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Professor Stuart B. Sherman, iting int e tlantio 

onthl7 not so very long ago on the subject of "The Point of 

View in American Criticism," makes this very helpful observa­

tion: he says there are ~hree distinct movements noticeable 

in American literature from e rly evolutionary days until 

our own time, and that these movements fol lo rather closely 

the attitude of the Amerio n people to ards dar.ocraoy. 

The firs_t movanent is that of the early republican, 

aristocratio, federalist group of ashington, Adams and 

Hamilton--a tradition that as grounded in the classical 

eighteenth oentur7. fhese men, you will recall, looked 1th 

distrust upon democracy. In tr iJJg the constitution they 

put every possible aheck and 

administration of government. e 

uard against direct popular 

ere afraid of the people. 

They believed in good government for the people but not so 

muoh government by the people. 

You 111 recall it as they ho insisted upon an 

electoral college, and ti.t senators should be elected by 

state legislatures instead ot b7 direct votes of the people, 

and so forth--an aristooratio tradition. However, the 

American Revolution as very much unlike the French Revolu­

tion which follo ed it some fifteen years later. The French 

Revolution as in every sense a popular uprising, a democrat­

io paseion--a social, politioal, eoonomio revolution. !he 

American Revolution was merely a struggle for independenoe. 

o, this attitude to ards de110orao7 refleoted 
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itself in the culture end in the literature of the da nd 

of the suooeeding generation. The literature of e Engl nd 

as very muoh like the literature of Old ngland. 

ton Irving, ~nd later on ebster. Longfello and 

aahing­

ittier 

ote in America; there as very little characteristic lly, 

uniquely merioan in their writing. 

tman. 

There as in alt 

low, ~itman represents the second move ant in 

.erioan literature. itman represents the period hen 

democraoy, real dmnooracy, as triumphant ; ~hen the old 

aristocratic traditions died in erioan politics. Professor 

Sherman olaime that this tradition received its death blow 

1th the election of Andre Jackson to the presidency of the 

United states--this fiery rou. h-rider from Tennessee. New 

standards ere established; the lo ders of the people ere no 

longer chosen from the ealthy and the refined and the 

cultured claasea--from the old families. A Lincoln as 

called from the log cabin in Illinois, and a Grant as taken 

from a tannery in Ohio. and a ark ain as tr.ken from a 

pilot house on the 1aaiesipp1. Demooraoy, real democraoy 

as triumphant • en hitherto unknown became industrial 

gDS\ tea ; men hitherto nnJrno ent out est and exploited a 
. 

continent and became po erful and ealth7, and a new t:vi>e of 

American evolved--po erfu.l, self-confident, self auffioient, 

strong; some at coarse, uncultured, unrefined, but tremen­

dously self-reliant and eelf-euffioient. 

Bo , that was the period of wri tars like Bret H&rte 



and Mark ain and Riley, ho glorified this type of an 

Amerioan, threw a glamour of romance about his life, and even 

scoffed at the decadent oultu.re of European peoples. 

Bo we are no entering, says this ri tar, definite­

ly a third period in merioan literature, as 1e are entering 

a third period in our attitude towards dooiocracy. There 

seems to be a general. revolt against this sort of idealiza-

tion and glorifioation of democraoy. Amerioa has become 

introapedti ve and aelf-analytioal; we are beginning to 

realize that prosperity and the full dinner pail do not 

al aye imply the full life, that bigness is not ~t gre~tness, 

that tall buildings do not take the place of high ideals. 

• e are beginning to discover a oertain drabness, a common­

placeness. a dreariness, a barrenne in American life, in 

spite of all the material wealth and the material comforts 

which are generously distributed among the one hundred 

millions of the people. 

nd so a ne group of wri tere has arisen, new 

voices are challenging the old illusion--men of the type ot 

asters, Dreiser, Hergesheimer, Lewis, Lewi~ohn and Hecht-­

men \Ibo question the selt-auftioieno7 and the completeness of 

American life. Bo to this ne age, this young group, belongs 

the author of the book bich e are to discuss this morning-­

Babbitt. Babbitt is not a book for the ages but is deoidedl7 

a book for this age. Babbittendeavors to reveal and lay 

bare the inner desolation beneath the surface and the sheen 

ot material prosperit7 in Amerioan lite. Babbitt is reall7 



not a book of fiction; it really does not tell a story; it 

has no plot. It is inore of an amazingly accurate journal­

istic record of the life and the doings and the concerns and 

the interests and the blind gropings of a man called Babbitt; 

who is. after all, the type of the average successful 

merioan business man hose name is legion. 

