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PREFACE
HESE papers, which had been written from

time to time and for various occasions, have been

brought together without any attempt to make
them tell a smooth, unbroken story, yet not without
regard to their connectetlifess: WI'mey have sometimes
served me to bring before the mind of youth certain
problems on which philosophers have thought again and
again. But if they have had any interest for youth, if
they are to have any for maturity, it can only be be-
cause the names that stand over the chapters might, if
moments had names, be those of moments in each man’s
history.

And as such, unless I have altogether failed to make
my characters real, these names will be recognized. Who
has not at some time been that Bruno who stepped
from his Father’s House, where all had revolved so
solicitously about himself, to find without the cold stars
gazing down on his atomy from their places in endless
emptiness ?

Who has not come to feel, with Spinoza, those in-
violable laws of mechanism which govern the world about
him creeping into his own inmost being, threatening
there all that he had so simply and yet so dearly clung to
as his freedom and autonomy ?

How many reflecting in their maturxty on the un-
questioning faiths of their childhood have thought to
bring these to the test of such experience as natural
science depends on, only to find, as Hume found, these
faiths unconfirmed?

. And of those who have lived through this moment
of disillusionment, there will always be some who will
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MODERN THINKERS

have come in their own way to the position sever
reasoning forced on Kant: the spiritual aspects ¢
reality are not issues of science and intellection, bu
belong to that other order of truth grasped by th
¢ practical reason.”

Others, meanwhile, will have refused to let thei
speculation go beyond the insight experience yields, an
of these some at least will have found that experienc
holds out nothing hopeful for now or for ever. The
will have seen with Schopenhauer into the ““deep abyss’
and found at the bottom of it only this counsel : Not:
being is better than being.

Or if perhaps they have for a moment thought, with
Nietzsche, that evolutionary science had brought to view
a goal that gave heart to the pitiless struggle of life by
holding before it the vision of the * far future man,” they
may in the end have come to see beyond this superman.
But to have seen beyond him nothing but the super-
superman is to have seen the goal vanish and the heart
lose its hope,

And what then ? The pages on * Pragmatism " and
on * Progress” may offer suggestions of an answer.
They are still historical in their spirit, and, like those
that had gone before them, mean to illustrate, not to
demonstrate or affirm. They too would stand for
moments of any thoughtful life, and will have done all
they were intended to do if they inform such a life with
and give it a sense of attachment to the world that has
gone before and is going on around us.

But if one would at the outset know something of what
the writer suspects to be the outcome of ordered and
historically guided reflection on these subjects, let him
turn to the closing chapter, if not for encouragement,

then for warning.
6



PREFACE

Every one will remember the word to his reader with
which Montaigne closes the preface to his Essays. ’Tis
but of himself he would write, and ‘it is then no reason
thou shouldst employ thy time about so frivolous and
vain a subject. Therefore farewell.” '

I cannot close my preface without confessing a mis-
giving that must have beset every one who ever wrote
of the past: that whereas he set out to lose himself in
history, he may have found in history nothing but him-
self. But on the bare chance of this having befallen me,
I need not say farewell beforehand, for well I know that
no reader will accompany me far through this past save

one who finds 4imself there too.
E. A. S.
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I. GIORDANO BRUNO

HE straightest way to the heart of old matters is
an old letter. Here is one written on the 23rd

of May, 1592, by a gentleman of Venice to the
Father of the Venetian Inquisition.

“ Very Reverend Father and Most-to-be-observed Sir :
“ I, Gioanni Mocenigo, son of the Clarissimo Messer
Marcoantonio, compelled by my conscience and ordered
by my confessor, denounce to Your Very Reverend
Paternity Giordano Bruno of Nola, whom 1 have heard
say on various occasions when he was conversing with
me in my own house, that Catholics do but blaspheme
when they hold the Bread to be transubstantiated into
the Flesh; that he is against the Mass; that no religion
satisfies him ; that Christ was a charlatan who, since he
resorted to tricks to fool people, might well enough have
foreseen that he would die a criminal’s death ; that there
i1s no distinction of Persons in God ;... that the world
is eternal and that there are an infinite number of worlds,
and that God is continually making an infinity of them
because He wants as many as He can have; that Christ
performed specious miracles ; that he was a magician and

-9

the apostles were magicians too. . . .

The letter runs on in breathless denunciation, but
already one begins to make out the image of Bruno
reflected in the average mind of his time. The limited
intelligence of Mocenigo has honestly misunderstood
some of Bruno’s utterances, his malice has distorted
others; but the perversity of the whole is not due to
these faults of detail. Lost in this jumble of stock
heresies lies hidden a great idea, the greatest perhaps
12
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that has ever been contributed by a single mind to the
cause of our science. * And he says the world is eternal
and that there are an infinity of worlds.” This sentence
has brought the old world to an end, has shattered the
heavens under which Christendom was then living, yet
it falls on the ear of its time with no more meaning or
portent than a doubt respecting the doctrine of tran-
substantiation or the authenticity of miracles. Bruno,
throughout the course of his driven life and up to the
moment of his tragic death, knew most forms of martyr-
dom. He bore none of these meekly, for his was a
lusty soul that did not love to suffer. But neither the
hatred nor the cruelty of his world seems to have hurt
him so to the quick as did its stupidity. Doubt him
and hate if you will ; but value him you must! He was
master of a great idea and unacquainted with modesty.
Meanwhile Mocenigo has more to say of this sinner:
“ He has expressed the intention of making himself the
founder of a new sect under the name of the new philo-
sophy. He has said that the Virgin could not have
brought a child into the world, and that our Catholic
faith is full of blasphemies against the majesty of God ;
that it would be better to suppress the largesses of
wrangling friars because they befoul the world ; that
they are all asses and that our common opinions are the
teaching of asses; that we have no proof that our faith
has merit with God ; that the simple rule of not doing
unto others what we would not have done unto us is
sufficient for right living....” Perhaps 1 may stop
here. Evidently one who could be guilty of all these
follies would be ingenious in inventing others, and
Mocenigo’s letter may run endlessly on.
. ‘While this letter was writing, Bruno lay locked in a
room of Mocenigo’s house. *“1 had thought to learn

