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The Autobiography. of a Happy Man

to be compared with this one. I was a
well-trained fighter. I had had more than
thirty years of hard, steady battling. But
now I thought that I was lost. didn't
have much fight left in me. I was totter-
ing there in the arena of Life, groggy,
weak and spent with the buffeting of 1r-
resistible forces.

Six months before my wife died, 1 had
lost my father. It was he who, by train-
ing and example, had taught me how to
face life gamely. Always, throughout my
boyhood, youth, manhood, I had felt him
near me, a steadying presence. But now he
was gone, and Helen was gone, and I was
ready to quit.

Now when a man is fighting and he ad-
mits even for an instant that he's beaten,
he s beaten. I went down under this blow,
and I didn’t want to get up again. I wanted
to be counted out and be through with every-
thing. But then I thought of my eleven-
month-old son, and how much he would
need me, and I knew that I simply had to
get up and, if incapable of fighting, at least
hang on in desperation.

I hung on. And slowly my head cleared.
I questioned myself: Who or what am I
fighting now? What is the name of this
monster I will have to lick before I can ever
be a happy man again? It isn’t Shame, that
ogre of my youth. I have already cut off
his three heads and hacked off his lashing
tail, and this is no return match with him.

Then, in a flash, I found the answer. Self-
pity! I was sorry for myself. I was giv-
ing way to a sense of injustice. I was cry-
ing, “Why must I bear so many burdens?”
I was crying, “Why have I so much more
to bear than other people?” And this latter
cry was the voice of Envy.

Self-pity and Envy. Two more bitter
foes which, together with Shame, are the
destroyers of human happiness. It was a
rough and tumble battle I had with them,
and I have won it. But for that frightful
round when I admitted defeat, when I for-
got to ride with the blows to lessen their
power, I paid the penalty.

My mind having finally resolved to live,
my body kept on wanting to die. That was
very foolish of my body, but there was not
fmuch to do about it except to prevent my
body from carrying its folly to extremes. I
was told that I had Diabetes; and though it
couldn’t be cured, it could be controlled.
With constant care, my doctors told me,
there was no reason why I should not be
able to live out my allotted span of life.

I left the hospital with food chaits, a
scale with measurements in grams, a list of
warnings and instructions, a bottle of pre-
cious Insulin and a nice, bright, shining

hypodermic syringe and needle as the weap-

ons for the new and everlasting fight.

I went home—but I must not forget to
mention here that I no longer had a home
of my own. For nearly two years I had not
been able to write; and when my pen is
stalled, my income is ended. My savings
were entirely dissipated, for there is an
enormous tax on illness and death.

So I found it expedient to give up my

home and, together with my son, live with
one of my sisters whose husband had re-
t;ently lost a considerable fortune and was
impoverished. One rent instead of two, one
gas and light—but that story is trite these
days.
Anyway, I left the hospital facing a new
sort of existence, a life of caution, of test
tubes, of food doled out by the gram. Life
drawn daily out of little bottles. And praise
be to the contents of those little bottles that
permit me to live and enjoy the bounties of
the world!

(Continued erm page 8)
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NOW I have a purpose in writing this
brief autobiography, and that purpose is not
to make my reader tap the roof qf his
mouth with his tongue in that well-known
expression of sympathy. I want to write
about happiness, and I have told my story
as one presents credentials to qualify as an
authority.

I have due respect for the lexicographer
who defined the word “Happy,” but you can
readily understand my feeling of justifica-
tion in disagreeing with him. If proof is
needed that the definition is incorrect, I am
its living refutation. .

To believe that happiness is dependent
upon good fortune, luck, prosperity, and that
to enjoy it one must have sunk into the
stagnant pool of contentment, is to condemn
oneself to a life of unhappiness. Yet that’is
what the dictionary teaches and everyone
has learned by rote. That is why Happi-
ness is thought of as something elusive,
symbolized by a fleeting Bluebird too evan-
escent to be trapped. The first step tqward
real happiness is the general overhauling of
that misleading definition. .