Babbitt lives in a ton called enith, a mid- eatern 

metropolis ot sane 350. 000 people. But "eni th may just as 

well be Columbus, Cincinnati, Cleveland or Chicago, and 

Babbitt may just as well be you or I. e thane ot Babbitt 

ia very much a continuation of the theme of ain Street, by 

tho same author-- 1th this deviation: Jain Street was built 

around a trontierstown--Gopher Prairie, you will recall--a 

smaJ.1 town having all the orudene of a small frontiereto n. 

~enith is an older oity that ha the comfort and some 

of the beauty hich Gopher Prairie did not have. The 

heroine of ain Street is a rebel. carol xennicott as one 

o tried to ohallmge Goll}ler Prairie; she tried to impose 

her ide 1 of the city beautiful upon this crude, primitive, 

hastily contrived ton called Gopher Prairie, and she as 

beaten dom; the meanness and the ooaraeneee and the dreari­

ness of the town defeated her ultim tely. 

But Babbitt is not a rebel at all. He believes in 

7enith; he worships Zenith; he is of the vcy substanoe and 

essenoe of Zeni th. He reverenoes the oit~ for its bigness, 

its hustle, its aohievements, its tall struoturea, its 

oomtorta, the nmnber of automobiles it has; he likes the 
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lite, he makes the life of ?.enith . And hen he does rebel, 

men, to ards the end, he begins to sense a certain desola­

tion, a oertain emptiness, a oertain frustration in hie lite, 

and he tries to out loose, to break away, to Ohallenge 

Zenith and all that it stands for, he finds that it does not 

pay--he oan' t do it. And so he hastily retreats to the 

oomfort ot oonformity and he"stay-s put." 

Bow, who 1s Babbitt? lhy, Babbitt is just a 

standardized product of our suooessful American bUBiness lite. 

I say he is standardized. He is very much like his neighbor, 

as mu.oh 11 e his neighbor as one machine is like another 

machine producing the same thing. He speaks as hia neighbor 

does and thinks as hie neighbor oes; the standards are the 

same, the interests are the likes and dislikes are 

the same; there is no originaU ty or imagination in him exoep t 

as he uses a certain originality and imagination in his 

bum.nese in oompeti tion with his neighbor. 

Babbitt is a standardized product. By birth he 

is a Republioan and by birth he is a Presbyterian, and he 

takes his poll tios and his religion from the elders of the 

Republican party and of the Presbyterian churoh--he does not 

kno wh7 1 but that is the thing to do. By affiliation he 

is an Elk,and a member of the Ch"11.ber of Commeroe,and the 

the Real Estate BOard, and the Boosters Club, and the 

Athletio Club. He is a member of the A thletio Club beoat1:1e 

ha oa.nnot belong to the Union Club. And so ha takes hia 

aooial, hie eoonomio, his political ~ie s from these groups. 
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They supply him not alone with hie viem but 1th his phrase­

ology, 1th hie speech. 1th his vocabulary. He is thorough­

ly standardized. 

I would not have you think that Babbitt is an 

illiterate person. He is not illiterate; but he ie not 

literate. Babbitt is a graduate of his state college here 

he gained a liberal education--whioh aa neither liberal nor 

a gain. Babbitt looks baok 1th a certain contentment upon 

his years at college. not for the isdom or the knowledge 

that he derived trom hie school days, but from the fact that 

hie degree gives him a certain standing in the community and 

perhaps helps him in his business. But Babbitt does not 

know why a correspondence course of some three months--an 

up-to-date, efficient correapo ce course, could not give 

ydu all the information that the four years of college filed 

to give him. But, after all, ~bat is an education for? All 

a man needs is • a good business English and the knack of 

being able to write a good ad and a letter that pulls, and 

that is all. Latin and Greek and high-brow literature are 

a aste of time. 

Babbitt likes books; he likes to read the books 

that are very evident and simple, that do not bother you too 

muah; the kind of books that a.1. aye end happily--where a poor 

boy becomes rich, you know. And Babbitt likes plays; not 

those high-brow plays that Dake you think, but the plays 

where graceful limbs take the place at thoughtful lines. nd 

Babbitt likes moving pioturea--that last resort of the tired 
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business man--he ' likes them, but especially those that • are 

built around bathing beaches. 