13
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from him,” Mocenigo explains, ‘‘ not knowing him to be
the wicked man he is, and having noted all these things
to lay before your Very Reverend Paternity, and fearing
that he would take his departure as he said he wished
to do, I have locked him in a room at your disposal.
As I think him possessed of the devil, I hope you will
decide quickly what is to be done with him., . . .”

It has sometimes been wondered how Bruno came to
accept the invitation of Mocenigo to take up his residence
in Venice. Italy was for him a place of such peril that it
seems incredible he should have ventured to set foot in
it. “Tell me one thing more,” concludes a letter written
in this same year, 1592, by a gentleman of Bologna to a
friend in Padua, “ tell me one thing more. Giordano
Bruno, whom you knew at Wittenberg, the Nolan, is said
to be living among you just now at Padua. Isit really so ?
What sort of man is this that he dares to enter Italy,
which he left in exile as he himself used to confess ?
I wonder, I wonder. I cannot yet believe the rumour,
although I have it on good authority. You shall tell me
whether it is true.” And history has wondered all the
more seeing that Bruno himself had long before pro-
phesied the result. “ Torches,” he had written, “ fifty
or a hundred, will not fail me though the march be at
noonday should it be my fate to die in a Catholic country.”

So far as documents furnish any answer to this question,
it lies suggested in a second letter written by Mocenigo
to the Holy Inquisition two days after the denunciation.
“In the course of the day that I kept Giordano Bruno
locked up, I asked him whether the things that he would
not teach me, as he promised to do in return for the many
kindnesses I had done him and the many gifts that I had
given him, whether he would not consent to teach me
them if I abstained from denouncing him for all the

14
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criminal things he had uttered to me against our Lord
Jesus Christ and against the Holy Catholic Church. He
answered that he did not fear the Inquisition, for he had
harmed no one by living in his own way, and moreover
he could not recall having said anything sinful, but that
if he had said such things he had said them only to me,
and he need not fear that I would do him harm in the
way I suggested.” Those who can may believe that
Bruno is here telling the truth about himself. Those
who can may believe that he who eight years before
and at a safe distance from ltaly had so clearly seen the
torches that awaited him there had since grown blind
to them or indifferent.

The next document of the trial is brief enough. Under
date of the following day—that is, Tuesday, the 26th of
May—is found this entry : * Clarissimo Dom Aloysius
Fuscari presiding. Presented himself Dom Matheus de
Avantio, Captain of the Constabulary, and reported as
follows : Sabbath at three o’clock of the night,! I arrested
Giordano Bruno of Nola, whom I found in a house over
against Saint Samuels, in which dwells the Clarissimo
Ser Gioanni Mocenigo, and 1 have imprisoned him in
the Prisons of the Holy Office, and this I have done by
order of this Holy Tribunal.”

The doors of the prison closing on Bruno bring to an
:nd the story of his life, but from behind these doors
here come to us fragments of the story itself as Bruno
retells it to his judges. For on the very day of his arrest
he is examined by a tribunal composed of the Apostolic
Nuncio, the Patriarch of Venice, and the Very Reverend
Father Inquisitor. Before these, as the clerk of the
tribun-l records it, was brought a certain man of ordinary
height with a chestnut beard, who, when he had been

1 This would be Saturday afternoon.

15
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admonished to speak the truth, and before any question
could be put to him, burst out of his own accord: “ I will
tell the truth, Several times have I been threatened with
being brought before this Holy Office, but I have always
taken the threat for a joke, because I am ever ready to
give account of myself.” Whereupon he tells how, having
found himself at Frankfort the previous year, he received
there two letters from Gioanni Mocenigo, inviting him
to come to Venice to instruct Mocenigo in the art of
memory and the art of invention, for which this Venetian
gentleman had promised to pay him well and treat him
in a way that should content him. And so Bruno had
come to Venice seven or eight months before, living
first in lodgings, then for a brief space in Padua, until
some two months prior to his arrest he had taken up his
residence in Mocenigo’s own house. We already know
how, *‘ compelled by his conscience and ordered by his
confessor,”” Mocenigo finally disposed of his guest.

Then Bruno, questioned by the tribunal, laid before it
a formal account of his life. ‘‘ My name is Giordano
Bruno, of the family of the Bruni, of the city of Nola,
twelve miles from Naples. In this place I was born and
raised, and my profession was and is letters and the
sciences. My father was named Gioanni, and my mother
Fraulissa Savolina, and my father’s calling was that of a
soldier. He is dead since, and my mother too.

*“ I am about forty-four years of age, and I was born,
so far as I have heard from my people, in the year 1548.
I remained in Naples learning the humanities, logic, and
dialectics until fourteen years of age . . . and then I took
the habit of St Dominic in the monastery or convent cf
St Dominic in Naples, and was invested by a Padre who
was then prior of that convent, called Maestro Ambrosio
Pasqua. When the year of probation was passed, 1 was
16
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admitted by him to profession, which was solemnly made
in the same convent. . . . Later I was promoted to holy
orders and at the usual season to the priesthood. I sang
my first Mass in Campagna, a city of the same state at a
distance from Naples, residing the while in a convent of
the Order, the San Bartolomeo, and continued in the
religious habit of St Dominic, celebrating Masses and the
divine offices, obedient to the superior of the Order and
to the priors of the monasteries and convents where I was
stationed until 1576....”

