m nutes norning and evening, and yet you are not astoni shed when
your physical health and strength are beneficially affected every
hour of the day, and your whol e physical outl ook changed. Wy
shoul d you be astoni shed that an average of over an hour a day given
to the m nd should permanently and conpletely enliven the whol e
activity of the m nd?

More tinme mght assuredly be given to the cultivation of one's self.
And in proportion as the tine was |l onger the results would be
greater. But | prefer to begin with what | ooks like a trifling
effort.

It is not really a trifling effort, as those wll discover who have
yet to essay it. To "clear" even seven hours and a half fromthe
jungle is passably difficult. For sone sacrifice has to be made.
One may have spent one's tine badly, but one did spend it; one did
do sonmething with it, however ill-advised that sonething may have
been. To do sonething el se neans a change of habits.



And habits are the very dickens to change! Further, any change,
even a change for the better, is always acconpani ed by drawbacks and
di sconforts. |If you imagine that you will be able to devote seven
hours and a half a week to serious, continuous effort, and still
live your old life, you are mstaken. | repeat that sone sacrifice,
and an i mense deal of volition, will be necessary. And it is
because | know the difficulty, it is because | know the al nost

di sastrous effect of failure in such an enterprise, that | earnestly
advi se a very hunbl e begi nning. You nust safeguard your self-
respect. Self-respect is at the root of all purposeful ness, and a
failure in an enterprise deliberately planned deals a desperate
wound at one's self-respect. Hence | iterate and reiterate: Start
qui etly, unostentatiously.

When you have conscientiously given seven hours and a half a week to
the cultivation of your vitality for three nonths--then you nay
begin to sing |louder and tell yourself what wondrous things you are
capabl e of doi ng.

Before comng to the nethod of using the indicated hours, | have one
final suggestion to make. That is, as regards the evenings, to
all ow nmuch nore than an hour and a half in which to do the work of
an hour and a half. Renenber the chance of accidents. Renenber
human nature. And give yourself, say, from9 to 11.30 for your task
of ninety m nutes.

VI |
CONTROLLI NG THE M ND

People say: "One can't help one's thoughts.” But one can. The
control of the thinking machine is perfectly possible. And since
not hi ng what ever happens to us outside our own brain; since nothing
hurts us or gives us pleasure except within the brain, the suprene

| nportance of being able to control what goes on in that nysterious
brain is patent. This idea is one of the oldest platitudes, but it
is a platitude whose profound truth and urgency nost people live and
die without realising. People conplain of the |lack of power to
concentrate, not witting that they nmay acquire the power, if they



choose.

And without the power to concentrate--that is to say, wthout the
power to dictate to the brain its task and to ensure obedi ence--true
life is inpossible. Mnd control is the first elenent of a full
exi st ence.

Hence, it seens to ne, the first business of the day should be to
put the mnd through its paces. You | ook after your body, inside
and out; you run grave danger in hacking hairs off your skin; you
enpl oy a whole arny of individuals, fromthe mlkman to the pig-
killer, to enable you to bribe your stomach into decent behavi our.
Wiy not devote a little attention to the far nore delicate machinery
of the mnd, especially as you will require no extraneous aid? It
is for this portion of the art and craft of living that | have
reserved the tinme fromthe nonent of quitting your door to the
nmonment of arriving at your office.

"What? | amto cultivate ny mnd in the street, on the platform in
the train, and in the crowed street agai n?" Precisely. Nothing
sinpler! No tools required! Not even a book. Nevertheless, the
affair is not easy.

When you | eave your house, concentrate your m nd on a subject (no
matter what, to begin with). You will not have gone ten yards
before your m nd has ski pped away under your very eyes and is

| ar ki ng round the corner wth another subject.

Bring it back by the scruff of the neck. FEre you have reached the

station you will have brought it back about forty tines. Do not
despair. Continue. Keep it up. You will succeed. You cannot by
any chance fail if you persevere. It is idle to pretend that your

mnd is incapable of concentration. Do you not renenber that norning
when you received a disquieting |etter which denanded a very
careful I y-worded answer? How you kept your mnd steadily on the
subj ect of the answer, without a second's interm ssion, until you
reached your office; whereupon you instantly sat down and wrote the
answer? That was a case in which *you* were roused by circunstances
to such a degree of vitality that you were able to dom nate your
mnd like a tyrant. You would have no trifling. You insisted that
its work should be done, and its work was done.