Bow the morals of Babbitt are not bad, but they 

are not good. Babbitt has no attractive virtues end he has 

no repellent vices. He has no ideals; he just baa a sort of 

a vague, undefined, hankering ~ter mat he calls good fellow­

ship, good will, good aportamanehip--the kind of phraseology 

that one pioks up at the Elks lodge meeting. He is average­

ly honest--;110 more and no lees. He ou.ld not steal but he 

ould not . be averse to _indirectly cheating the publio in a 

real estate deal if he could. There is no hard discipline 

-in his moral nakeup; it i~ just a certain flabbiness. By 

profession he oalls hitnaelf a r 

or, as the author puts it, 

people oan afford to pay. 

ltor; he sells real estat~. 

ell houses for more than 

Babbitt is a booster--that t11>e you meet at all 

these oivio organization meetings. He believes in his city; 

he believes that the ideal of 11:f is energy and hu.stle--what 

he oalls "pep"; people that do th1nga, --"he-men" as ho calla 

them. And he likes to address these boost ere' ga therin ; he 

shares the eakneea of the average American business man for 

epeeoh-making. There is hardly a country in the orld where 

merohants are so vooal and articulate as they are in the 

United St tea. And ultimately hie euooeeetul speech-making 

wins him the vioe-preeidenoy of the Booetersraesooiation. 

Babbitt has a lovely house, a standardized house-­

up-to-date in every sense; etandardi zed rooms, standardized 

_,_ 
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pioturea on the alls, standardized bath rooms, standardized 

plumbing; everything modern and complete--a house but not 

a home. It lacks the warmth &lld the rumpled intimacies of 

the real home; it is machine-like in its perfection, in its 

orderliness and in 1 ts efficiency. Babbitt has a car--every 

Babbitt has a car--and his oar supplies him with moat of his 

transportation. He al.so has a wife and three children. 

low, that is Babbitt--successful, competent, 

efficient, comfortable, ·well thought of, a leader among his 

clan; and yet there are moments when Babbitt feels terribly 

tired and dissatisfied, and he does not know why. There are 

moments rhen he tries to look beyond the rim and the circum­

stance of his busy days and there finds nothing. He begins 

to realize in those rare mo nts of reflection oh come to 

him how terribly mechanical l s life is in his meohariioal 

bueiness--al.ways trying to sell badly built houses to 

gullible people, doing the sane thing day after day and month 

after month and year after year, in drudgery, .... ere oven the 

passion tor making money sometimes loses its hold upon people. 

Hie apeeoh is meohanioal, hie thoughts are rneohan­

ioal, his reactions to life are meaha.nioaJ.., hia ver religion 

is meohanioal; hie church is full of oak and velvet, a 

beautiflll, arietooratio ohuroh, and ;yet a ohuroh ti.t ie out 

of oontaot with real life, and a religion which does not reaoh 

down and touoh the mainapringe of hie 11.fe--which does not 

move him or stir him or mould him rrr help him; a meohanioal 

life--meohanioal entertainments, meohanioal amusements, 
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meohanioal dinner parties, meohanioal conversations, over and 

over again--routine, endless, interminable, crushing. 

And Babbitt sometimes also realizes ho little 

companionship he has had in life. His ife is a ood fe 

and he haa been an average good husband, and yet he feels 

what little real comnmnion of soul there has been bet een him 

and hie wife, and wlBt little help he has been to hie 

children, how little in oommon the members of the family have. 

He is euoceasful and yet he onders hat auccese 

ie. In the early days of hie life he had certain ambitions. 

He anted to study law, to enter politios; he had ambitions 

of beooming some day a governor of the state. He felt the 

prompting to that profession. He married early in life and 

as drafted soon into this r al e tate business; he as 

sucoeaaful in it, but it as not hi first ambition, his 

first love, his first ideal that had been realized. And he 

soon finds that moat of his friends are 1n the e .e cate ory 

as he is. There is his friend Paul Riesling, ho anted to be 

an artist, a violinist-- ho Bllted to study musio and ~o is 

no selling roofs for oo sheds; and at one of the conventions 

of tho Booe tars he meets a man who is • selling ki tohenwar 

ho wanted to be a chemist; nd one day be meeta Chum Frink, 

a man who in the early days of his lite wanted to be a poet, 

who longed for it, but eoon sold himself as an associate to 

some of these oolumn writers in the newspapers am he turned 

out this quick lunoh poetry that you read every eveing in 

7ou:r newspapers; and he finds that most of the men about him 



Who seem to be auooeasful and proaperoua and ell to do have 

all gained suooees, but few have gained happiness bee use 

they have not realized the main qnbition of their lito; they 

followed the line of least resistance am chose success and 

lost happiness. 