I have not wanted to interrupt Bruno, nor to hurry
him in his story, tedious as it is in the telling, Little
event after little event of his secular and of his religious
life befalls with the trivial monotony of dropping rain,
But is it not just so that these little events and endless
others like them must have fallen on the soul of the living
Bruno, soaking in, soaking in, unnoticed as rain, until
his very humours ran with their humour 7 Now their
humour was the spirit of the old world, the spirit of his
Father’s House. Would it not be curious if, having
pulled down this ridiculous old dwelling and in the very
act of dancing among its ruins, Bruno should suddenly
come to see that it was the only house his soul, being such
a soul as it was, could dwell in? If something of this
kind did not happen at a moment of his life we are fast
approaching, then only the gods know what did happen.
But I am anticipating, or rather laying up reflections,
against our hour of need. For the moment we have no
more than come to the day in Bruno’s life when he
stepped out of his Father’s House to make his way izs
Freie hinaus.

Fifty years ago, before Berti had unearthed the docu-
ments of this trial, it was difficult to trace the life of
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Bruno. Since then it has become well-nigh impossible.
Documents area great embarrassment to the conscientious
historian. They are there, these documents, and have to
be put in the text; the truth about the case must be
relegated to the footnotes. Now the text runs in this
wise: ‘“In 1576 ...1 was in Rome at the Convent of
Minerva, obedient to the orders of Maestro Sisto de Luca,
Procurator of the Order. Thither I had gone to present
myself because at Naples two processes had been insti-
tuted against me ; the first for having given away certain
images of the saints and retaining only aw@rta%xtxit being
thought that this showed a lack of respect for the images
of the saints; and the other for having said to a novice
who was reading a story of the Seven Beatitudes in verse,
What did he think he was doing with a book like that ?
—why didn’t he throw it away and read rather some
other book, as the lives of the Holy Fathers? This
process was renewed at the time I went to Rome, with
other articles added to it which I do not know, for I
abandoned the Order and threw aside the habit and went
to Noli in the region of Genoa, where I supported myself
four or five months teaching grammar to young boys.”

This is indeed the text, but is not a comment in-
evitable? What | Bruno would have us believe that
in 1576 he is of such fearful mood and timid temper
that, having no more on his conscience than the events
recited, he abandons Church and country, peace and
security, at the mere frown of his Order, but that in 1592,
having in the meanwhile upset, smashed, and abused
the Christian world, he can look upon the Inquisition
without fear, bethinking him that he had harmed no man
in living in his own way ?

However, flee he did. What followed on this flight
he recounts to his judges as his trial proceeds. Sixteen
18
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years of as hard-driven a life as one could wish for one’s
dearest foe, from Italy to Switzerland (to the Geneva of
Calvin’s day, where one may imagine that Bruno was
as much at home as fire on an iceberg), then across to
France, from Lyons to Toulouse, from Toulouse to
Paris, from France to England, from London back to
Paris, then hastily to Germany, through many German
and Bohemian cities| Sixteen years of homeless, friend-
less poverty, now teaching small boys, now lecturing
at great universities, now living with fine gentlemen,
received by a king or a queen, now gathering a few
curious students about him, who somehow confused the
promise of the great idea with old mysteries and the arts
we call black. Until at last we find him at Frankfort
receiving Mocenigo’s letters promising him a home in
Italy, his native land, and a treatment that should content
him.

Yet these years of travail were those in which his
works were written, the Italian dialogues in England,
the Latin poems in Germany. The great idea had re-
ceived full expression, the ‘ Excubitor,” as Bruno called
himself, the Awakener of sleeping minds, had blown his
trumpet and the walls of the world had fallen. Splendid
is the enthusiasm with which Bruno first announces this
new vision of the morning: “ Lo! here is one who has
swept the air, pierced the heavens, sped by the stars and
passed beyond the bounds of the world, who has anni-
hilated the fantastic spheres with which foolish mathe-
maticians and vulgar philosophers had closed us in.
The key of his diligent curiosity has opened to the view
»f every sense and every power of reason such closets
of truth as can be opened by us. He has stripped
nature of her robe and veil. He has given eyes to the
nole, vision to the blind. ... No langer is our. reason

19
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imprisoned within the confines of imaginary heavens. . . .
We know that there is but one heaven, one immense
ether, where magnificent fires maintain their proper
distances by reason of that eternal life in which they
have part. These flaming bodies are the ambassadors
which announce the excellence of God's glory and
majesty.”