By the regular practice of concentration (as to which there is no
secret--save the secret of perseverance) you can tyranni se over

your mnd (which is not the highest part of *you*) every hour of the
day, and in no matter what place. The exercise is a very conveni ent
one. |f you got into your norning train with a pair of dunb-bells
for your nuscles or an encycl opaedia in ten volunes for your

| earni ng, you woul d probably excite remark. But as you walk in the
street, or sit in the corner of the conpartnent behind a pipe, or
"strap-hang" on the Subterranean, who is to know that you are
engaged in the nost inportant of daily acts? Wat asinine boor can
| augh at you?

| do not care what you concentrate on, so long as you concentrate.
It is the nmere disciplining of the thinking nmachine that counts.
But still, you may as well kill two birds with one stone, and
concentrate on sonething useful. | suggest--it is only a
suggestion--a little chapter of Marcus Aurelius or Epictetus.

Do not, | beg, shy at their nanmes. For nyself, | know nothing nore
"actual ," nore bursting with plain common-sense, applicable to the
daily life of plain persons |like you and ne (who hate airs, pose,
and nonsense) than Marcus Aurelius or Epictetus. Read a chapter--
and so short they are, the chapters!--in the evening and
concentrate on it the next norning. You wll see.

Yes, ny friend, it is useless for you to try to disguise the fact.

| can hear your brain |like a telephone at ny ear. You are saying to
yourself: "This fellow was doing pretty well up to his seventh
chapter. He had begun to interest ne faintly. But what he says
about thinking in trains, and concentration, and so on, is not for
nme. It may be well enough for sone folks, but it isn't inny line."

It is for you, | passionately repeat; it is for you. |I|ndeed, you
are the very man | amai mng at.

Throw away the suggestion, and you throw away the nost precious

suggestion that was ever offered to you. It is not ny suggestion.
It is the suggestion of the nost sensible, practical, hard-headed
men who have wal ked the earth. | only give it you at second- hand.

Try it. Get your mind in hand. And see how the process cures half
the evils of life--especially worry, that m serabl e, avoi dabl e,
shamef ul di sease--worry!



VI
THE REFLECTI VE MOCD

The exercise of concentrating the mnd (to which at |east half an
hour a day should be given) is a nere prelimnary, |ike scales on
t he piano. Having acquired power over that nost unruly nenber of
one's conpl ex organism one has naturally to put it to the yoke.
Usel ess to possess an obedient m nd unless one profits to the
furthest possible degree by its obedience. A prolonged prinary
course of study is indicated.

Now as to what this course of study should be there cannot be any
gquestion; there never has been any question. All the sensible
peopl e of all ages are agreed upon it. And it is not literature,
nor is it any other art, nor is it history, nor is it any science.
It is the study of one's self. Man, know thyself. These words are
so hackneyed that verily |I blush to wite them Yet they nust be
witten, for they need to be witten. (I take back nmy blush, being
ashaned of it.) WMan, know thyself. | say it out loud. The phrase
Is one of those phrases with which everyone is famliar, of which
everyone acknow edges the value, and which only the nbst sagaci ous

put into practice. | don't know why. | amentirely convinced that
what is nore than anything else lacking in the life of the average
well -intentioned man of to-day is the refl ective nood.

We do not reflect. | nean that we do not reflect upon genuinely

i nportant things; upon the problem of our happiness, upon the nain
direction in which we are going, upon what life is giving to us,
upon the share which reason has (or has not) in determ ning our
actions, and upon the relation between our principles and our
conduct .

And yet you are in search of happi ness, are you not? Have you
di scovered it?

The chances are that you have not. The chances are that you have
already cone to believe that happiness is unattainable. But nen
have attained it. And they have attained it by realising that



happi ness does not spring fromthe procuring of physical or nental
pl easure, but fromthe devel opnent of reason and the adjustnent of
conduct to principles.

| suppose that you wll not have the audacity to deny this. And if
you admt it, and still devote no part of your day to the deliberate
consi deration of your reason, principles, and conduct, you admt

al so that while striving for a certain thing you are regularly

| eavi ng undone the one act which is necessary to the attai nnent of

t hat thing.

