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CHAPTER 1 LEO TOLSTOY

My Confession
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Although I regarded authorship as a waste of time, I continued to write dur-
ing those fifteen years. I had tasted of the seduction of authorship, of the
seduction of enormous monetary remunerations and applauses for my
insignificant labour, and so I submitted to it, as being a means for improving
my material condition and for stifling in my soul all questions about the
meaning of my life and life in general.

In my writings I advocated, what to me was the only truth, that it was
necessary to live in such a way as to derive the greatest comfort for oneself
and one’s family.

Thus I proceeded to live, but five years ago something very strange
began to happen with me: I was overcome by minutes at first of perplexity
and then of an arrest of life, as though I did not know how to live or what to
do, and I lost myself and was dejected. But that passed, and I continued to
live as before. Then those minutes of perplexity were repeated oftener and
oftener, and always in one and the same form. These arrests of life found their
expression in ever the same questions: “Why? Well, and then?”

© At first I thought that those were simply aimless, inappropriate ques-
tions. It seemed to me that that was all well known and that if [ ever wanted
to busy myself with their solution, it would not cost me much labour,—that
now I had no time to attend to them, but that if I wanted to I should find the
proper answers, But the questions began to repeat themselves oftener and
oftener, answers were demanded more and more persistently, and, like dots
that fall on the same spot, these questions, without any answers, thickened
into one black blotch.

There happened what happens with any person who falls ill with a mor-
talinternal disease. At first there appear insignificant symptoms of indisposi-
tion, to which the patient pays no attention; then these symptoms are
repeated more and more frequently and blend into one temporally indivisi-
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Ele suffering. The suffering keeps growing, and before the patient has had
ime tg look around, he becomes conscious that what he took for an indi
sition is the most significant thing in the world to him,—is death neeRe
i The.s_ame happened ‘w1th me. I understood that it was not a passing
lisposition, but something very important, and that, if the questions were
i(r):ng to repeat themselves, it would be necessary to find an answer for them
dI t‘rle.d to answer them. The questions seemed to be so foolish, simpl .
and childish. But the moment I touched them and tried to solve the£ ef

became convinced, in the first
; . place, that they were not childish and fooli
but very _lmport@nwiﬁaﬁmmi@ﬁﬁ?
no matter how much I might try, I should not be able to answer t}iémﬁ—ﬁeforé

g’:sﬂfdfr;lgl t?l tn?y lfijmara estate, to my son’s education, or tothe writingofa /7
ght to know why I'should do that. So long as I did not know whv, I
C’c_nlrllx_.l____gl_ﬁ_g\_o;_do anything. I could not live. Amidst my thoughts of farmiljlﬁ 2
;r (1)(;‘1 gﬁl Iil;shtz;:ldme very muclhkduring that time, there would suddenly pags: z
a question like this: “All right, you are going to have si L,
gllggsﬁgfl desy nas uf land in the Government of Samérf, an%i three hlili ¥
R tses,-— nP” And I completely lost my senses and did not know =
¥ b P , when I thought of the education of my children, I 3
sai myfself: ‘Why?” Or, reflecting on the manner in-which the T a'ss:es [s3
ht‘ ob.tam their-welfare, I suddenly said to myself: “What is thapfo me?”
r'r’;t inking pf the fame which my works would get me; said to miyself: ”AJ\II
ight, you Wﬂ} be more famous than Gégol, Pdshkin, Shakeéspeare, Moliére
and all the writers in the world,~—what ofit?” And I was absolutel ’unabl t ’
make any reply. The questions were not waiting, and I had to ansvger theni a?:
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= once; if I did not answer them, I could not live.
1 I felt that what I was standing on had given way, that [ had no founda-

tion to stand on, that that which I lived i
. nothisg ooty ived by no longer existed, and that I had

All that happened with me when T was on every side surrounded by

what is considered to be complete happiness. I had a good, loving, and

+», beloved wife, good children, and a large estate, which grew and increased

w.ithout any labour on my part. I was respect i
friends, more than ever befo;i, was praised If)y sifarl:gegya;cellgxiiﬁft ?r:d
Zelf-deceptlon, could consider my name famous. With all th’at I was .no};
eranged or mentally unsound,~on the contrary, I was in full cé)mmand f
my mental ax}d physical powers, such as I had rarely met with in people gf
my age: physically I could work in a field, mowing, without fallin I?Delﬁnd
¢ Ppeasant; n}entaﬂy L could work from eight to ten hours in successioi witho i
experiencing any consequences from the strain. And while in such c’ond't' .
. I arrlved.at the conclusion that I could not live, and, fearing death, I hald1 ?cn
use cunning against myself, in order that I might not take my life °
. This mental condition expressed itself to me in this form: my lh'fe is a stu-
Eld, mean trick played on me by somebody. Although I did not recognize thut
somebody” as having created me, the form of the conception that iome or?e

o
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had played a mean, stupid trick on me by bringing me into the world was the
most natural one that presented itself to me.