And in his reveries--whioh are rare--and in his 

dreams and day dreams, Babbitt catchos visions of hat he 

calls his nfairy child"--a fairy child beautiful, a bit of 

poetry against the dross ba.al ground of his life; nd the 

fairy ohild is, after all, but the thing he might havo done, 

the man he might have been, the things he might hnvo seen-­

the romance of hie life Which aa crushed and starved by . . 

this passion of aoquieitivenesa: the beauty of his life and 

the poetry of his life that . r driven out by thic feverish 

craving for material auoceas. 

Bow .Babbitt tries to escape hen it is too late; he 

tries to eeaape from this orld ic h enslaves ... im. But he 

finds he 9anno t do it • He goes to the la.ino woods, onoe 1th 

his f:riand and again alone, to get in contact 1th clean, 

wholesome, retreebing nattµ-e, away from the bond.age and the 

oonvantionalitiee and the mechanism of hie life in Zenith; and 

he thinks that natur·e ill give him that hich he laoke. :But 

he soon finds that nature oan give onl;y to him who haa pre­

pared himaelf to receive the gifts of nature; 1 e finds that 

nature speaks the language hich, unless one trains his enra 

through a lifetime to u1deretand, remains forever ~nkrlown. 

Bature means nothing to him any mor , for the steel and th 
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oonorete and the artificiality, with hich hie hole lite 

had been -surrounded and hie whole thinking orld had been 

surrounded, have rendered him unable to reoei ve a revel.ation 

from God• e great outdoors. 

He finds that zenith ie in hie brain, am that is 

the traged7 of his life; he cannot get away from himseU. It 

is like the tragedy of old age: it is not the inkles in our 

foreheads but the wrinkles in our minds. And he tries to 

find not relaxation but excitement--in love affairs, hoping 

that some affair would eave him from the drear monotony of 

his lite; and it is also cheap and vulgar, tor Babbitt has 

not even the courage to sin bravely. He has not the grand 

passion to be a great sinner; he is not the grand lover; he 

is just a poor Presbyterian o s trying hard to be wicked. 

And than he tries riment with yet another 

form of emanoipation: he as going to be liberal. fb.ere aa 

a man 1n town--Seneca Doane,a radioal l&WJ9r-- o seemed to 

have so muoh of independanoe about him and so muoh of the 

relish and the jo7 • of doing the thing that one actually wants 

to c!o, and he was going to imitate Seneoa Doane, ha was going 

to be tree 1n hie vie a. There is a strike in the oity of 

zenith, and Bablitt tentativel7, 1n the midst of a conversa­

tion, throws out a sug stion ti.it perhaps the strikers are 

entitled to the right of tree assemblage; and at another 

time he mlDDblea some inarticulate rda about free apeeoh; 

and at yet another time he refuses to join an organisation 

ot good o1 tisens whioh 1s clearly oalled into exiatenoe to 

-11-



., 

-, 

• 

• 

• 

suppress the workingol.aeses in the oi ty- of ~eni th .. 

But Babbitt soon learns that it does not pay to 

break 1th one' a o lan. Thoy look upon his words and hie 

attitudes as treachery tv the clan, ae laok of loyalty, and 

they bea!n readily enough to show their die~prov&J., and 

Babbitt becomes timid and frightened. Babbitt has no o er-

po ering oonvictions; Babbitt has no strong ideals; Babbitt 

has not the stuff to make him a martJT; and eo 13abb1 tt very 

readily and quickly retreats to the fortress of contormi ty 

and stays put. 

·tha t is the story of Ba.bbi tt? ere is no story. 

hat is the climax? 

denouement i~ ·this book. 

are is no climax; there is no 

Babbitt just goes on after these 

pathetic attempts to ~r!Je hi el.£ ~r m himaelt; he goes on 

living his oomfortable, otandardi zed life in hie comfortable, 

standardised home, amidst his comfortable, stand rdized 

tamil7, in the circle of hie standardized olube and friends . 

for the rest of his life--oomfortable in a cage. 