Now, shall | blush, or will you?

Do not fear that | nmean to thrust certain principles upon your
attention. | care not (in this place) what your principles are.
Your principles may i nduce you to believe in the righteousness of
burglary. | don't mnd. Al | urgeis that alife in which conduct

does not fairly well accord with principles is asilly life; and

t hat conduct can only be made to accord with principles by neans of
daily exam nation, reflection, and resolution. Wat |leads to the
per manent sorrowf ul ness of burglars is that their principles are
contrary to burglary. |If they genuinely believed in the noral
excel l ence of burglary, penal servitude would sinply nean so nmany
happy years for them all martyrs are happy, because their conduct
and their principles agree.

As for reason (which makes conduct, and is not unconnected with the
maki ng of principles), it plays a far smaller part in our lives than
we fancy. W are supposed to be reasonable but we are nmuch nore

i nstinctive than reasonable. And the less we reflect, the |ess
reasonabl e we shall be. The next tine you get cross with the waiter
because your steak is over-cooked, ask reason to step into the

cabi net-room of your m nd, and consult her. She will probably tell
you that the waiter did not cook the steak, and had no control over
t he cooking of the steak; and that even if he alone was to bl ane,
you acconpli shed nothing good by getting cross; you nerely |ost your
dignity, looked a fool in the eyes of sensible nen, and soured the
wai ter, while producing no effect whatever on the steak.

The result of this consultation with reason (for which she nmakes no
charge) wll be that when once nore your steak is over-cooked you
will treat the waiter as a fellowcreature, remain quite calmin a



ki ndly spi
gain w ||

rit, and politely insist on having a fresh steak. The
be obvi ous and solid.

In the formation or nodification of principles, and the practice of
conduct, much help can be derived from printed books (issued at

si xpence each and upwards). | nentioned in ny |ast chapter Marcus
Aurelius and Epictetus. Certain even nore wi dely known works w ||
occur at once to the nenory. | nmay also nention Pascal, La Bruyere,

and Enerson. For nyself, you do not catch ne travelling w thout ny
Marcus Aurelius. Yes, books are valuable. But not reading of books
w Il take the place of a daily, candid, honest exam nation of what
one has recently done, and what one is about to do--of a steady

| ooking at one's self in the face (disconcerting though the sight
may be).

When shall this inportant business be acconplished? The solitude of
t he evening journey hone appears to ne to be suitable for it. A
reflective nood naturally follows the exertion of having earned the
day's living. O course if, instead of attending to an el enentary
and profoundly inportant duty, you prefer to read the paper (which
you mght just as well read while waiting for your dinner) | have
nothing to say. But attend to it at sonme tine of the day you nust.
| now conme to the evening hours.

| X
| NTEREST | N THE ARTS

Many peopl e pursue a regular and uninterrupted course of idleness in
t he eveni ngs because they think that there is no alternative to

| dl eness but the study of literature; and they do not happen to have
a taste for literature. This is a great m stake.

O course it is inpossible, or at any rate very difficult, properly
to study anything whatever without the aid of printed books. But if
you desire to understand the deeper depths of bridge or of boat-
sailing you would not be deterred by your lack of interest in
literature fromreading the best books on bridge or boat-sailing.

We nust, therefore, distinguish between literature, and books
treating of subjects not literary. | shall conme to literature in



due cour se.

Let ne now remark to those who have never read Meredith, and who are
capabl e of being unnoved by a di scussion as to whether M. Stephen
Phillips is or is not a true poet, that they are perfectly wthin
their rights. It is not a crine not to love literature. It is not a
sign of inbecility. The mandarins of literature will order out to

| nstant execution the unfortunate individual who does not

conprehend, say, the influence of Wrdsworth on Tennyson. But that
is only their inpudence. Were would they be, | wonder, if
requested to explain the influences that went to nake Tschai kowsky's
"Pat heti ¢ Synphony"?

There are enornous fields of know edge quite outside literature

which will yield magnificent results to cultivators. For exanple
(since | have just nentioned the nost popul ar piece of high-class
music in England to-day), | amrem nded that the Pronenade Concerts

begin in August. You go to them You snoke your cigar or cigarette
(and | regret to say that you strike your matches during the soft
bars of the "Lohengrin" overture), and you enjoy the nusic. But you
say you cannot play the piano or the fiddle, or even the banjo; that
you know not hi ng of nusi c.