Involuntarily I imagined that there, somewhere, there was somebody
who was now having fun as he looked down upon me and saw me, who had
lived for thirty or forty years, learning, developing, growing in body and
mind, now that I had become strengthened in mind and had reached that
summit of life from which it lay all before me, standing as a complete fool on
that summit and seeing clearly that there was nothing in life and never would
be. And that was fun to him—

But whether there was or was not that somebody who made fun of me,
did not make it easier for me. I could not ascribe any sensible meaning to a
single act, or to my whole life. T was only surprised that [had not understood
that from the start. All that had long ago been known to everybody. Sooner or
later there would come diseases and death (they had come already}) to my
dear ones and to me, and there would be nothing left but stench and worms. -
All my affairs, no matter what they might be, would sooner or later be for-
gotten, and I myself should not exist. So why should I worry about all these
fiings? How could a man fail to see that and live,—that was surprising! A
person could live only so long as he was drunk; but the moment he sobered
up, he could not help seeing that all that was only Q'd’_ecqp‘tign;) and a stupid
deception at that! Really, there was nothing furmy and ingenious about it, but
only something cruel and stupid.

Long ago has been told the Eastern story about the traveller who in the
steppe is overtaken by an infuriated beast. Trying to save himself from the
animal, the traveller jumps into a waterless well, but at its bottom he sees a
dragon who opens his jaws in order to swallow him. And the unfortunate
man does not dare climb out, lest he perish from the infuriated beast, and
does not dare jump down to the bottom of the well, lest he be devoured by the
dragon, and so clutches the twig of a wild bush growing in a cleft of the well
and holds on to it. His hands grow weak and he feels that socn he shall have
to surrender to the peril which awaits him at either side; but he still holds on
and sees two mice, one white, the other black, in even measure making a cir-
cle around the main trunk of the bush to which he is clinging, and nibbling at
it on all sides. Now, at any moment, the bush will break and tear off, and he
will fall into the dragony’s jaws. The traveller sees that and knows that he will
inevitably perish; but while he is still clinging, he sees some drops of honey
hanging on the leaves of the bush, and so reaches out for them with his
tongue and licks the leaves. Just so T hold on to the branch of life, knowing
that the dragon of death is waiting inevitably for me, ready to tear me to
pieces, and I cannot understand why Lhave fallen on such suffering. And I try
to lick that honey which used to give me pleasure; but now it no longer gives
_me joy, and the white and the black mouse day and night nibble at fhe
branch to which I am holding on. I clearly see the dragon, and the honey is no
longer sweet to me. I see only the inevitable dragon and the mice, and am
unable to turn my glance away from them. That is not a fable, buta veritable,
indisputable, comprehensible truth.




The former deception of the pleasures of life, which stifled the /t“;error of ’

i ceives me. No matter how much one shouild say to
mef “You cannot understand the meaning of life, do not think, live!” f am
unable to do so, because I have been doing it too long before, Ngw f cannot
help seeing day and night, which run and lead me up to deathh. I see that
alone, because W. Everything else is a lie.

The two drops of honey that have longest turned my eyes & ay from the

cruel truth, the love of family and of gg@l;&hii), which I have called an art
are no longer sweet to me. ‘ ’
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clear horizons, but such in the direction of which there could be no house,
and between the darkness of the speculative sciences, where I sunk info a
deeper darkness, the farther I proceeded, and I convinced myself at last that
there was no way out and could not be.