I have pointed out that such unhappiness
as I have experienced has not been attribut-
able directly to my afflictions. I have placed
the blame where it belongs—on the by-
products of those afflictions: Shame, Envy,
Self-pity. Poor people are not unhappy be-
cause they are poor, but because they are
less rich than others. They “reason”: If
happiness is prosperity, I cannot be. happy
since I am not prosperous. But some others
are prosperous; therefore they are happy;
and I envy them their happiness. Cripples
do not grieve because they are deformed
and walk lamely and haltingly, but because
they are ashamed of their departure from
the normal, they envy the _normal,_ and
suffer from a sense of injustice. It is so
with all the joyless ones who blame their
misfortunes for their unhaopy state. Their
cry has always been, “Why has this hap-
pened to me?” and that is the cry of un-
happiness. .

For myself, except for the mental stimu-
lation derived from philosophy and meta-
physics, I would leave that question alone.
Suffice it to say that there are affiictions,
shaken haphazardly out of a saltcellar, as it
were; and I was unusually well salted. But

facing the facts squarely, assimilating real--

ism as one must to think clearly, what hap-
pens to the many afflictions of mine after
Shame, Envy and Self-pity have been
destroyed? . i

Let us take them, like so many watches,
and remove the cases to watch the wheels
go round.

But at the start, I want to warn you that
I am not, in the generally accepted sense of
the word, an Optimist. To see the intricate
machinery of a watch you need a crystal-
clear magnifying glass. Through rose-
colored glasses you couldn’t distinguish a
main spring from a plate of spaghetti.

As you can readily believe, I have been
talked to by many Optimists during my life.
But all the time they were telling me how
thankful I should be that I wasn’t totally
paralyzed, I could see that they were thank-
ing God that they weren’t Qaral,vzed at all!

No: I'm not an Optimist. I'm not a
Pessimist. I am a Pragmatist, which means
that I believe that it is the consequences of
an event and not the event itself that mat-
ters. I believe that the events of my life are
responsible for what I think; that, there-
fore, I am a happy man because of, and not
in spite of, my afffictions. It does not neces-
sarily follow that if I had not been afflicted

I would now be unhappy. So I cannot rise
and give an Optimist’s three rousing cheers
for my afflictions. I can only say, such,
and such were the events; tlis 1s what they
taught me to believe; and I am the man-
these events and beliefs have made of me.

A%

IN OUR house we have a small stool.
After some usage, a leg came loose and I
fixed it with glue and a nail. One by one
the other three legs broke down, and I re-
paired them also. Now that stool is sturdier
and stronger than it was when it was new.
It isn't as pretty to look at; its paint is
cracked where the nails were driven. But
it is very strong. -

If that stool could think, it would think in
one of two ways. Perhaps it would despair
for its erstwhile lovely paint, -and grieve
because it was not so good to look at as
some other stool. Or perhaps it would be
very proud of its strength, and thrill to the
thought of what hardships it had withstood
and could yet withstand and exult in the
fact that it was still fulfilling its destiny as
a stool.

When I look back over this strange life
of mine, one thought stands out to place in
shadow all memories of pain, sorrow and
despair : I am undefeated. Whenever it has -
been necessary to fight, I have fought to
the very limit of my powers; and in that
fight I found strength to fight again.

And what, on each occasion, was I fight-
ing for? Adaptation. That is the funda-
mental law of life, and in it lies the law of
all happiness. Adaptation. The expedient
of species that did not die out through the
ages. When in all the world there were
only creatures that lived in the water, and
the water dried up, that was a catastrophe
for lungless life. It was its affliction. But
some of these creatures would not give in
to affliction; they fought; they developed
lungs with which to breathe air and legs
with which to propel themselves on the:
earth; they adapted themselves to a new’
environment; they gained a new strength
through struggle and hardship; they became
what we call “higher” than fishes. And
that, I believe is a picture of happiness.

