

[image: ]




Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.




    [image: ]


      [image: title page of the print book]

  
    About the Authors

    

    Brett McKay is a man. Kate McKay loves manly men. Together, these partners in crime run Art of Manliness.com, one of the largest men’s websites on the Internet. They are also the authors of The Art of Manliness: Classic Skills and Manners for the Modern Man. The husband and wife team resides in Tulsa, Oklahoma, with their son Gus.

    

    
Dedication

[image: ] To Gus [image: ]


    [image: ]


    INTRODUCTION

    

    In our first book, The Art of Manliness: Classic Skills and Manners for the Modern Man, we presented men with a manual that largely focused on the how-tos, the important skill sets of well-rounded manliness. The book served as a handbook of practical, manly know-how.

    But the other—and even more important—side of manliness is the mindset, the cultivation of the inner man.

    Of course it’s easier to explain what a man should do, than what a man should be. To discuss the latter, we must first get at the heart of what true manliness really means.

    While the definition of manliness has been endlessly discussed and dissected in scholarly tomes, our definition of manliness is actually quite straightforward. And ancient.

    For the ancient Greeks, the ideal life was one filled with eudaimonia. What’s eudaimonia? Translators and philosophers have given different definitions for it, but the best way to describe eudaimonia is the attainment of “flourishing,” through, as Aristotle put it, “doing and living well.” Greek philosophers believed that eudaimonia was achieved through the practice of arete. Translated as “virtue,” arete is better understood as excellence and was sometimes used interchangeably with andreia, or “manliness.” The man of arete maximized his full potential in body, mind, and soul; despite setbacks and challenges, he effectively used his abilities to fulfill his life’s purpose and achieve a real and lasting legacy. Thus for the ancient Greeks, manliness meant being the best man you could be.

    The Latin word for manliness or masculine strength was virtus (this is where we get the English word “virtue”). The Roman idea of virtus at first centered on valor and courage, and later came to encompass other qualities such as fortitude, industry, and dutifulness. So for the ancient Romans, manliness meant living a life of virtue.

    So our definition of manliness, like that of the ancients, is simple: striving for virtue, honor, and excellence in all areas of your life, fulfilling your potential as a man, and being the absolute best brother, friend, husband, father and citizen you can be.

    Living a life of virtuous excellence is harder than learning how to tie a tie or start a fire, but no other pursuit will be as supremely rewarding.

    As this point, some of you may be thinking, “Wait, wait, shouldn’t women be striving to live the virtuous life as well?”

    Absolutely.

    There are two ways to define manhood. One way is to say that manhood is the opposite of womanhood. The other is to say that manhood is the opposite of childhood.

    The former seems to be quite popular, but it often leads to a superficial kind of manliness. Men who subscribe to this philosophy end up cultivating a manliness concerned with outward characteristics. They worry about whether x, y, or z is manly and whether the things they enjoy and do are effeminate because many women also enjoy them.

    We advocate the latter philosophy; manhood is the opposite of childhood and concerns one’s inner values. A child is self-centered, fearful, and dependent. A man is bold, courageous, respectful, independent and of service to others. Thus a boy becomes a man when he matures and leaves behind childish things. Likewise, a girl becomes a woman when she matures into real adulthood.

    Both genders are capable of and should strive for virtuous, human excellence. When a woman lives the virtues, that is womanliness; when a man lives the virtues, that is manliness.

    Women and men strive for the same virtues, but often attain them and express them in different ways. The virtues will be lived and manifested differently in the lives of sisters, mothers, and wives than in brothers, husbands, and fathers. Two different musical instruments, playing the exact same notes, will produce two different sounds. The difference in the sounds is one of those ineffable things that is hard to describe with words, but easy to discern. Neither instrument is better than the other; in the hands of the diligent and dedicated, each instrument plays music that fills the spirit and adds beauty to the world.

    A man’s path to virtuous excellence begins with his pursuit of the seven manly virtues. These virtues, if diligently sought after and lived, will help a man unlock his fullest power and potential. The seven virtues are:

    
    	Manliness

    	Courage

    	Industry

    	Resolution

    	Self-Reliance

    	Discipline

    	Honor

    

    These seven virtues can be striven for by any man, in any situation. Rich or poor, young or old, married or single. From the soldier to the civilian, from the corporate warrior to the stay-at-home dad, the path of virtuous excellence is open to and vital for all men.