By abandoning myself to the bright side of knowledge [ saw that I only
turned my eyes away from the question. No matter how enticing and clear
the horizons were that were disclosed to me, no matter how enticing it was to

- bury myself in the infinitude of this knowledge, I comprehended that these

sciences were the moTe cléar, the less I needed them, the less they answered

:\?::”“ “My family—" 1 sa_id to myself, “but my family, my wife and children,
" they_ are also human beings. They are in precisely the same condition that I
am in: they must either live in the lie or see the terrible truth. Why should
they live? Why should I love them, why guard, raise, and watch them? s it
for the same despair which is in me, or for dulness of perception? Since I love
/9 them, ivc“einnot conceal the truth from them,—every step in Eognition leads
them up to thistruth. And the truth is death.” T dtesyee
?Eﬁ//f “Art, poetry?” For a long time, under the influence of the success of
phuman praise, I tried to persuade myself that that was a thing which could be
. done, even though death should come and destroy everything, my deeds, as
g well as my memory of them; but soon | came to see that that, too, was a
deception. It was clear to me that art was an adornment of life, a decoy of life
I But life lost all its attractiveness fdﬁ?ﬁgtmlmmmexs? S(;
. long as [ did not live my own life, and a strange life bore me on its waves.; s0
[‘ 7 %ong as I believed that life had some sense, although 1 was not able to express
* it,—the reflections of life of every description in poetry and in the arts

my question.
“Well, I know,” I said to myself, “all which science wants so persistently

to know, but there is no answer to the question about the meaning of my life.”
But in the speculative sphere I saw that, in spite of the fact that the aim of the
knowle directed straight to the answer of my question, or because of
that fact, there could be o Gttier answer than what I was giving to myself: ‘
“What is the meaning of my life?”—“None.” Or, “What will come of my
life?”—“Nothing.” Or, “Why does everything which exists exist, and why do
I exist?”—"Because it exists.”

Putting the question to the one side of human knowledge, I received an
endless quantity of exact answers about what I did not ask: about the chemi-
cal composition of the stars, about the movement of the sun toward the con-
stellation of Hercules, about the origin of species and of man, about the forms
of infinitely small, imponderable particles of ether; but the answer in this
sphere of knowledge to my question what the meaning of my life was, was

*always: “You are what you call your life; you are a temporal, accidental con-
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afforded me pleasure, and I was delighted to look at life through this little
mirror of art; but when [ began to look for the meaning of life, when I experi-
enced the necessity of living myself, that little mirror became either useless
superfluous, and ridiculous, or painful to me. I could no longer console,
myself with what I saw in the mirror, namely, that my situation was stupid
and desperate. It was all right for me to rejoice so long as I believed in the

glomeration of particles. The interrelation, the change of these particles, pro-
duces in you that which you call life. This congeries will last for some time;
then the interaction of these particles will cease, and that which you call life
and all your questions will come to an end. You are an accidentally cohering
globule of something. The globule is fermenting. This fermentation the glob-
ule calls its life. The globule fails to pieces, and all fermentation and all ques-

tions will come to an end.” Thus the clear side of knowledge answers, and it ‘
cannot say anything else, if only it strictly follows its principles.

With such an answer it appears that the answer is not a reply to the ques-
tion. I want to know the meaning of my life, but the fact thatitisa particle of
the infinite not only gives it no meaning, but even destroys every possible
meaning,. "

7 Those obscure transactions, which this side of the experimental, exe&b
science has with speculation, when it says that the meaning of life consists in «
evolution and the codperation with this evolution, because of their obscurity
and inexactness cannot be regarded as answers.

The other side of knowledge, the speculative, so long as it sticks strictly
to its fundamental principles in giving a direct answer to the question, every- "
where and at all times has answered one and the same: “The world is some-
thing infinite and incomprehensible. Human life is an incomprehensible part
of this incomprehensible all. .. ."

depth of my soul that life had some sense. At that time the play of lights—of
the comical, the tragical, the touching, the beautiful, the terrible in life—
afforded me amusement. But when I knew that life was meaningless and ter-
rible, the play in the little mirror could no longer amuse me. No sweetness of
honey could be sweet to me, when I saw the dragon and the mice that were
nibbling down my support. . .. )

In my search after the question of life I experienced the same feeling
which a man who has lost his way in the forest may experience.

He comes to a clearing, climbs a tree, and clearly sees an unlimited space
before him; at the same time he sees that there are no houses there, and that
there can be none; he goes back to the forest, into the darkness, and he sees
darkness, and again there are no houses.