There may be some to whom this picture
does not appeal. Fight, fight, fight] But
that is the inexorable law of Nature—to
fight and fight and fight. And when human
beings grow too “happy”—in the dictionary
sense of the word—and feel themselves to
be favored by fortune and lucky and very
prosperous, they turn upon other “happy”
human beings and seek to destroy them.
For myself, I have been so busy at my kind
of fighting that I have had no time to hate
or fight my fellowman.

AND anyway, speaking practically, this
matter of adaptation or adjustment is not so
grim an affair as you may think. I have a
great deal of genuine pleasure out of it. It
was good fun to learn to walk, even though
it was a foregone conclusion that I could
never walk perfectly normally no matter
how well I did. But how mawmy men, for
pleasure’s sake, practice for hours and
hours on the golf course, even though it is
a foregone conclusion that they will never
break ninety in their lives? And they blis-
ter their hands, and their bodies ache;
but they don’t mind that pain very much
because they are fighting for adaptation, to
make the most of themselves in that par-
ticular environment.

Adaptation has become as a game to me.

(Continued on page 34)
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seemed. Then he heard, far away, another
sound. It was the spectators shouting. He
turned his head, and there was Windem
Bang, on the very spot where he himself
had passed ten seconds before, tense as
steel, as moveless as a stone.

There could be no mistaking what that
panther crouch of the big pointer meant.
From his eager lifted muzzle, to his stiff
and lancelike tail, every line of him said:
“Birds |”

Dumb-Bell’s heart was bitter within him
as he whirled and acknowledged his rival’s
find with an honor point.

“Missed ’em!” burst out a pointer man.
“Missed ’em clean! There’s your setter
champion for you! Oh, mama! Did you
see that Bang dog nail ’em?”

“He—he didn't d-do very well that time,
did he, Jim?” said the mistress of Brook-
field, as their buckboard swayed and
bounded toward the pointing dogs.
“No,” said Gregory. “I don’t understand

It may be a false point.”

But it wasn’t a false point. Emmett Fry
flushed a mighty bevy of prairie chickens
thirty feet ahead of Windem Bang. They
rose like one bird, and sailed off in stately
flight to scatter in the stubble nearly a mile
away.

it.

The man on the roan horse kept his eyes|[es

on the two champions. Neither moved.

“Send them on, gentlemen!” he called to
the handlers. “We'll follow this covey up.
We'll let them work on singles for a
while.”

Then followed a terrible half-hour for
Dumb-Bell. In the race to the scattered
covey he was beaten, and he saw the pointer
make a smashing find two hundred feet
ahead of him. Once more he came to an
honor point. - Once more a yell of delight
went up from those who favored Windem
Bang. Once more the setter men looked
at each other and were silent.

And now it was a race among a scat-
tered covey at top speed, for champions
must catch the faint scent of a lone bird
while going like a rocket; and this takes
nose, and nose, and nose, fine as a hair and
certain as a compass. . . . . Dumb-Bell's
was hot with fever.

So he drove his aching body along, while
Emmett Fry called, “Point, Judge!” again
and again, as his dog cut down the singles
with swift precision.

For Dumb-Bell the wind was a blank.
Had he slowed down he might have read
it, but he was a champion, and he must
make his points high-headed and like a
flash of lightning, or not at all. He
worked in a frenzy, his sides heaving, his
eyes shot with blood, only to honor Win-
dem Bang, who was going faster than he,
and with a razor nose.

“Why, Pete!” said Chuck Sellers at last
in wide amazement. “They’re goin’ to
beat us!”

; Peter turned to him with a set and stony
ace.

“Beat us!” “An’ why wouldn’t they
beat us? ’E ’asn’t no more nose than I
'ave! I knowed it last night, an’ I let Bill
talk me out of it! ’'E’s a sick dog! An’
we're tryin’ to beat the best pointer that
ever lived, with ’im. I ain’t a trainer, I'm
a bum! An’ Bill! They'd ought
to shoot “im! ’e’s sick this minute!” He
turned his horse and galloped back to the
master of Brookfield.