What does that matter? That you have a genuine taste for nusic is
proved by the fact that, in order to fill his hall with you and your
peers, the conductor is obliged to provide programes from which bad
music is alnost entirely excluded (a change fromthe old Covent
Garden days!).

Now surely your inability to perform"The M den's Prayer" on a

pi ano need not prevent you from making yourself famliar with the
construction of the orchestra to which you listen a couple of nights
a week during a couple of nonths! As things are, you probably think
of the orchestra as a heterogeneous mass of instrunents producing a
confused agreeabl e mass of sound. You do not listen for details
because you have never trained your ears to listen to details.

| f you were asked to nane the instrunents which play the great thene
at the beginning of the C m nor synphony you could not nane them for
your life's sake. Yet you admre the C m nor synphony. It has
thrilled you. It wll thrill you again. You have even tal ked about
it, in an expansive nood, to that |ady--you know whom | nean. And



all you can positively state about the C m nor synphony is that
Beet hoven conposed it and that it is a "jolly fine thing."

Now, if you have read, say, M. Krehbiel's "How to Listen to Misic"
(which can be got at any bookseller's for |less than the price of a
stall at the Al hanbra, and which contains photographs of all the
orchestral instrunents and plans of the arrangenent of orchestras)
you woul d next go to a pronenade concert with an astoni shing

i ntensification of interest init. Instead of a confused nass, the
orchestra woul d appear to you as what it is--a marvellously bal anced
or gani sm whose vari ous groups of nenbers each have a different and
an i ndi spensabl e function. You would spy out the instrunents, and
listen for their respective sounds. You would know the gulf t hat
separates a French horn froman English horn, and you woul d perceive
why a pl ayer of the hautboy gets higher wages than a fiddler, though
the fiddle is the nore difficult instrunent. You would *live* at a
pronmenade concert, whereas previously you had nerely existed there
in a state of beatific coma, |ike a baby gazing at a bright object.

The foundations of a genuine, systematic know edge of nusic m ght be
laid. You m ght specialise your inquiries either on a particular
formof nusic (such as the synphony), or on the works of a
particul ar conposer. At the end of a year of forty-ei ght weeks of
three brief evenings each, conbined with a study of programes and
att endances at concerts chosen out of your increasing know edge, you
woul d really knom1sonEth|ng about nusic, even though you were as far
off as ever fromjangling "The Mai den's Prayer" on the piano.

"But | hate nusic!" you say. M/ dear sir, | respect you.

What applies to nusic applies to the other arts. | mght nention
M. Clernont Wtt's "How to Look at Pictures," or M. Russell
Sturgis's "How to Judge Architecture," as beginnings (nerely
begi nni ngs) of systematic vitalising know edge in other arts, the
materials for whose study abound in London.

"I hate all the arts!" you say. M dear sir, | respect you nore and
nor e.

| will deal with your case next, before comng to literature.



X
NOTHI NG | N LI FE | S HUVDRUM

Art is a great thing. But it is not the greatest. The nost

| nportant of all perceptions is the continual perception of cause
and effect--in other words, the perception of the continuous

devel opnment of the universe--in still other words, the perception of
the course of evolution. Wen one has thoroughly got inbued into
one's head the leading truth that nothing happens w thout a cause,
one grows not only |arge-m nded, but |arge-hearted.

It is hard to have one's watch stolen, but one reflects that the
thief of the watch becane a thief fromcauses of heredity and

envi ronment which are as interesting as they are scientifically
conpr ehensi bl e; and one buys another watch, if not with joy, at any
rate with a phil osophy that nmakes bitterness inpossible. One |oses,
in the study of cause and effect, that absurd air which so many
peopl e have of being al ways shocked and pai ned by the curi ousness of
life. Such people live am d human nature as if human nature were a
foreign country full of awful foreign custons. But, having reached
maturity, one ought surely to be ashaned of being a stranger in a
strange | and!