. Thus I blundered in this forest of human knowledge, between the clear-
ings of the mathematical and experimental sciences, which disclosed to me
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Ilived fora long time in this madness, which, not in words, but in deeds,
is particularly characteristic of us, the most liberal and learned of men. But,
thanks either to my strangé, physical love for the real working class, which
made me understand it and see that it is not so stupid as we suppose, or to the
sincerity of my conviction, which was that I could know nothing and that the
best that I could do was to hang myself,—I felt that if [ wanted to live and
understand the meaning of life, I ought naturally to look for it, not among
those who had lost the meaning of life and wanted to kill themselves, but
among those billions departed and living men who had been carrying their
own lives and ours upon their shoulders. And I looked around at the enor-
mous masses of deceased and living men,—not learned and wealthy, but
simple men.—and I saw something quite different. I saw that all these bil-
lions of men that lived or had lived, all, with rare exceplions, did not fit into
my subdivisions,' and that I could not recognize them as not understanding
the question, because they themselves put it and answered it with surprising
clearness. Nor could I recognize them as Epicureans, because their lives were
composed rather of privations and suffering than of enjoyment. Still less
could I recognize them as senselessly living out their meaningless lives,
because every act of theirs and death itself was explained by them. They
regarded it as the greatest evil to kill themselves. It appeared, then, that all
humanity was in possession of a knowledge of the meaning of life, which I
did not recognize and which I condemned. It turned out that rational knowl-
edge did not give any meaning to life, excluded life, while the meaning which
by billions of people, by all humanity, was ascribed to life was based on some
despised, false knowledge.

The rational knowledge in the person of the learned and the wise denied
the meaning of life, but the enormous masses of men, all humanity, recog-
nized this meaning ﬁ?ﬁirraﬁ%@lm.@gﬁéa§IMEfi'ff%iﬁéﬁéPkriowlééléé'
Wwas faith, the same that I could not help but reject. That was God as one and
three, the creation in six days, devils and angels, and all that which I could
not accept so long as I had not lost my senses.

My situation was a terrible one. I knew that 1 should not find anything
on the path of rational knowledge but the negation of life, and there, in faith,
nothing but the negation of reason, which was still more impossible than the

negation of life. From the rational knowledge it followed that life was an evil 3 *-

and men knew it,—it depended on men whether they should cease living,
and yet they lived and continued to live, and I myself lived, though I had
known long ago that life was meaningless and an evil. From faith it followed

that, in order to understand life, | must renounce reason, for which alone a]

meaning was needed.

. _ ey
There resulted a contradiction, from which there were two ways out: D3¢ £

either what I called rational was not so rational as I had thought; or that
which to me appeared irrational was not so irrational as [ had thought, And [
began to verify the train of thoughts of my rational knowledge.

In verifying the train of thoughts of my rational knowledge, I found that
it was quite correct. The deduction that life was nothing was inevitable: but I

|
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saw a mistake. The mistake was that I had not reasoned in conlforrf}ity W1_th

the question put by me. The question was, "Y&LShﬁﬁl_djlﬂg? that is,

“What real, indestructible essence will come from my p ‘a{ltasmal, dfstructllw

ble life? What meaning has my finite existence in this infinite world?” And in )

order to answer this question, I studied life. .

The solutions of all possible questions of life_apparently .could not.sat}sfy
me, because my question, no matter how simple it appeared In ’Fhfe beg1mg,
included the necessity of explaining the finite through the Il’lf]Il\fltt!% a dﬂwce
versa. & e ot af o et

1asked, “What is the extra-temporal, extra-causal, extra-spatial meaning
of life?” But I gave an answer to the question, “What is the temporal, capsgli )
spatial meaning of my life?” The result was that after a long labour of min

“None.” ‘
answérﬁgz Eﬂections I constantly equated, nor could T do otherwise, the
finite with the finite, the infinite with the infinite, and so from tlr}at resultfed
precisely what had to result: force was force, matter was .matter, will was will,
infinity was infinity, nothing was nothing,—and nothing else could come
it.
fromThere happened something like what at times takes place in ma_them.at-
ics: you think you are solving an equation, when you have only an 1den’2ty.
The reasoning is correct, but you receive as a re_sult_the answer:4=4, or x = X,
or 0 = 0. The same happened with my reflection in respect to the question
about the meaning of my life. The answers given by all science to that ques-
ion are only identities. _