This is indeed the voice of an awakener. But, alas
for awakeners | (the vision of the morning is never fair
to those just shaken out of their dreams.) In an intro-
ductory letter to the last of the dialogués we catch an
echo of the sleeper’s complaint : * If I shoved a plough,
if I kept a flock, if I cultivated a garden, if I mended
old clothes, no one would notice me, few would consider
me, not many would find fault with me, and I could
easily please everybody. But for having been studious
of the field of nature, solicitous for the pasture of the soul,
enamoured of the cultivation of the mind, a very Daedalus
fashioning raiment for the intellect, every passer-by
threatens me, every one who sees me attacks me, who
comes upon me rends me, who lays hold on me devours.
It is not one, it is not a few ; it is many, it is almost all.
If you would know why this is, I will tell you the reason
of it—1I despise the crowd, I hate the mob, the multitude
contents me not. (One thing I love, one thing for whose
sake I am free in bondage, content in pain, rich in
poverty, alive in very death. One thing for whose sake
I envy not those who are slaves in their liberty, troubled
in their. pleasure, poor in their riches, dead in their life.
Their body is the chain that binds them, in their mind
is the hell that tortures them, in their spirit the false-
hood that makes them sick, in their soul the lethargy that
kills. Not theirs the greatness of mind which frees,
the breadth of view which ennobles. Not theirs the
20
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splendour which illumines, nor the science which gives
life.”” It is a brave, even an over-brave flourish with
which Bruno ends this proemial epistle : * And so the
gods deliver me from all those who unjustly hate me, and
may God be always propitious unto me! . . . The stars let
my sowing fit the field and the field my sowing, that
the world be made content with the useful and glorious
fruits of my labours!... And if I err, I truly do not
believe myself to err ; whether speaking or writing,
I do not dispute for the love of victory. . . . For love
of true wisdom and desire for true insight I exhaust,
I crucify, I torture myself. . ..”

Brave is the flourish, how over-brave we realize with
unexpected intensity as we follow this solemn trial to its
last scene. Having recounted the episodes of his life,
Bruno proceeds to the explanation and defence of his
teachings. At first the new philosophy is presented with
no little boldness and confidence, its difference from
the formal teaching of Christianity admitted and even
pointed out. But always with a certain reserve, as of
one who would say, “(Yes, I have broken the frame and
melted the flesh of your religion, but, if you will let me,
I will show how much more nobly its divine spirit dwells
in the new body I have made for it.}’ Now this new
body differs in no important way from the physical
universe as we see it to-day, so that Bruno's problem
has been the problem of all Christian thought since his
time. What Aquinas had done in the way of making
the spirit of Christianity at home in the finite, heaven-
enclosed world of Aristotle, that Bruno felt must be done
over again, now that the world was no longer finite and
the distinction between heaven and earth had vanished.
This is the thought that pervades the first days of Bruno’s

21
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account of himself before the Venetian tribunal, but as
one by one the accusations of Mocenigo’s letter fall on
him, he seems to lose hope and confidence in himself.
He denies, and denies, and denies !

I am not convinced that he is telling the truth in these
denials. I am not convinced that Mocenigo’s account
of him, barring a few obvious misunderstandings, is
false in spirit. No more am I convinced that Bruno has
been frightened into lying himself out of danger. He
seems to me to say, ‘“Alas! if these matters on which
you question me are of the essence of Christianity, then
have I been wrong in supposing that the old wine can be
put in the new bottle.” Driven and perplexed, he has
to decide which lies nearest to his heart, the new bottle
or the old wine. Remember him fleeing in his early
manhood from his Father’s House, ostensibly in childish
fear and unwillingly, but really perhaps because he
needed space, endless space, through which to follow
the new idea. Remember him coming back to Italy
sixteen years later, ostensibly because he realized that
his manner of living and thinking had hurt no man and
so ought to bring down no judgment on his head, but
really perhaps because the craving for the old wine was
deeper in him than the enthusiasm for the new bottle.
Perhaps then we can understand the closing scene of his
trial at Venice. *‘ It may be,” he cries, ** in the long time
that has passed I have committed other sins and departed
from the Church in other ways than those which I have
explained, and that I have not cleansed myself of all
matters of censure, but although I have thought much
over these things, I can recall nothing more. I have
confessed, and I now confess anew my errors, and I am
here in the hands of Your Most Illustrious Lordships to
receive punishment for the saving of my soul. My soul
22
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cannot express the depth of its contrition for my fault.”
And falling on his knees, he said, *“ I humbly ask pardon
of the Lord God and of Your Most Illustrious Lordships
for all the errors which I have committed and which I now
stand ready to expiate in such wise as your wisdom may
think proper and judge expedient for my soul. And,
moreover, I beg that you give me a punishment which
shall exceed in severity rather than set any public example
which may throw dishonour on the sacred religious habit
I have worn. And if by God’s mercy and the mercy of
Your Most Illustrious Lordships life shall be spared
me, I promise to make such notable reform of my life
as shall pay for the scandal I have given with equal and
greater edification.”

In this unhappy posture I leave Bruno, the man, to
take up the story of his great idea. We shall see him
once more indeed, at the moment when, eight years
later, he calmly dies for the idea he now so abjectly
abandons ; but no understanding of the alternating en-
thusiasm and despair that filled this life can afford to
neglect the qualities of the gospel it stood for, forsook,
then died for in the end.

Like all very great ideas, this one is of the simplest.
It begins with the observation that the flame of a candle
grows bigger as we approach it, smaller as we recede
from it. Nothing very new in this, you say, nor very
imposing. No, it is the next step that was so new in
Bruno’s day, and of such tremendous destructive and
creative power. Yet it is just as simple as the first.
What is true of a candle flame must be true of a sun
and of a star, Is it not indeed simple ? Yes, but in all
the long while the world had lasted it had occurred to
no one before Bruno to_seize upon this simple idea and

23
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o _follow whither. it led. It led far, wonderfully far

It led Bruno to journey in imagination out and ou
toward those most distant stars that were then calle
fixed, and were indeed supposed to be fixed in on
great sphere that enclosed all things, beyond which wa
nothing, and not even nothing, for there was no beyond
space ended where matter ended, at the walls of th
world. But Bruno as he journeyed saw this great sut
of ours growing smaller and smaller as he receded fron
it, and yonder star growing larger and larger as h
approached it, until the most wonderful thing happened
The sun began to look more and more like a star, anc
the star more and more like a sun. There was now ne
escaping the conclusion—the stars that had been callec
fixed are other suns, our sun but a near-lying star.