    Why just seven and why these particular virtues? Shouldn’t a man develop virtues like compassion and humility? Of course. Being a complete man means nurturing your tender side as well.

    These seven virtues simply form the pole stars in the great constellation of manliness, providing men a sense of direction and leading them on the path to greatness. They are the virtues that have most called to the masculine spirit throughout the ages and which form the backbone of a man’s pursuit of the virtuous life, a firm foundation upon which all the other virtues can be built.

    We’ve organized the book into seven chapters, one for each of the seven manly virtues. Each chapter is filled with excerpts from books, speeches, letters, and poems that span the ages and are designed to help you better understand the virtues and inspire you to live them more fully.

    We’ve included selections from the timeless works of ancient philosophers like Aristotle and Epictetus, virile speeches from Theodore Roosevelt and Winston Churchill, and manly poems from Rudyard Kipling and Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

    You’ll also find excerpts from “success manuals” from the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries scattered throughout Manvotionals. Unlike much of the success and self-improvement literature pumped out today, which focuses primarily on positive thinking and superficial tips on becoming rich, muscular, and suave, success books from the turn of the twentieth century concentrated on developing a man’s character. Our great-grandfathers believed that if a man worked sufficiently hard on forging a noble character, success in all the other areas of his life would naturally follow. Moreover, the idea of success that many of these books aspired to wasn’t necessarily fame and fortune, but rather a life well lived filled with close relationships with family and friends, contentment with simple pleasures, and the peace of mind that comes from living a good, honest life.

    For those reading literature from this genre and period for the first time, the earnest tone of the authors may seem a bit jarring. Living in a very cynical age, we’re not used to such unabashed, guileless sincerity. But it will grow on you, trust us. Authors of this time had a knack for writing in a way that gets right to the heart of the matter and offers true insight.

    Also, you’ll probably notice that our selections come from the annals of Western thought. While we understand and appreciate that all cultures have inspiring views on manliness, we decided to focus on the Western tradition of masculinity for a couple of reasons. First, it narrowed our field of choices, providing us some much-needed focus and making the already incredibly difficult job of narrowing the vast field of potential entries a bit easier. And second, as the book will primarily be read by those living in Western countries, we thought it would be more interesting and engaging to explore the history and meaning of manliness within the culture in which readers have been immersed.

    Finally, all the selections were chosen simply on the basis of readability, strength, and wisdom. The selections are long enough to impart profound insight and short enough to remain engaging. Too many anthologies like this one end up gathering dust on the coffee table. This book is not designed to make you feel good simply for purchasing it; it is not an ornamental piece for your bookshelf. It is designed to be read and pondered. Each selection was thoughtfully and carefully chosen to hit you right in the heart and inspire you to be a better man. We challenge you to read at least one selection every morning, allowing yourself to meditate upon it during the day. We promise that if you do this, you will grow as a man and will walk a little taller and be a little better by the time you turn the last page.

    

    
      AUTHORS’ NOTE: Selections have been edited for readability and length. The original spelling and punctuation of excerpts has been retained in most cases.

    

  
    
CHAPTER ONE
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    Mention the word manliness these days and you’ll probably be greeted with snorts and giggles. Many people today associate manliness with cartoonish images of men sitting in their “man caves,” drinking beer and watching the big game. Or, just as likely, they don’t think much about manliness at all, chalking it up to the mere possession of a certain set of anatomy. Whatever image they have in mind when you mention “manliness,” it isn’t usually positive, and it probably has nothing to do with virtue.

    But if you search the annals of Western thought, you’ll discover that this shallow conception of manliness is relatively new. For over two thousand years, many of the world’s great thinkers explored and celebrated the subject of manliness, imagining it not as something silly or biologically inherent, but as the culmination of the virtues as expressed in the life of a man. Manliness was considered a virtue in and of itself, the attainment of which had to be actively pursued.

    The epic poetry of the ancient Greeks praised the manliness of their heroes while their philosophy linked virtuous manhood to the health and longevity of society. Throughout the eighteenth century, great statesman tied the cultivation of true manliness to the success of emerging experiments in liberty and democracy. And into the early 1900s, writers encouraged men to embrace manliness as the crown of character and virtue.