The study of cause and effect, while it | essens the painful ness of
life, adds to life's picturesqueness. The man to whom evolution is
but a nane | ooks at the sea as a grandi ose, nonot onous spect acl e,
whi ch he can witness in August for three shillings third-class
return. The man who is inbued with the idea of devel opnent, of
conti nuous cause and effect, perceives in the sea an el enent which
I n the day-before-yesterday of geol ogy was vapour, which yesterday
was boiling, and which to-nmorrow will inevitably be ice.

He perceives that a liquid is nmerely sonething on its way to be
solid, and he is penetrated by a sense of the trenendous, changef ul
pi cturesqueness of life. Nothing will afford a nore durable
satisfaction than the constantly cultivated appreciation of this.
It is the end of all science.

Cause and effect are to be found everywhere. Rents went up in
Shepherd's Bush. [t was painful and shocking that rents should go



up in Shepherd's Bush. But to a certain point we are all scientific
students of cause and effect, and there was not a clerk |unching at
a Lyons Restaurant who did not scientifically put two and two
together and see in the (once) Two-penny Tube the cause of an
excessive demand for wi gwans in Shepherd's Bush, and in the
excessi ve demand for w gwans the cause of the increase in the price
of w gwans.

"Sinple!'" you say, disdainfully. Everything--the whol e conpl ex
novenent of the universe--is as sinple as that--when you can
sufficiently put two and two together. And, ny dear sir, perhaps
you happen to be an estate agent's clerk, and you hate the arts, and
you want to foster your immortal soul, and you can't be interested

I N your business because it's so hundrum

Not hi ng i s hundrum

The trenendous, changeful picturesqueness of life is marvellously
shown in an estate agent's office. What! There was a bl ock of
traffic in Oxford Street; to avoid the bl ock people actually began
to travel under the cellars and drains, and the result was a rise of
rents in Shepherd's Bush! And you say that isn't picturesque!
Suppose you were to study, in this spirit, the property question in
London for an hour and a half every other evening. Whuld it not give
zest to your business, and transformyour whole life?

You woul d arrive at nore difficult problenms. And you would be able
to tell us why, as the natural result of cause and effect, the

| ongest straight street in London is about a yard and a half in

| ength, while the |ongest absolutely straight street in Paris
extends for mles. | think you will admt that in an estate agent's
clerk I have not chosen an exanple that specially favours ny

t heori es.

You are a bank clerk, and you have not read that breathless romance
(di sguised as a scientific study), Walter Bagehot's "Lonbard
Street"? Ah, ny dear sir, if you had begun with that, and foll owed
it up for ninety mnutes every other evening, how enthralling your
busi ness would be to you, and how nuch nore clearly you woul d

under stand human nat ure.

You are "penned in town," but you | ove excursions to the country and



t he observation of wild life--certainly a heart-enlarging diversion.
Wiy don't you wal k out of your house door, in your slippers, to the
nearest gas |lanp of a night wwth a butterfly net, and observe the
wld life of coormon and rare noths that is beating about it, and
co-ordi nate the knowl edge thus obtained and build a superstructure
on it, and at |ast get to know sonet hing about sonething?

You need not be devoted to the arts, not to literature, Iin order to
live fully.

The whole field of daily habit and scene is waiting to satisfy that
curiosity which neans |ife, and the satisfaction of which neans an
under st andi ng heart.

| prom sed to deal with your case, O man who hates art and
literature, and | have dealt with it. | now cone to the case of the
person, happily very common, who does "li ke reading."

Xl
SERI QUS READI NG

Novel s are excluded from "serious reading," so that the nan who,

bent on self-inprovenent, has been deciding to devote ninety m nutes
three tines a week to a conplete study of the works of Charles

Di ckens will be well advised to alter his plans. The reason i s not
t hat novels are not serious--sone of the great literature of the
world is in the formof prose fiction--the reason is that bad

novel s ought not to be read, and that good novels never demand any
appreci able nental application on the part of the reader. It is only
the bad parts of Meredith's novels that are difficult. A good novel
rushes you forward like a skiff down a stream and you arrive at the
end, perhaps breathl ess, but unexhausted. The best novels involve
the least strain. Nowin the cultivation of the mnd one of the
nost i nportant factors is precisely the feeling of strain, of
difficulty, of a task which one part of you is anxious to achieve
and anot her part of you is anxious to shirk; and that feeling

cannot be got in facing a novel. You do not set your teeth in order
to read "Anna Karenina." Therefore, though you should read novels,



you should not read themin those ninety m nutes.

| magi native poetry produces a far greater nental strain than novels.
|t produces probably the severest strain of any formof literature.