A child might have grasped this idea which brough
a world to an end. Do I say a child ? It may be tha
Bruno was that child, for his mind throughout hac
much of the waywardness, something of the random anc
tumultuous association of a child’s mind. The pas
might interest him, might even inspire him ; it nevei
had the power of capturing and holding him. Buf
childish as it was, this idea did destroy the old world,
for if stars were in no wise different from the sun we know,
nor the sun from a star, evidently there was at least one
star that was not fixed to the ethereal sphere that con-
tained all things. There could then be no longer any
motive for supposing these other suns to be all at the
same distance from the centre. They might be any-
where, they might even (Bruno had this very modern
idea) be moving with respect to each other. Inevitably
Bruno must come to look upon the stars as suns
sprinkled irregularly throughout the regions of infinite
space.

24
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Nor was this all. Coming after Copernicus as he
did, Bruno had from the first grasped with enthusiasm
Copernicus’ idea that not the earth but the sun was the
centre of the sphere. 1 say the centre of the sphere,
for we must remember that Copernicus never touched
the boundary of the world, but only changed its centre
from earth to sun. In Copernicus’ thought we still
lived within a star-spangled heaven. But now that
Bruno had shattered this heaven and sprinkled these stars
through space, he could not well help surrounding those
other suns with planets, until not merely an infinity of
suns but an infinity of solar systems spread themselves
out before his imagination. But could he stop here?
When one has once destroyed the distinction between
heaven and earth, when one has once begun to think of
nature as everywhere alike, it is not easy to stop. Was
not one of the planets making its journey round our sun
inhabited with manifold forms of life? Then why should
they not all be ? And is it likely that one solar system
should be a scene of life and the infinity of others not ?
So it was that Bruno, looking out into space, saw as many
inhabited globes as there were “ hundreds of thousands
of stars.”

These are the matters which Bruno brought back
with him from his journey to the stars and beyond the
confines of the world. I have told them simply, for
eloquence is wasted in describing such feats of the
imagination. They are of themselves eloquent. And
we recall with what enthusiasm Bruno himself recounted
his journey. Is it not possible, however, that when he
returned to earth and told his journeyings to men, he
came to perceive, as these men at once perceived, that
his new vision was not all made of beauty ? Is there not
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in this infinite cosmos that which may depress and even
terrify ?

In his Garden of Epicurus Anatole France has put the
two worlds side by side. One has only to do this to feel
that Bruno, who at first held out his hands to the new
vision, may afterward have snatched them back again to
shut it out.

“ We have some trouble,” says France, * in imagining
the state of mind of a man in olden times who firmly
believed that the earth was the centre of the universe,
and that all the stars turned round it. He felt under his
feet damned souls writhing in flames, and perhaps he
had seen with his own eyes, and smelled with his own
nostrils, the sulphurous fumes of hell escaping from some
fissures in the rocks. Lifting his head he contemplated
the spheres, . .. those bearing the Moon, Mercury,
Venus—the one that Dante visited on Good Friday of
the year 1300—the Sun, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, then the
incorruptible firmament from which the stars were sus-
pended like lamps. Beyond, his mind’s eye discerned
the Ninth Heaven, to which the saints were rapt, the
Primum Mobile or Crystalline; and finally the Empyrean,
dwelling of the blessed, toward which, he firmly hoped,
two angels robed in white would bear away, as it were a
little child, his soul washed in baptism and perfumed with
the oil of the last sacraments. In those days God had no
other children than man, and all his creation was ordered
in a fashion at once childlike and poetic like an immense
cathedral. Thus imagined, the universe was so simple
that it was represented in its entirety with its true figure
and motions in certain great clocks run by machinery
and appropriately painted.” ",

But now! *“We are dome with the spheres and the
planets under which one was born lucky or unlucky,
26
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jovial or saturnine. The solid vault of the firmament is
shattered. Our eye and our thought plunge into infinite
abysses of heaven. Beyond the planets we discover no
longer the Empyrean of the elect and of the angels, but a
hundred millions of rolling suns escorted by their corzége
of obscure satellites invisible to us. In the midst of this
infinity of worlds our own sun is but a bubble of gas and
our earth but a fleck of mud.”

fThe contrast speaks for itself and needs no comment.:
It is enough to point out the effect it must have had upon
the ethical and religious notions of him who first realized
it.  What in such a world are we to make of the central
episode of Christianity 7 Bruno’s imagination that had
swept through space and sped by the stars had found
these worlds inhabited by beings * perhaps better,
perhaps worse than we are.” If there was no evidence
that these dwellers in distant solar systems were so much
better than we as to need no saving, neither was there any
evidence that they were so much worse as to deserve
none. We were no longer the only children of God.
What then? Are we to suppose that the drama of
Redemption is being enacted over and over again
throughout the infinity of worlds ? Is the Son of God
being sacrificed over and over again for the sake of His
other children ? Is He at this moment perhaps redeem-
ing with His life the dwellers on some star in the night
yonder ?

But destruction did not stop here. Not only the
gentler aspects which Christianity had given to the
sterner religion of pagandom were threatened. That
older religion itself, with its well-thought-out theory of
the relation between God and man, must either be
rejected or remodelled. For Aristotle as well as for
Aquinas God and man had formed the real plot of the
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universe. God, revealing himself most clearly in the
turning of the enclosing heaven, set thereby the rest of
nature in motion and stirred things down to their very
centre. So that in the region of earth, water, air, and fire
there came to be composed bodies mixed of all these.
They were the living beings we know, which, holding
their ingredients in proper proportion for a while, fell
apart again and passed away.