    This nearly two-thousand-year-old tradition of extolling manliness as a necessary and laudatory aspiration came to an end in the mid-twentieth century. Discussion of character and virtue fell out of favor in general, and talking about manliness as a specific virtue disappeared during our cultural experiment with gender neutrality. Praising manliness became verboten; disparaging it did not. And thus manliness became fodder for broad sitcoms and juvenile magazines.

    We’d like to bring back the idea of manliness as a real, distinct virtue, a goal which all men should orient their lives toward. The following chapter highlights some of the best writings we’ve found on the topic of manliness itself. The selections, ranging from ancient Greek poetry to passages from nineteenth-century “success manuals,” show that far from being the hazy concept it is seen as today, the definition of true manliness has been clear and consistent for thousands of years.

    The selections are designed not only to explain what true, honorable manliness looks like and consists of, but also to resonate on a deeper level, giving you an idea of what manliness feels like. We hope that as you read this chapter, you will be inspired to place the ideal of manliness ever before you.

    

    Wanted—A Man

FROM PUSHING TO THE FRONT, 1911

    By Orison Swett Marden

    Over the door of every profession, every occupation, every calling, the world has a standing advertisement: “Wanted—A Man.”

    Wanted, a man who will not lose his individuality in a crowd, a man who has the courage of his convictions, who is not afraid to say “No,” though all the world say “Yes.”

    Wanted, a man who is larger than his calling, who considers it a low estimate of his occupation to value it merely as a means of getting a living. Wanted, a man who sees self-development, education and culture, discipline and drill, character and manhood, in his occupation.

    Wanted, a man of courage who is not a coward in any part of his nature.

    Wanted, a man who is symmetrical, and not one-sided in his development, who has not sent all the energies of his being into one narrow specialty and allowed all the other branches of his life to wither and die.

    Wanted, a man who is broad, who does not take half views of things; a man who mixes common sense with his theories, who does not let a college education spoil him for practical, every-day life; a man who prefers substance to show, and one who regards his good name as a priceless treasure.

    Wanted, a man “who, no stunted ascetic, is full of life and fire, but whose passions are trained to heed a strong will, the servant of a tender conscience; who has learned to love all beauty, whether of nature or of art, to hate all vileness, and to respect others as himself.”

    The world wants a man who is educated all over; whose nerves are brought to their acutest sensibility; whose brain is cultured, keen, incisive, broad; whose hands are deft; whose eyes are alert, sensitive, microscopic; whose heart is tender, magnanimous, true.

    The whole world is looking for such a man. Although there are millions out of employment, yet it is almost impossible to find just the right man in almost any department of life, and yet everywhere we see the advertisement: “Wanted—A Man.”

    It is a sad sight to see thousands of students graduated every year from our grand institutions whose object is to make stalwart, independent, self-supporting men, turned out into the world saplings instead of stalwart oaks, “memory-glands” instead of brainy men, helpless instead of self-supporting, sickly instead of robust, weak instead of strong, leaning instead of erect. “So many promising youths, and never a finished man!”

    The character sympathizes with and unconsciously takes on the nature of the body. A peevish, snarling, ailing man can not develop the vigor and strength of character which is possible to a healthy, robust, cheerful man. There is an inherent love in the human mind for wholeness, a demand that man shall come up to the highest standard; and there is an inherent protest or contempt for preventable deficiency. Nature, too, demands that man be ever at the top of his condition.

    The first requisite of all education and discipline should be man-timber. Tough timber must come from well grown, sturdy trees. Such wood can be turned into a mast, can be fashioned into a piano or an exquisite carving. But it must become timber first. Time and patience develop the sapling into the tree. So through discipline, education, experience, the sapling child is developed into hardy mental, moral, physical man-timber.

    If the youth should start out with the fixed determination that every statement he makes shall be the exact truth; that every promise he makes shall be redeemed to the letter; that every appointment shall be kept with the strictest faithfulness and with full regard for other men’s time; if he should hold his reputation as a priceless treasure, feel that the eyes of the world are upon him, that he must not deviate a hair’s breadth from the truth and right; if he should take such a stand at the outset, he would … come to have almost unlimited credit and the confidence of everybody who knows him.