It is the highest formof literature. It yields the highest form of
pl easure, and teaches the highest formof wsdom |[In a word, there
is nothing to conpare with it. | say this with sad consci ousness of

the fact that the nmajority of people do not read poetry.

| am persuaded that nmany excellent persons, if they were confronted
with the alternatives of reading "Paradise Lost" and goi ng round
Traf al gar Square at noonday on their knees in sack-cloth, would
choose the ordeal of public ridicule. Still, I will never cease
advising ny friends and enemes to read poetry before anything.

| f poetry is what is called "a seal ed book" to you, begin by reading
Hazlitt's fanous essay on the nature of "poetry in general." It is
the best thing of its kind in English, and no one who has read it
can possibly be under the m sapprehension that poetry is a nedi aeval
torture, or a nmad el ephant, or a gun that wll go off by itself and

kill at forty paces. Indeed, it is difficult to inmagine the nental
state of the man who, after reading Hazlitt's essay, is not urgently
desi rous of reading sone poetry before his next neal. |f the essay

so inspires you | would suggest that you make a commencenent with
purely narrative poetry.

There is an infinitely finer English novel, witten by a woman, than
anything by George Eliot or the Brontes, or even Jane Austen, which
per haps you have not read. Its title is "Aurora Leigh," and its
author E.B. Browning. |t happens to be witten in verse, and to
contain a considerabl e anount of genuinely fine poetry. Decide to
read that book through, even if you die for it. Forget that it is
fine poetry. Read it sinply for the story and the social ideas. And
when you have done, ask yourself honestly whether you still dislike
poetry. | have known nore than one person to whom "Aurora Lei gh" has
been the neans of proving that in assum ng they hated poetry they
were entirely m staken.

O course, if, after Hazlitt, and such an experinent made in the
light of Hazlitt, you are finally assured that there is sonething in
you which is antagonistic to poetry, you nust be content with

hi story or philosophy. | shall regret it, yet not inconsol ably.



"The Decline and Fall" is not to be naned in the sane day with
"Paradi se Lost," but it is a vastly pretty thing; and Herbert
Spencer's "First Principles" sinply laughs at the clains of poetry
and refuses to be accepted as aught but the nost mjestic product of
any human mnd. | do not suggest that either of these works is
suitable for a tyro in nental strains. But | see no reason why any
man of average intelligence should not, after a year of continuous
reading, be fit to assault the suprene nasterpieces of history or
phi | osophy. The great conveni ence of nasterpieces is that they are
so astonishingly | ucid.

| suggest no particular work as a start. The attenpt woul d be
futile in the space of ny command. But | have two general
suggestions of a certain inportance. The first is to define the
direction and scope of your efforts. Choose a limted period, or a

limted subject, or a single author. Say to yourself: "I will know
sonet hi ng about the French Revolution, or the rise of railways, or
t he works of John Keats." And during a given period, to be settled

bef orehand, confine yourself to your choice. There is nuch pleasure
to be derived from being a specialist.

The second suggestion is to think as well as to read. | know peopl e
who read and read, and for all the good it does themthey m ght just
as well cut bread-and-butter. They take to reading as better nen
take to drink. They fly through the shires of literature on a
notor-car, their sole object being notion. They will tell you how
many books they have read in a year.

Unl ess you give at |least forty-five mnutes to careful, fatiguing
reflection (it is an awful bore at first) upon what you are reading,
your ninety mnutes of a night are chiefly wasted. This nmeans that
your pace wll be sl ow

Never m nd.
Forget the goal; think only of the surrounding country; and after a

peri od, perhaps when you | east expect it, you will suddenly find
yourself in a lovely town on a hill.