These living beings differed in power. As we pass
from the vegetable through the animal to the human
they show themselves increasingly able to control the
matter in which and of which they are. Highest of all
is the human male. It is for the sake of producing
him that the mechanism which fills the region between
heaven and earth exists and is operated. One might
almost say that nature is God’s workshop for produc-
ing man. But why should God be thus interested in
producing this particular kind of animal ? Aristotle’s
answer comes less clearly than one could wish, yet it
comes. It is because man differs from the animals not
only in degree, but in kind. He is not altogether animal.
In his superior body there is contained a soul, which is
not only of God’s making, but of God’s very substance.
That is why man alone can know God. It is as though
God needed to be known, recognized, reflected as in a
mirror. As for man, he is a bit of divinity momentarily
estranged from. his home and dwelling, but with the
privilege of returning thither can he but free his soul
from earthly and sensuous entanglements and interest
himself in knowing his Father which is in heaven.

And now that Bruno has destroyed this difference
between heaven and earth, has he not destroyed along
with it the distinction between God and man ?  Has not
his infinite homogeneous world left man a mere mite
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shivering on his fleck of mud as it rolls round its bubble
of gas? Man is no longer the centre of interest; he
0 longer plays an important part in any thinkable plot.
* Man is no more than an ant in the presence of the
infinite,” cries Bruno. * A star is no more than a man
We can understand that Bruno’s awakening, with how-
ever great an enthusiasm it may have been heralded, can
be no pleasant awakening for the sleeper. The world
of his dreams was infinitely fairer and warmer than that
reality to whose garish light his eyes have been opened.
It cannot be expected that the awakened should feel any
gratitude, and he did not. But what is less obvious is
the matter of Bruno’s own feeling as the consequences
of his new idea gradually unfold themselves to him. Can
that first enthusiasm be sustained to the end, or must he
too shrink before the fuller vision of what he has done ?

If we were to classify men in terms of their reactions
to new ideas, I think we should all hit upon these three
types. Let me call the first the radical. He is easy to
initiate into a new truth, bold to accept it at all costs, loses
at once all perspective and sees in the past only a bundle
of errors without beauty and with no other interest than
to furnish matter for jest. And then there is the con-
servative. 'The hold that the past has on such a mind is
sometimes enormous. He is capable of clinging to it at
the expense of all the rest of his science and experience.
If it has enthralled his heart and imagination, he falls
into a mood which the Renaissance called the acceptance
of ““twofold truth.,” He believes against all evidence.
He believes, as Tertullian had it, just because the thing
is absurd. He insists with Pascal, that the heart has its
reasons which the reason cannot understand. He is a
creature of faiths and of mysticisms. Finally there is the
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philosopher, the only one of the three completely made
for unhappiness. He gets no thrill from novelty. He
has followed human thought through too many revolu-
tions to expect the most violent of cataclysms to change
things much. He struggles to keep his perspective as
he would keep his reason, and the views of older humanity
do not lose their beauty because their expression has
been proved wrong. Required to readjust his thought of
yesterday to the new fact of to-day, he undertakes the task
cheerfully enough as part of the day’s work. That is
what yesterdays, to-days, and, if it may be, to-morrows
are given to him for. He measures his success by the
extent to which he can mould new thought to the satis-
faction of old desire, to old desire newly instructed.

And Bruno—to which of these classes does he belong ?
Is he the radical who would light-heartedly take his place
on the fleck of mud and watch it roll round its bubble
of gas, while he laughs at his neighbours, who in the face
of such a universe charm themselves into a continued
faith that they are somehow divine souls in whom a God
of heaven is interested ? Or will he, on the other hand,
become one of those thus held by the past ? Will the
awakener, now himself fully awakened, try to snatch at
the fading dream and somehow manage to keep his faith
in what he knows can’t be true ? Or will he set laboriously
to work, as a philosopher should, to find that interpreta-
tion of the new facts which lies closest to the meaning,
though it may differ from the verbal expression of world-
old desires and longings ?

Alas! if Bruno would but make up his mind to be
any one of these three, the task of his biographer would
be easy. But the real Bruno, the Bruno who mocked,
who thought, who recanted, and who died, was not a
type. He was a man, and, as he was the most human of
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men, he gathered the greatest possible number of incon-
sistencies to his heart. Yes, he was a radical who mocked
and jeered. Yes, he was a philosopher who laboured and
thought. And yes, finally, he was a mystic who could
hold as a splendid if inexplicable possession of his faith
all the things his reason showed to be impossible. 1 have
shown you Bruno’s mockery reflected in the somewhat
muddy and turbid medium of Mocenigo’s denunciation.
I have shown you Bruno the mystic, kneeling before the
Inquisition, completely abandoning the great idea. It
remains for me to show Bruno the philosopher, Bruno
the pantheist, Bruno the unacknowledged inspiration of
much that is recognized as great in Spinoza and Leibnitz,
the acknowledged and highly honoured forerunner of
much we take to be greatest in the German idealism that
centres about.1800.