    What are palaces and equipages; what though a man could cover a continent with his title-deeds, or an ocean with his commerce; compared with conscious rectitude, with a face that never turns pale at the accuser’s voice, with a bosom that never throbs with fear of exposure, with a heart that might be turned inside out and disclose no stain of dishonor? To have done no man a wrong; … to walk and live, unseduced, within arm’s length of what is not your own, with nothing between your desire and its gratification but the invisible law of rectitude—this is to be a man.
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    “The superior man is he who develops, in harmonious proportions, his moral, intellectual, and physical nature. This should be the end at which men of all classes should aim, and it is this only which constitutes real greatness.” —Douglas Jerrold

    

    A Manly Character

FROM MEDITATIONS, C. 170–180 A.D.

    By Marcus Aurelius

    
    In his Meditations, the Roman Emperor Marcus Aurelius (161–180 C.E.) sets out his personal ideas on Stoic philosophy. He begins his writings by describing what each of his mentors taught him about being a man.

    

    From my grandfather Verus I learned good morals and the government of my temper.

    From the reputation and remembrance of my father, modesty and a manly character.

    From my mother, piety and beneficence, and abstinence, not only from evil deeds, but even from evil thoughts; and further, simplicity in my way of living, far removed from the habits of the rich.

    From my great-grandfather, not to have frequented public schools, and to have had good teachers at home, and to know that on such things a man should spend liberally.

    From my governor, to be neither of the green nor of the blue party at the games in the Circus, nor a partizan either of the Parmularius or the Scutarius at the gladiators’ fights; from him too I learned endurance of labour, and to want little, and to work with my own hands, and not to meddle with other people’s affairs, and not to be ready to listen to slander.

    From Diognetus, not to busy myself about trifling things, and not to give credit to what was said by miracle-workers and jugglers about incantations and the driving away of daemons and such things; and not to breed quails for fighting, nor to give myself up passionately to such things; and to endure freedom of speech; and to have become intimate with philosophy; and to have been a hearer, first of Bacchius, then of Tandasis and Marcianus; and to have written dialogues in my youth; and to have desired a plank bed and skin, and whatever else of the kind belongs to the Grecian discipline.
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    From Rusticus I received the impression that my character required improvement and discipline; and from him I learned not to be led astray to sophistic emulation, nor to writing on speculative matters, nor to delivering little hortatory orations, nor to showing myself off as a man who practises much discipline, or does benevolent acts in order to make a display; … and not to walk about in the house in my outdoor dress, nor to do other things of the kind; and to write my letters with simplicity, like the letter which Rusticus wrote from Sinuessa to my mother; and with respect to those who have offended me by words, or done me wrong, to be easily disposed to be pacified and reconciled, as soon as they have shown a readiness to be reconciled; and to read carefully, and not to be satisfied with a superficial understanding of a book; nor hastily to give my assent to those who talk overmuch; and I am indebted to him for being acquainted with the discourses of Epictetus, which he communicated to me out of his own collection.

    From Apollonius I learned freedom of will and undeviating steadiness of purpose; and to look to nothing else, not even for a moment, except to reason; … and to see clearly in a living example that the same man can be both most resolute and yielding, and not peevish in giving his instruction; and to have had before my eyes a man who clearly considered his experience and his skill in expounding philosophical principles as the smallest of his merits; and from him I learned how to receive from friends what are esteemed favours, without being either humbled by them or letting them pass unnoticed.

    From Sextus, a benevolent disposition, and the example of a family governed in a fatherly manner, and the idea of living conformably to nature; and gravity without affectation, and to look carefully after the interests of friends, and to tolerate ignorant persons, and those who form opinions without consideration: he had the power of readily accommodating himself to all, so that intercourse with him was more agreeable than any flattery; and at the same time he was most highly venerated by those who associated with him: and he had the faculty both of discovering and ordering, in an intelligent and methodical way, the principles necessary for life; and he never showed anger or any other passion, but was entirely free from passion, and also most affectionate; and he could express approbation without noisy display, and he possessed much knowledge without ostentation.