“’Ave him took wup, sir!” he said.
“'E's off—away off—’e ain’t got nothin’.
’Ave him took up!”

The master of Brookfield hesitated.

“It won't do, Peter,” he said finally.
“We should have known that before they
started.”

“I knowed it!” said Peter. “I knowed
it last night. I'm a big slob—beggin’ your
pardon—I1 ain’t fit to ’andle ’untin’ dogs.
let alone “im! You can fire me to morrow,

(Continued on page 36)
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ss-Word Puzzle

By Richard Hoadley Tingley

After you havo done tho puzzle, chock your

] 2 (3 |4 |S 6 |7 8 |9 12 N3 4 15
le 17
19 20
22 23 (24 25 Z7
238 29 B30 3l 32 33
= 36 37 38
43 44 45 146 |47
50 51 52
53 @ 54 55 @ 56 57 58
59 60 ol 62 63 €4
€5 66 €7 60 69
70 71 72 73
74 7576 77 78 79 _%_ 3
84 % 85 86 87 88 89
So =] 92 93 24195
o6 97 95
99 loo lol
58—Leguminous 2—Cut or shaved 46—Crown
Across 59—Loiter the surface = 47—High tempera-
I_ExDended . 61—H i.S toric pe- 3—French public - tures
6—J e;;ee]“ Ifizgnd in 63—M$s(:di> ecions s warehouse g?—(ng:rgal grass
11—Begin 65—Danger 5 are 55:Am-
i P The three spot nimals ap-
1 Bertoota of 5, O/ Fartly, ntoxi- ¢ fohabitant  of pendage
Asia 69—Endures under city of the 57—Low ground
18—Toil use leaning tower between hills
19—Angry 70—Fine stream, as 7—Ask earnestly ~ 00—British island
20—Bend the body of water 8—Commotion group in S.
21—Genus of the 72—Strike off short ~ 9—FPublic distur- Pacific
Americanaloe 73— Wager bance 62—Blemish
22—Vim (colog.) 74—Pertaining to 10—Breast of a coat 0%—Price
23—Measure of marriage 11—Defamation 66—Missives
‘duration 78—Narrow band  12—Flap 68—Glitter
25—Aquatic fowl of woven work  13—Diminish 71—Philippine na-
allied to the 80—Engrave by 14—Wanderer tive farmer
gull acid 15—Woodland 73—Ask in charity
27—Small eminence  84—Collection of plants 74—One of the 12
28—Garden spot anecdotes 24—Imponderable months
30—Units 85—Laid hold of space of 75-—~Imbecile
32—Portable’ 87 _Tatters time 76—East Indian
frames with  89_Money of the 26—Sped ~ queen
: 34—Besz::350f wheat ES;’{:’ sday 29—Ancient capital 77—British noble-
36—European 90—Cleanse with 31 SlOfdJ apan men .
mountain clean water —Slender 79—Mixture of
38—Born 02— Smokes 33—Defunct flour and
39—Frighten 94— Artificial g;_ é part of to be water
42—Elevated sup- waterway —untreaty 81—Denoting the
port for the 96—Pure --- 39—Skin of the quality of
foot 97—Distributed 40_L.h§ad . tone
44—Western farm 98— A stonish ight water- 82—Fad
48—AfMfiction of the  99—Hinder parts craft 83—Drags by force
nose '100—Debauch 41—Perfume ex- 86—Retain
50—Animal food 101—Stories tracted from 88—Begone!
52—Venture flowers 91—Salt
53—Emmet Down 42—Brief 93—Auricle
54—An ait l1-Sweeping 43—Late 95—Ancient wine
56—Very dry stroke orblow  45—Backs of necks vessel
with the solution on pago 36
















