We left the great idea at the moment when, having
pierced the heavens, it had come to realize the conse-
quences of its act. The gentle meaning of Christ, the
sterner pagan wisdom of God and-man, had been lost in
an infinity that knew no enclosing heaven, in a dreary.
waste of sameness that knew no distiriction, not even that
between man and God. Bruno the philosopher was not
one to let this work of scientific devastation go on un-
challenged. What if there were a God who could dwell
just as clearly in a heaven that was everywhere as in a
heaven that was above? What if man could have an
interest for and could serve this God, net because he
was different in kind from the ant, but because he was,
or rather in proportion as he was, different in degree #
Does not the life that quickens an animate thing pervade
that thing?  Is it not the same life which in me beckons
with my finger, beats with my heart. thinks with my
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brain ? What then if this infinite world of ours were
one great living thing made up of other living things, as
our body is made up of finger, and heart, and brain, each
of which in doing its own work does consciously or un-
consciously the work of the whole ? ‘‘ Natura est Deus
in rebus.,” This is one of the phrases Bruno found in
trying to express his philosophy. Nature is ‘God in
things, or let us put it—God is the life ; suns and planets,
men and ants, falling rain and mounting mist, are but the
gestures of this life. Each thinks it.does what it does
for its own sake, but those who think clearest realize that
the joy of their doing as well as the solace of their undoing
is the part they play in working out the ideal of the whole.
“ And He lives in me as I live in my hand.” —the phrase
is Von Hofmannsthal’s, the thought is Bruno’s, and it is
the whole thought of Bruno the pantheist.

The end of this life is told in a letter written by one
Gaspard Schopp (a converted Lutheran) to his friend
Rittershausen, Rector of the University of Altdorf :

“If 1 write to you now, it is because this very day
Giordano Bruno was publicly burned for heresy in the
Field of Flowers in front of the theatre of Pompey. . ..
If you were in Rome, you would learn from each and
every Italian that a Lutheran was burned, and so you
‘would be not a little strengthened in your opinion of
our savage hatred. But you must know, my Ritters-
hausen, that our’Italians do not draw a sharp line between
heretics and heretics, nor do they know fine distinc-
tions, but.if %nyone is a heretic they take him for a
Lutheran, in which simplicity I pray that God may
continue them. . . . :

“Now Bruno was that Nolan . . . a professed
Dominican who some twenty-three years agone began
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to doubt of transubstantiation . . . then forthright to
deny it, and likewise the virginity of the Blessed Mary.
He migrated to Geneva, . . . whence, not approving him-
self altogether sound in his Calvinism (than which,
nevertheless, nothing leads straighter to atheism), he
was driven to Lyons, whence to Toulouse, from whence
he passed on to Paris, where he was a professor, but
extraordinarius, as he found that the professor ordinarius
was obliged to attend Mass. Thence to London, where
he published a little book called The Beast Triumphan,
meaning thereby the Pope, whom your party is wont to
honour with the name of beast.'! From here to Witten-
berg, where, if I am not mistaken, he lectured publicly
for two years. Having gone on to Prague, he published
there the works On the Boundless, On the Innumerable
Worlds, and yet one other, On the Shadows of Ideas, in
which he taught horrible and, moreover, most absurd
things, as that there are innumerable worlds, that the
soul passes from one body into another, . .. that magic
isa good thing and permissible, the Holy Spirit is nothing
but the soul of the world, and that this was what Moses
meant when he wrote, ‘ The spirit of God moved on the
face of the waters,” that the world is eternal....In a
word, whatever is asserted by the pagan philosophers,
whatever by our older or newer heretics, he [Bruno)
maintained.

“ From Prague he went on to Brunswick and Helm-
stadt, and there for a time is said to have taught. Then
to Frankfort for the publishing of certain books, and
later fell into the hands of the Inquisition at Venice,
whence, when they had had enough of him, he was sent
to Rome. Frequently examined by the Holy Office

1 A curious ignorance of the content of the Spaccio! There are numerous
other faults of detail in this account.
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.. . of the Inquisition, convicted by the highest theo-
logians, he now besought eighty days that he might
consider, now promised recantation, now defended his
point anew, now obtained another eighty days; but was
really doing nothing but make a fool of the Pontiff and
the Inquisition.

“ So that, nearly eight years after he had come before
the Inquisition here, on the ninth of February in the
Palace of the Grand Inquisitor, there being present the
Most Illustrious Cardinals of the Holy Office of the
Inquisition, . . . theologians of counsel, and the secular
magistrate, governor of the city, Bruno was brought in,
and on bended knees heard sentence pronounced against
him. And it was in this way: the story of his life was
told, of his studies and teachings, and with what diligence
and fraternal admonishment the Inquisition had sought
to effect his conversion, and what obduracy and impiety
he had shown. Then they defrocked him, as we say,
and straightway excommunicated him and handed him
over to the secular arm to be punished, asking that this
be done with clemency and without the shedding of
blood

“ While this was passing he answered nothing, except
this word: YIn greater fear, perhaps, do you impose
sentence upon me than I do receive it.!  So, taken away
to prison by the governor’s lictors, he was allowed a
fortnight in case he should wish to recant his errors;
but in vain. To-day he was led to the stake. When
the image of our Saviour on the Cross was shown té him
as he was about to die, he turned away his head and
sullenly rejected it. In great misery he thus died, and
is gone, I think, to tell in those other worlds of his
imagining after what manner the men of Rome are wont
to treat impious blasphemers. . . .”