    From Alexander the grammarian, to refrain from fault-finding, and not in a reproachful way to chide those who uttered any barbarous or solecistic or strange-sounding expression; but dexterously to introduce the very expression which ought to have been used, and in the way of answer or giving confirmation, or joining in an inquiry about the thing itself, not about the word, or by some other fit suggestion.

    From Fronto I learned to observe what envy, and duplicity, and hypocrisy are in a tyrant, and that generally those among us who are called Patricians are rather deficient in paternal affection.

    From Alexander the Platonic, not frequently nor without necessity to say to any one, or to write in a letter, that I have no leisure; nor continually to excuse the neglect of duties required by our relation to those with whom we live, by alleging urgent occupations.

    From Catulus, not to be indifferent when a friend finds fault, even if he should find fault without reason, but to try to restore him to his usual disposition; and to be ready to speak well of teachers, as it is reported of Domitius and Athenodotus; and to love my children truly.

    From my brother Severus, to love my kin, and to love truth, and to love justice; and through him I learned to know Thrasea, Helvidius, Cato, Dion, Brutus; and from him I received the idea of a polity in which there is the same law for all, a polity administered with regard to equal rights and equal freedom of speech, and the idea of a kingly government which respects most of all the freedom of the governed; I learned from him also consistency and undeviating steadiness in my regard for philosophy; and a disposition to do good, and to give to others readily, and to cherish good hopes, and to believe that I am loved by my friends; and in him I observed no concealment of his opinions with respect to those whom he condemned, and that his friends had no need to conjecture what he wished or did not wish, but it was quite plain.

    From Maximus I learned self-government, and not to be led aside by anything; and cheerfulness in all circumstances, as well as in illness; and a just admixture in the moral character of sweetness and dignity, and to do what was set before me without complaining. I observed that everybody believed that he thought as he spoke, and that in all that he did he never had any bad intention; and he never showed amazement and surprise, and was never in a hurry, and never put off doing a thing, nor was perplexed nor dejected, nor did he ever laugh to disguise his vexation, nor, on the other hand, was he ever passionate or suspicious. He was accustomed to do acts of beneficence, and was ready to forgive, and was free from all falsehood; and he presented the appearance of a man who could not be diverted from right rather than of a man who had been improved. I observed, too, that no man could ever think that he was despised by Maximus, or ever venture to think himself a better man. He had also the art of being humorous in an agreeable way.

    
      “I mean to make myself a man, and if I succeed in that, I shall succeed in everything else.” —James A. Garfield

    

    Manhood

FROM MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD AND OTHER POEMS, 1895

    By John M. Morse

    
    From the zenith afar, with its vertical ray—

    Shines the sun in its splendor, the glory of day.

    Tho’ dark clouds should arise to bedim its clear light,

    They are scattered away by its power and might.

    In the noontide of life there is strength for the hour;

    It is then that man reaches his zenith of power.

    With an arm for the conflict, a brain that can plan—

    All his trials but make him a manlier man.

    Like the oak on the hillside, majestic in form:

    Like the ship on the ocean, prepared for the storm;

    When that storm would engulf, or would dash to the ground,

    They come forth from the conflict with victory crowned.

    What a power for good is a man in his prime,

    Who will stand for the right with a firmness sublime;

    Who will stand in his place with truth’s banner unfurled,

    Who will let his light shine for the good of the world.

    When an enemy threatens the life of the State,

    When all own, with sad hearts, that the peril is great;

    When devouring flames shoot up higher and higher,

    And destruction stalks forth as a fiend in the fire—

    When by famine or sword, or by pestilence dread,

    Many thousands are called to lie down with the dead.

    When gross evils abound, and the wicked increase,

    And we sigh for the joys and the triumphs of peace—

    In such perilous times man’s true manhood appears:

    It has grown with his growth and has strengthened with years.

    When his country needs help—when the danger is nigh—

    He is ready, if need be, to dare and to die!

    When the fiend in the fire has his victims at bay,

    Or when famine and sword by the thousands would slay;

    Or when pestilence—swift—for its victims would fly—

    Then true manhood shines forth, brightest star in the sky.

    

    
      “The greatest thing a man can possibly do in this world is to make the most possible out of the stuff that has been given him. This is success, and there is no other. It is not a question of what someone else can do or become which every youth should ask himself, but what can I do? How can I develop myself into the grandest possible manhood?” —Orison Swett Marden

    

    Manliness in the Life of Jack London

FROM THE BOOK OF JACK LONDON

    By Charmian London, 1921

    
      Manliness involves living a life of arete, the excellence born from seeking to use up every last drop of one’s potential and abilities.