) " Indeed)j the strictly scientific knowledge, th:at kru?wledge which, as
Descartes did, begins with a full doubt in everything, rejects all knowledge
which has been taken on trust, and builds everything anew on the laws _of
reason and experience, cannot give any other answer to the question of life .
than what I received,—an indefinite answer. It only seemed to m‘n‘a a‘t first that
science gave me a positive answer,—Schopenhauer’s answer: “Life has no |
meaning, it is an evil.” But when I analyzed the matter, I saw that the answer 4

was not a positive one, but that it was only my feeling which expressed it as -

~

“such. The answer, strictly expressed, as it is expressed by the Brahrp.ins, .by
'Solomo r{%ﬁchopenhauer, is only an indefinite answer, or an identity,

fife is nothing. Thus the philosophical knowledge does not negate any-
only answers that the question cannot be solved by it, that for phi-
ution remains insoluble.
OSO%(:E? zgiv that, I understood that it was not right for me to 1001‘< for an
answer to my question in rational knowledge, and that the answer glve_x; };y
“ . rational knowledge was only an indication that the answer m1ght be got if the
“wmw) question were differently put, but only when into the dlscuss1.0r.1 of the ques-
tion should be introduced the question of the relation of the finite to the‘ nfi-
£ nite. I also understood that, no matter how irrational And monstrou.s the
\{ answers might be that faith gave, they had.this adve'm age tha.t they in| TO-
\&L ~ duced into each answer the relation of the finite to the infinite, without which
L% rere could be no answer.
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No matter how I may put the question, “How must T live?” the answer
is, “According fo God’s law.” “What real result will there be from nuy life?”—
“Eternal tormjent or eternal bliss.” “What is the meaning which is not

destroyed by death?”—"The union with infinite God, paradise.”

Thug,outsidp the rational knowledge, which had to me appeared as the
only onerlwas inevitably led to recognize that all living humanity had a cet-
tain other irrational knowledge, faith, which made it possible to live.

All the irrationality of faith remained the same for me, but I could not
help recognizing that it alone gave to humanity answers to the questions of
life, and, in consequence of them, the possibility of living.

The rational knowledge brought me to the recognition that life was
meaningless,—my life stopped, and I wanted to destroy myself. When I
looked around at people, at all humanity, I saw that people lived and asserted
that they knew the meaning of life. I looked back at myself: I lived so long as
I knew the meaning of life. As to other people, so even to me, did faith give
the meaning of life and the possibility of living.

Looking again at the people of other countries, contemporaries of mine
and those passed away, I saw again the same. Where life had been, there faith,
ever since humanity had existed, had given the possibility of living, and the
chief features of faith were everywhere one and the same.

No matter what answers fgj__thwmay..give,__‘itg“every answer gives to the
finite existence of man gf[e""éense of the infinitwe“,‘“—'ya sense which is not

N

destroyed by suffering, privation, and death; " Consequently in faith alone
could we find the meaning and possibility of life. What, then, was faith? I
understood that faith was not merely an evidence of things not seen, and so
forth, not revelation (that is only, the description of one of the symptoms of
faith), not the relation of man t AR {faith has to be defined, and then God,
and not first God, and faith through him), not merely an agreement with
what a man was told, as faith was generally understood,—that faith was the

knowledge of the meaning of human life, in consequence of which mian did
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oo Dot destroy himself, but lived. Faith is the power of life. If a man lives he

beliey hing. If he did not believe that he ought to live for some pur-
pose, he would not live. If he does not see and understand the phantasm of
e finife, he believes in that finite; if he understands the phantasm of the
finite, e must believe in the infinite. Without faith one cannot live. . . .

order that 4l humani ay be able to live, in order that they may
tinue living, giving a meaning to life, they, those billions, must have
nother, a real knowledge of faith, for not the fact that I, with Solomon and
Schopenhauer, did not kill myself convinced me of the existence of faith, but
that these billions had lived and had borne us, me and Solomon, on the waves
of life.
Then I began to cultivate the acquaintance of the believers from among
the poor, the simple and unlettered folk, of pilgrims, monks, dissenters, peas-
ants. The doctrine of these people from among the masses was also the Chris-
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tian doctrine that the quasi-believers of our circle professed. With the Chris-
tian fruths were also mixed in very many superstitions, but there was this
difference: the superstitions of our circle were quite unnecessary to them,
had no connection with their lives, were only a kind of an Epicurean amuse-
ment, while the superstitions of the believers from among the labouring
classes were to suchvan extent blended with their life that it would have been
impossible to imagine it without these superstitions,~it was a necessary
condition of that life. I began to examine closely the lives and beliefs of these
people, and the more I examined them, the more did I become convinced
that they had the real faith, that their faith was necessary for them, and that
Jt alone gave them a meaning and possibility of life. In contradistinction to
what I saw in our circle, where life without faith was possible, and where
hardly one in a thousand professed to be a believer, among them there was
hardly one in a thousand who was not a believer. In contradistinction to what
I saw in our circle, where all life passed in idleness, amusements, and tedium
of life, I saw that the whole life of these people was passed in hard work, and
that they were satisfied with life. In contradistinction to the people of our cir-
cle, who struggled and murmured against fate because of their privations
and their suffering, these people accepted diseases and sorrows without any
perplexity or opposition, but with the calm and firm conviction that it was all
for good. In contradistinction to the fact that the more intelligent we are, the
less do we understand the meaning of life and the more do we see a kind of a
bad joke in our suffering and death, these people live, suffer, and approach

