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The markings by James A. Burns in the book, “Adventures in Contentment” by David Grayson (1906):
. . . out of doors, I not only enjoy my life, but I reap a kind of second crop from enjoying that enjoyment. (p. vii)
From my farm I can see most of the world; and if I wait here long enough all people pass this way.  (p.  11).
Ownership is an appetite like hunger or thirst, and as we may eat to gluttony and drink to drunkenness so we may possess to avarice. (p. 29) 3/2/26
Weakness he sees and comforts; wickedness he cannot see. (p. 66)
Through sheer indolence we miss half the joy of the world! (p. 87)
Happiness, I have discovered, is nearly always a rebound from hard work. (p. 94) 3/1/25
. . . it is really beautiful with the groomed and guided beauty possible to wealth. (p. 98
. . . for art, dealing with nature, is so often too accomplished! (p. 99)
Did you ever think stranger, that most of the wars of the world have been fought for the control of this farmer’s second table? (p. 115)
I tell you, my friend, a farmer is like an oak, his roots strike deep in the soil, he draws sufficiency of food from the earth itself, he breathes the free air around him, his thirst is quenches by heaven itself – and there’s no tax on sunshine. (p. 117)
We are not contented with realities; we crave conclusions.  (p. 132)
. . . where solidification means loss of interest; and loss of interest, not years, is old age.  (p. 133)
There are some people who aren’t really worth a good honest tormenting – let alone the rewards of heavenly bliss.  They just haven’t anything to torment!  (p. 169)
Think of a creature not even worth good honest brimstone!  (p. 170)
“I’ve left [my trouble] with the Lord.”  “You’d have done better,” said the Doctor, “to keep it yourself.  Trouble is for your discipline: the Lord doesn’t need it.”  (p. 186)

It is the tragic necessity (but the salvation) of many a man that he should come finally to an irretrievable experience, to the assurance that everything is lost.  (p. 195)
No man becomes a great writer unless he possesses a highly developed sense of Mystery, of wonder. (p. 210)
For true literature, like happiness, is ever a by-product; it is the half-conscious expression of a man greatly engaged in some undertaking; it is the song of one working.  (p. 212)
“We’re a great people,” says Charles Baxter, “but we don’t always work at it.”  (p. 220) 11/12/44
That’s real politics: the voluntary surrender of some private good for the upbuilding of some community good.  (p. 227)
The progress of a people can best be judged by those things which they accept as a matter of fact.  (p. 228) 5/2/48

We have swallowed them too fast, and we suffer from a sort of national dyspepsia. (p. 233)
I have tried to relate the experiences of that secret, elusive, invisible life which in every man is so far more real, so far more important than his visible activities. (p. 237) 4/24/49
If civilization means anything at all it means the increasing ability of men to look through differences of speech and colour of skin to see the genuine man that abides within each of us. (p. 240)
But once in the habit, unpleasant things have a way of fading quickly and quietly from memory. (p. 241)
A city hammers and polishes its denizens into a defined model: it worships standardization; but the country encourages differentiation, it loves new types.  (p. 243)
. . . simplicity does not necessarily, as some of those who escape from the city seem to think, consist in doing without things, but rather in the proper use of things.  (p. 245)

						John E. Burns - 2/1/2014
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