      Jack London led such a life. His supposed credo was:

      
        “I would rather be ashes than dust!

        I would rather that my spark should burn out in a brilliant blaze than it should be stifled by dry-rot.

        I would rather be a superb meteor, every atom of me in magnificent glow, than a sleepy and permanent planet.

        The function of man is to live, not to exist.

        I shall not waste my days trying to prolong them.

        I shall use my time.”

      

      And use his time he did. London saw the life of man as a struggle against the harshness of nature; a man had to ever be working to escape its unmerciful hand. To that end, London led a life of great hustle and adventure. Emerging from a childhood of poverty, he was a largely self-educated man willing to do everything and anything to get ahead and make the most of life. He labored 12–18 hours a day in a mill, laundry, and cannery, shoveled coal at a power station, bought his own sloop and took to the seas as a sailor and oyster pirate, spent time as a hobo, and sought for riches as a prospector in the rugged Alaskan wilderness. When he began to pursue his true dream—making a living as a writer—he faced one rejection after another.

      But London prevailed, writing over fifty books (The Call of the Wild being his most famous) and hundreds of short stories, serving as a wartime correspondent, and becoming the highest paid writer of his time. Success allowed him to pursue other endeavors—ranching and farming, horseback riding, sailing, and traveling to name a few. His was a life not without faults or struggles, but when London died at age 40 from uremia, he had accomplished and experienced more in those few decades than many men do when given twice as much time.

      In this first selection, W. B. Hargrave, who spent time with Jack London during the Klondike Gold Rush, recalls his impressions of the man. A portrait of London as sharp in mind, rugged in spirit, and zealous for life, it offers a rich snapshot of manliness.

    

    It was in October of 1897 that I first met him … No other man has left so indelible an impression upon my memory as Jack London. He was but a boy then, in years … But he possessed the mental equipment of a mature man, and I have never thought of him as a boy except in the heart of him … the clean, joyous, tender, unembittered heart of youth. His personality would challenge attention anywhere. Not only in his beauty for he was a handsome lad but there was about him that indefinable something that distinguishes genius from mediocrity. Though a youth, he displayed none of the insolent egotism of youth; he was an idealist who went after the attainable; a dreamer who was a man among strong men; a man who faced life with superb assurance and who could face death serenely imperturbable. These were my first impressions; which months of companionship only confirmed.
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    He was one of the few adventurers, of the thousands whom the lure of gold enticed to the frozen fastnesses of the Klondike, whose hardihood and pluck scaled the summit of Chilkoot Pass that year. His cabin was on the bank of the Yukon, near the mouth of the Stewart River. I remember well the first time I entered it. London was seated on the edge of a bunk, rolling a cigarette. He smoked incessantly and it would have taken no Sherlock Holmes to tell what the stains on his fingers meant. One of his partners, Goodman, was preparing a meal, and the other, Sloper, was doing some carpentry work. From the few words which I overheard as I entered, I surmised that Jack had challenged some of Goodman’s orthodox views, and that the latter was doggedly defending himself in an unequal contest of wits. Many times afterward I myself felt the rapier thrust of London’s, and knew how to sympathize with Goodman.

    Jack interrupted the conversation to welcome me, and his hospitality was so cordial, his smile so genial, his goodfellowship so real, that it instantly dispelled all reserve. I was invited to participate in the discussion, which I did, much to my subsequent discomfiture.

    That day—the day on which our friendship began—has become consecrated in my memory. I find it difficult to write about Jack without laying myself open to the charge of adulation. During the course of my life … I have met men who were worth while; but Jack was the one man with whom I have come in personal contact who possessed the qualities of heart and mind that made him one of the world’s overshadowing geniuses.