Xl



DANGERS TO AVA D

| cannot term nate these hints, often, | fear, too didactic and
abrupt, upon the full use of one's tinme to the great end of |iving
(as distinguished fromvegetating) without briefly referring to
certain dangers which lie in wait for the sincere aspirant towards
life. The first is the terrible danger of becom ng that nost odious
and | east supportable of persons--a prig. Now a prig is a pert
fell ow who gives hinself airs of superior wisdom A prigis a
ponpous fool who has gone out for a cerenonial wal k, and w t hout
knowing it has lost an inportant part of his attire, nanmely, his
sense of hunmour. A prig is a tedious individual who, having made a
di scovery, is so inpressed by his discovery that he is capable of
bei ng gravely displ eased because the entire world is not al so

| npressed by it. Unconsciously to becone a prig is an easy and a
fatal thing.

Hence, when one sets forth on the enterprise of using all one's
time, it is just as well to renenber that one's own tine, and not
ot her people's tinme, is the material with which one has to deal;
that the earth rolled on pretty confortably before one began to

bal ance a budget of the hours, and that it wll continue to roll on
pretty confortably whether or not one succeeds in one's new role of
chancel | or of the exchequer of tine. It is as well not to chatter
too much about what one is doing, and not to betray a too-pained
sadness at the spectacle of a whole world deliberately wasting so
many hours out of every day, and therefore never really living. It
w Il be found, ultimately, that in taking care of one's self one has
quite all one can do.

Anot her danger is the danger of being tied to a programme |ike a
slave to a chariot. One's programme nust not be allowed to run away
with one. It nust be respected, but it nust not be worshipped as a
fetish. A programme of daily enploy is not a religion.

This seens obvious. Yet | know nen whose lives are a burden to
t hensel ves and a distressing burden to their relatives and friends
S|nply because they have failed to appreciate the obvious. "On,
no," | have heard the martyred wife exclaim "Arthur always t akes
t he dog out for exercise at eight o' clock and he al ways begins to
read at a quarter to nine. So it's quite out of the question that



we should. . ." etc., etc. And the note of absolute finality in
that plaintive voice reveals the unsuspected and ridi cul ous tragedy
of a career.

On the other hand, a programme is a programme. And unless it is
treated with deference it ceases to be anything but a poor joke. To
treat one's programme with exactly the right anount of deference, to
live with not too nmuch and not too little elasticity, is scarcely
the sinple affair it may appear to the inexperienced.

And still another danger is the danger of devel oping a policy of
rush, of being gradually nore and nore obsessed by what one has to
do next. In this way one nay cone to exist as in a prison, and one's

life may cease to be one's own. One may take the dog out for a walk
at eight o' clock, and neditate the whole tine on the fact that one
must begin to read at a quarter to nine, and that one nust not be

| at e.

And the occasional deliberate breaking of one's programe w || not
help to nend matters. The evil springs not from persisting wthout
elasticity in what one has attenpted, but fromoriginally attenpting
too much, fromfilling one's programme till it runs over. The only
cure is to reconstitute the programme, and to attenpt |ess.

But the appetite for know edge grows by what it feeds on, and there
are nen who cone to like a constant breathless hurry of endeavour.
O themit may be said that a constant breathless hurry is better

t han an eternal doze.

In any case, if the programe exhibits a tendency to be oppressive,
and yet one wishes not to nodify it, an excellent palliative is to
pass W th exaggerated deliberation fromone portion of it to
another; for exanple, to spend five mnutes in perfect nental

qui escence between chaining up the St. Bernard and openi ng the book;
in other words, to waste five mnutes with the entire consci ousness
of wasting them

The | ast, and chi efest danger which | would indicate, is one to
which | have already referred--the risk of a failure at the
commencenent of the enterprise.

| nmust insist on it.



A failure at the commencenent may easily kill outright the newborn

| npul se towards a conplete vitality, and therefore every precaution
shoul d be observed to avoid it. The inpulse nust not be over-taxed.
Let the pace of the first |ap be even absurdly slow, but let it be
as regul ar as possi bl e.

And, having once decided to achieve a certain task, achieve it at
all costs of tediumand distaste. The gain in self-confidence of
havi ng acconplished a tiresone |abour is imense.

Finally, in choosing the first occupations of those evening hours,
be gui ded by not hi ng whatever but your taste and natural
i nclination.

It is a fine thing to be a wal king encycl opaedi a of phil osophy, but
i f you happen to have no |iking for philosophy, and to have a I|ike
for the natural history of street-cries, nuch better |eave

phi | osophy al one, and take to street-cries.