There is just but one 1st flare-up of hie spirit, 

when, towards the close of the boo~, he a ya to hie on: 

"y boy, I've never done a single thing I've wanted to in Jn7 

hole life! I don't know as I've aooomplished anything 

exoept just get along. I figure out I've made about a 

quarter of an inoh out of a possible hundred rods • ell, 

maybe you'll oarry things on further. I don't know. But 

I do get a kind of sneaking pleasure out of the fact tmt you 

lcnew what you anted to do and did it. ( His boy eloped th a 
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girl.) ell, those folks in there (meaning hie mother and 

the parents of the girl) w111 • try to bully you, and tame you 

dom. Tell •em to go to the devil! I'll baok you. Take 

your factory job, if youwant to. Don't be soared of the 

family. Bo, nor all of ,enith. Nor of yourself, the ay 

I've been. Go ahead, old man! The orld is yours!" 

I think that fairly ell sums up the ideal of the 

man who was frustrated in these very things. i th the e tory 

of Babbitt goes a rapid fire, almost devastating, commentary 

on many of the :tads and the foibles of the American middle­

olasa. Had I time I ould read much that is decidedly orth 

While in the book. Perhaps one or t o short ara aphs may-

help you to oomplete the piotur hioh Le is tries to draw. 

He speaks about our P&.!Beion :tor oti 1 ty and industry and 

bustle and "pep." 

"As Babbitt approached the office he lked faster 

and faster, muttering, "Guess batter hustle." All about him 

the oi ty was hustling, tor hustling' a sake. en in motors 

were hustling to pass one another in the hustling traffic. 

Ken ere hustling to catch trolleys, 1th another trolley 

a minute behind, and to leap from the trolleys, to gallop 

aorosa the side alk, to hurl thsnselves into buildings, 

into hustling express elevators. cm in dairy lunches 

ere hustling to gulp dom the food which oooke had hustled 

to tey. llen in barber shops ere snapping, "Jua' ehaTe me 

onoe over. Gotta hustle." lien were feverishly getting rid 

of visitor■ in ottioea adorned th the sign■, "fhia Ia 7 
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Busy Da7" an~ "The Lord Created the Norld in Six Daye--YOu 

Can Tell all You Got to Say 1n Six :Minutes." en who made 

tive thousand year before last, and ten thousand last year, 

w·ere urging on nerve-yelping bodies and parched brains so 
' 

that they might make twenty thousand this year; and the men 

who had broken down immediatel7 atter making their t enty 

thousand dollars were hustling to catch trains, to hustle 

through the vacations which the hustling doctors had 

ordered." 

one is reminded of the story that r. Schwab told 

ot the dog he had. The flying express train would pass / 

through the oi ty every day and this dog ~ ould furiously bark 

and chase atter it, and abase ~er i!t and bark, and r. 

Sohwab aJ.wal'B wondered bat th 

attar he got it. 

ould do with the train 

And the hustle for what? And the rushing after 

what? Babbitt never asked himself that question except 

when it wae too late. 

And perhaps this ord, too, about society in 

~loral Heighta--which ia V(Jry much like our Cleveland Heights: 

In Floral Heights and the other prosperous section■ 

of zenith, eepeoiall:, in the "young married set," there were 

many women who had hothing to do • 1'hough they hacf: few 

servants, 19t with gas stoves, electric ranges and dish­

washers and vacuum olaaners, and tiled kitohen walls, their 

houses were eo oanvenient tha;t the:, had 11 ttle housework, and 

mu.oh of their food came from bakeries and delioateasena. 



fhey had but two, one, or no children; and despite the myth 

that the Great ar had made ork respectable, their husbands 

objected to their •wasting time and etting a lot of crank 

ideas• in unpaid social work, and still more to their causing 

a rumor, by eaming money, that they ere not adequately 

supported. They orked perhaps two hours a day, and the 

rest ot the time they ate chocolates, ent to the motion­

pioturea, want ndo ab.opping, ent in gossiping twos nd 

threes to oard parties, read magazines, thought timorously 

ot the lovers who never appeared, and accumulated a splendid 

restlessness hich they got rid of by nagging their husbams. 

The husbands nagged baak." 