    He was intrinsically kind and irrationally generous …. With an innate refinement, a gentleness that had survived the roughest of associations. Sometimes he would become silent and reflective, but he was never morose or sullen. His silence was an attentive silence. I have known him to end a discussion by merely assuming the attitude of a courteous listener, and when his indiscreet opponent had tangled himself in the web of his own illogic, and had perhaps fallen back upon invective to bolster his position, Jack would calmly roll another cigarette, and throwing his head back, give vent to infectious laughter—infectious because it was never bitter or derisive …. He was always good-natured; he was more—he was charmingly cheerful. If in those days he was beset by melancholia, he concealed it from his companions.

    Inasmuch as Louis Savard’s cabin was the largest and most comfortable it became the popular meeting place for the denizens of the camp. Louis had constructed a large fireplace, and my recollections of London are intertwined with the many hours we spent together in front of its cheerful light. Many a long night he and I, outlasting the vigil of the others, sat before the blazing spruce logs, and talked the hours away. A brave figure of a man he was, lounging by the crude fireplace, its light playing on his handsome features—a face that one would look at twice even in the crowded city street. In appearance older than his years; a body lithe and strong; neck bared at the throat; a tangled cluster of brown hair that fell low over his brow and which he was wont to brush back impatiently when engaged in animated conversation; a sensitive mouth, but lips, nevertheless, that could set in serious and masterful lines; a radiant smile, marred by two missing teeth (lost, he told me, in a fight on shipboard); eyes that often carried an introspective expression; the face of an artist and a dreamer, but with strong lines denoting will power and boundless energy. An outdoor man—in short, a real man, a man’s man.

    He had a mental craving for the truth. He applied one test to religion, to economics, to everything. “What is the truth?” “What is just?” It was with these questions that he confronted the baffling enigma of life. He could think great thoughts. One could not meet him without feeling the impact of a superior intellect.

    Many and diverse were the subjects we discussed, often with the silent Louis as our only listener. Our views did not always coincide, and on one occasion when argument had waxed long and hot and London had finally left us, with only the memory of his glorious smile to salve my defeat, Louis looked up from his game of solitaire (which I think he played because it required no conversation) and became veritably verbose. This is what he said: “You mak’ ver’ good talk, but zat London he too damn smart for you.”

    Jack London on Man’s Infinite Potential

EXCERPT FROM THE IRON HEEL

    By Jack London, 1908

    
      The second selection pertaining to Jack London’s idea of manliness comes from London’s fictional novel, The Iron Heel, published in 1908. The narrator, Avis Everhard, describes her husband and shares his favorite poem, one which speaks to the infinite power and potential of man and the desire to live life to the fullest:

    

    But he had pride. How could he have been an eagle and not have pride? His contention was that it was finer for a finite mortal speck of life to feel Godlike, than for a god to feel godlike; and so it was that he exalted what he deemed his mortality. He was fond of quoting a fragment from a certain poem. He had never seen the whole poem, and he had tried vainly to learn its authorship. I here give the fragment, not alone because he loved it, but because it epitomized the paradox that he was in the spirit of him, and his conception of his spirit. For how can a man, with thrilling, and burning, and exaltation, recite the following and still be mere mortal earth, a bit of fugitive force, an evanescent form? Here it is:


    “Joy upon joy and gain upon gain

    Are the destined rights of my birth,

    And I shout the praise of my endless days

    To the echoing edge of the earth.

    Though I suffer all deaths that a man can die

    To the uttermost end of time,

    I have deep-drained this, my cup of bliss,

    In every age and clime—

    The froth of Pride, the tang of Power,

    The sweet of Womanhood!

    I drain the lees upon my knees,

    For oh, the draught is good;

    I drink to Life, I drink to Death,

    And smack my lips with song,

    For when I die, another ‘I’ shall pass the cup along.

    The man you drove from Eden’s grove

    Was I, my Lord, was I,

    And I shall be there when the earth and the air

    Are rent from sea to sky;

    For it is my world, my gorgeous world,

    The world of my dearest woes,

    From the first faint cry of the newborn

    To the rack of the woman’s throes.

    Packed with the pulse of an unborn race,

    Torn with a world’s desire,

    The surging flood of my wild young blood

    Would quench the judgment fire.

    I am Man, Man, Man, from the tingling flesh

    To the dust of my earthly goal,

    From the nestling gloom of the pregnant womb

    To the sheen of my naked soul.

    Bone of my bone and flesh of my flesh

    The whole world leaps to my will,

    And the unslaked thirst of an Eden cursed

    Shall harrow the earth for its fill.