death, and suffer in peace and more.often.in joy. In contradistinction to the ™~

fact thata calm death, a death without terror or despair, is the greatest excep-
tion in our circle, a restless, insubmissive, joyless death is one of the greatest
exceptions among the masses. And of such people, who are deprived of
everything which for Sclomon and for me constitutes the only good of life,
and who withal experience the greatest happiness, there is an enormous
number. I cast a broader glance about me. I examined the life of past and pres-
ent vast masses of men, and I saw people who in like manner had understood
the meaning of life, who had known how to live and die, not two, not three,
not ten, but hundreds, thousands, millions. All of them, infinitely diversified
as to habits, intellect, culture, situation, all equally and quite contrary to my
ignorance knew the meaning of life and of death, worked calmly, bore priva-
tions and suffering, lived and died, seeing in that not vanity, but good.
I'began to love those people. The more I penetrated into their life, the life
of the men now living, and the life of men departed, of whom [ had read and
heéard, the more did 1 love them, and the easier it became for me to live. Thus
Ilived for about two years, and within me took place a transformation, which
had long been working within me, and the germ of which had always been in
me. What happened with me was that the life of our circle,—of the rich and
the learned,—not only disgusted me, but even lost all its meaning. All our
acts, reflections, sciences, arts,—all that appeared to me in a new light. I saw
that all that was mere pampering of the appetites, and that no meaning could
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be found in it; but the life of all the working masses, of all humanity, which
created life, presented itself to me in its real significance. I saw that that was
life itself and that the meaning given to this life was truth, and I accepted it.

NOTES

1. In a passage omitted here, Tolstoy characterized four attitudes that people have
toward life: living in ignorance of the problem of the meaning of life; ignoring it and
trying to attain as much pleasure as possible; admitting that life is meaningless and
committing suicide; admitting that life is meaningless but continuing to live aim-
lessly. (Ed.)

CHAPTER 2 DAVID F. SWENSON

The Dignity of
Human Life

e———
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Man lives forward, but he thinks backward. As an active being, his task is to
press forward to the things that are before, toward the goal where is the prize
of the high calling. But as a thinking, active being, his forward movement is
conditioned by a retrospect. If there were no past for a man, there could be no
future; and if there were no future and no past, but only such an immersion
in the present as is characteristic of the brute which perisheth, then there
would be nothing eternal in human life, and everything distinctively and
essentially human would disappear from our existence.

As a preparation for an existence in the present, the youth of a nation are
trained in various skills and along devious lines, according to their capacities
and circumstances, for the parts they are to play in existence; their natural tal-
ents are developed, some by extended periods of intellectual training, others
for participation in various forms of business or technical training; but what-
ever be the ultimate end of the training, its purpose is to develop those latent
powers they possess which will eventually prove of benefit to themselves or
to others. But, in addition to this, which we may call a preparation for the
external life, a something else is urgently needed, a something so fundamen-
tally important that in its absence every other form of preparation is revealed
as imperfect and incomplete, even ineffective and futile.

This so particularly indispensable something is a view of life, and a view
of life is not acquired as a direct and immediate result of a course of study, the
reading of books, or a communication of results. It is wholly a product of the
individual’s own knowledge of himself as an individual, of his individual
capabilities and aspirations. A view of life is a principle of living, a spirit and
an attitude capable of maintaining its unity and identity with itself in all of
life’s complexities and varying vicissitudes; and yet also capable of being
declined, to use the terminology of the grammatical sciences, in all the infi-
nite variety of cases that the language of life affords. Without this preparation
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