That is a severe iridictment, is it not? I believe 
. 

that r. Lewis exaggerated. r bel eve that 1th an eye of 

the journalist he bas looked for t h ings that ou.ld help him 

in his indictment. I believe tnat Mr.. Lewis has not looked 

deep enough; I believe there is much of beauty -.bich he has 

overlooked, even 1n the life of the average successful 

American business man. 'lhere is real love there ia many 

instances, nd real friendship, and oftentimes re l sorrow 

and real traged7. There are humble, simple, beautiful 

virtues that brighten their lives am lend a great deal of 

obarm &ild color to their lives, hioh Lewis failed to 

peroei ve al together. 

AD4 19t I believe there is much in his charge that 

ia true. I believe the situation is not hopeless at aJ.l. 

Th• very faot that a book like in Streat coula. have two 
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million residents at. America's ain Street read· it is itself 

a sign that there seems to be a groping tor something better 

and finer, that there seems to be a discontent hioh augurs 

ell that Amerio& is no longer smugly oomplaoant to the 

perfection am oolDJ)letenesa, and the a1tnightJ11.ess and all­

goodness of its life to an all-permanent democracy; that we 

are beginning to realize, all of us--the Babbitts ot this 

land are beginning to realize that a full lite and a beauti­

ful lite is much more to be desired than a prosperous and a 

suooessfu.l lite. 

The American people was called upon during the last 

generation to dot o things. and it devoted itself exclusive­

ly am energetically to those t o things. B'irst, to build 

up a government, and then to xploit this great continent • 

e had to build from the bottom np; e had to build our 

institu.tions, organize our political, our ooioJ., our 

eoonomio, our industrial life. e bad to build cities that 

were not built, and plow tie1ds that era not plo ad, and 

build roads that had never been built. \ e did not co e to 

a civilization that as a thousand years old, tmt had 

traditions and had legacies and herit es of beauty. 11 tha'la 

we have e had to create by the a eat ot our body and our 

mind, and e did not have, e could not have, energy to spare 

tor the finer thinga--the things that give the aroma and the 

grandeur and the sweetness and the light of hllJl\811 lite. 

But e have come now to a point here e re 

economic 117 oompet ant, here e ar a suooesatu..l and 
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prosperous, and e shall now begin to forge ahead along the 

ways of the aaored paths of peace. e ah.all no devote the 

the gifts of the American people--and this people is as 

gifted as any other peopla--to art and to literature and to 

music, and to make a life more beautiful, more me ningfa.l. 

more liberal, than it bas been heretotore. 

These men are rendering a real service to the 

oause of the merican people by making us r eali■e this 

fundamental truth ( and this is my last ord this morning) : 

that happiness and contentment cannot be, and never has been, 

found in thinga--in oomtort, 1n luxury. Happine s is :t'ound 
• only 1n doing the thing that one wants to do and that one 

feels he ought to do, and in doi~ lt ell. Happiness 

oonsiste, first of all in do1 , in eing alive in every 

pore of our being, athr111 1th p:arpose--never routine, never 

standardized, never meohsziical; because that means decay, 

that means the habit no longer oalls upon us to exert 0111' 

thought, our irnagination--but aJ.•ys alert, always inquisitive, 

a aye seeking n heavens, ne earths, new horuons for the 

adventures ot our spirit i ceaselessly aspiring to do and then 

to do the things e ant to do. Dot the things hioh our 

1' miliea diotate to us, or our environment, or our city, or 

our alub, or our oaete, or our clan; hot to do the thing 

hioh e:xpedieno7 prompts us to do. but the thing we ant to 

do, the thing tor hioh our soul 19arna. 

First, to do that even at the sacrifice of 

material auoceaa--to do the things e ant to do 
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and to do the thinge we feel e ought to do. hen there is a 

moral purpose back of it, a sanctified ideal around it; and 

then in doing it well, whatever our task--merohant or 

profession or day laborer--whatever the task assigned to us 

b7 destiny and by Providence--to do that well; seeking ae 

the artist seeks, always to improve upon it, always to exoel 

our eel ves. To do it ell. That ie wh t gives happiness 

to lite, am that is hen life is never frustrated; that is 

when we will no longer seek for stupid excitements to tingle 

our tired, bored, orn-out, frazzled nerves. 

e eh.all find beauty in tbe simplest, the humblest, 

the most commonplace thing about us, round us every. here . 
. 

The meaning of life is tthin UB! 

--o--
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