    Almighty God, when I drain life’s glass

    Of all its rainbow gleams,

    The hapless plight of eternal night

    Shall be none too long for my dreams.

    The man you drove from Eden’s grove

    Was I, my Lord, was I,

    And I shall be there when the earth and the air

    Are rent from sea to sky;

    For it is my world, my gorgeous world,

    The world of my dear delight,

    From the brightest gleam of the Arctic stream

    To the dusk of my own love-night.”



    
      “One cannot always be a hero, but one can always be a man.” —Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

    

    The Song of the Manly Men

FROM THE SONG OF THE MANLY MEN AND OTHER VERSES, 1908

    By Frank Hudson


    Heard from the wild and the desert,

    Echoing back from the sea,

    Faint o’er the din of the city

    Floats the song of the men that are free.

    There’s a lilt in the strenuous chorus,

    There’s joy in our labouring when

    We hear o’er the babble of weaklings

    The song of the manly men.
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    ’Tis heard ’mid the ringing of anvils,

    ’Tis heard ’mid the clashing of steel,

    When the hosts go down together,

    And the shell-slashed legions reel.

    ’Tis heard from the mine and the furrow;

    From prairie, and mountain, and glen;

    Like the roll of the drums in the distance

    Comes the song of the manly men.

    The fool in his ignorant bondage

    May sneer at their fashion and speech,

    The fop and the feather-bed workman

    Make mock of the lesson they teach.

    The demagogues rant in the market

    Of things high removed from their ken:

    What are words—empty words—in the balance

    With the deeds of the manly men?

    They are vertebrate, keen, and courageous,

    These toilers, who raise the refrain;

    Their work swept away by disaster—

    Undaunted, they build it again.

    Yet ye fawn on your quacks and your idols,

    Your dreamers and mountebanks—then,

    When your country is suffering shipwreck,

    You’ll fall back on the manly men.



    The American Boy

FROM THE STRENUOUS LIFE: ESSAYS AND ADDRESSES, 1900

    By Theodore Roosevelt

    Of course what we have a right to expect of the American boy is that he shall turn out to be a good American man. Now, the chances are strong that he won’t be much of a man unless he is a good deal of a boy. He must not be a coward or a weakling, a bully, a shirk, or a prig. He must work hard and play hard. He must be clean-minded and clean-lived, and able to hold his own under all circumstances and against all comers. It is only on these conditions that he will grow into the kind of American man of whom America can be really proud.

    The boy can best become a good man by being a good boy—not a goody-goody boy, but just a plain good boy. I do not mean that he must love only the negative virtues; I mean he must love the positive virtues also. “Good,” in the largest sense, should include whatever is fine, straightforward, clean, brave, and manly. The best boys I know—the best men I know—are good at their studies or their business, fearless and stalwart, hated and feared by all that is wicked and depraved, incapable of submitting to wrong-doing, and equally incapable of being aught but tender to the weak and helpless. A healthy-minded boy should feel hearty contempt for the coward, and even more hearty indignation for the boy who bullies girls or small boys, or tortures animals. One prime reason for abhorring cowards is because every good boy should have it in him to thrash the objectionable boy as the need arises.
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    Of course the effect that a thoroughly manly, thoroughly straight and upright boy can have upon the companions of his own age, and upon those who are younger, is incalculable. If he is not thoroughly manly, then they will not respect him, and his good qualities will count for but little; while, of course, if he is mean, cruel, or wicked, then his physical strength and force of mind merely make him so much the more objectionable a member of society. He cannot do good work if he is not strong and does not try with his whole heart and soul to count in any contest; and his strength will be a curse to himself and to every one else if he does not have thorough command over himself and over his own evil passions, and if he does not use his strength on the side of decency, justice, and fair dealing.

OEBPS/OEBPS/images/fm1.gif





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/17-1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/fm2.gif





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/11-1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/24-1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/22-1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/9-1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
. BRETTAND KATE MCKAY / 7

\ = P

o )






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/fleuron_L.png





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/fleuron_R.png





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/titlepage.gif
MANVI]’I‘II]NALS

SSSSSSSSSSSSS
NNNNNNNNNNN
7 MANLY
VIRTUES

How
loocs
"~