35



MODERN THINKERS

Surely, he came to that other world of his imagining.
It is our world and he dwells among us. Little does
he remember of the men of Rome, of their Illustrious
Lordships of Venice, of all the toil and travail of that old
life of his—hardly enough to fill an idle hour in the telling.
But we know him easily for the unchanged soul he was.
He is that one who came to us of a day and opened our
eyes to new and troubling visions. * Now you are free,”
he said, “be glad!” He is that same one who stole
back another day and whispered, *“ But you are afraid !
Remember your Father’s House, how safe it was and
warm.” He may be there to close the eyes that have seen
enough, but what counsel then, who can tell? But once
he was fond of saying, * Not only he who wins deserves
the laurels ; but also he who dies no coward.”
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II. BENEDICT DE SPINOZA
q LL things excellent are as difficult as they are

rare.” These words which bring to a close

Spinoza’s masterpiece, Eshics after the Manner of
Geometry, sum up the experience of a life as rare as it was
difficult.

But then, the things that make life difficult are so
much a question of the nature that accepts or invites
them! We may be sure that few brought to the lap
of Lachesis would have the courage to pick therefrom
Spinoza’s lot. To be born of exiled Jews, to be cast
off by family and race as an offender against holy tra-
ditions, to live then in loneliness among Christians whose
faith one does not accept, to die by inches at the age of
forty-five—even as lives go this would hardly be called
an easy one. How seriously then must we take the
sustaining power of a philosophy which enabled Spinoza,
partly accepting, partly inviting his destiny, to lend it an
aspect of calm beauty that touches our wonder |

One is tempted to recall the unhappy Bruno; without,
tossed and hunted ; within, torn by a conflict between a
new science at once grand and desolate, and a memory
of things lovable but untrue. In him a lofty philosophy
was to have quieted this struggle and consoled this
isolation, but did not, unless indeed it did at that last
moment when he stood at his stake in the Field of
Flowers.

There is much likeness but an all-important difference
between Bruno and Spinoza, whose names a curious fate
linked together first in general condemnation, then in
general praise. The two were alike in this, that if any-
thing more lonely can be conceived than the fugitive
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existence of Bruno, it is the monk-like reclusion of
Spinoza; if anything more desolate than the infinite
windswept universe of Bruno, it is this same universe
bereft of the quivering life and all-inspiring purpose that
Bruno found in it, this world left on our hands a rolling
mechanism fatal and purposeless. But the difference is
profound. ‘The philosophy, yes, one may boldly say the
religion of Spinoza, sustained him from day to day, from
hour to hour. Bruno’s was rather the poet’s vision, vivid
enough while it lasted, but dispelled by the shock of
reality to return only at such moments as that in which
his life went out. Is it in the power of a thought, is it
in the temperament of a man, that this difference lies
explained ?

Spinoza’s thought, whatever its worth, owned a dis-
tinguished lineage. When in 1658 he was excommuni-
cated by the Jews at Amsterdam, he turned with eager
curiosity to the learning if not to the faith of the Christians.
In particular the Dutch physician Francis Van den Ende,
himself a freethinker, became his teacher and friend.
From him Spinoza acquired his knowledge of Latin and
German, by him was initiated into the sciences and intro-
duced to the works of Giordano Bruno and of one other
destined to play a determining part in his thought, René
Descartes—* the father of modern philosophy,” as he is
sometimes called.

Descartes, whose life overlaps that of Bruno at the one
end and of Spinoza at the other, is founder of the school
of thought the historian calls rationalisticc. Now a
rationalist is obviously enough one who is bent on fol-
lowing his reason, but reason as opposed to what ? We
think first of reason as opposed to authority and revela-
tion ; but although rationalism came inevitably to discard
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these sources of belief—had already discarded them in
the thought of our very Spinoza—the father of ration-
alism had left some room for both; partly because it
might furnish a convenient refuge if the official Church
with which he desired to live in comfortable relation
should press him; partly because Descartes was in one
or two respects less of a rationalist than his school.

On the other hand the master was emphatic enough
on the distinction between the reason and the senses. It
might seem to us moderns that the old saying * seeing is
believing,’ with its implied prohibition against believing
aught that might not be seen, erred, if at all, from a very
excess of reasonableness. ‘To Descartes, seeing with the
body’s eye was still but flimsy evidence. This organ had
too often deceived him to be implicitly trusted, and to
back its testimony with that of the other senses—touch,
taste, smell, hearing—was but to multiply unreliable
witnesses. Their combined voices might give a certain
presumption in favour of their opinion, but never an
assurance amounting to certainty. Not indeed with the
eye of the body but with the eye of the mind could we
see truth in its nakedness, But what is this organ, this
eye of the mind, and who is to teach us to use it 7 The
mathematicians, Descartes replies, have long possessed
it and long used it. It is to them we must turn for
instruction.

If we do—if we turn to Euclid, say—we find that the
whole complex and difficult body of truth that we call
geometry is made to follow from a few simple truths so
certain that we call them self-evident. 'Why should not
all truths be susceptible of the same kind of proof 7 Why
should we not.be able to find an axiom of axioms whose
certainty was no mere matter of observation, and why, if
we find it, should we not be able to draw from it all
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possible truth, as we deduce the theorems of geometry
from its axioms ?

It was thig idea that Descartes followed and it was
this idea that Spinoza accepted at his hands: To con-
struct a theory of life that should be no mere summing
up of various people’s experiences, but should, after the
manner of geometry, draw from an indubitable ‘source
the certainties of morals and religion no less than the
truths of science.

But when we learn what is this axiom of axioms that
Spinoza received from Descartes and made the fountain-
head of all truth, we find ourselves spectators of one of
those curious tricks of the human mind that make its
history always diverting. It may well seem to us as
though rationalism were not so much standing on its
reason as standing on its head. For that axiom which
is to be the simplest and most certain of all truths, more
elementary than that two and two make four, or that a
straight line is the shortest distance between two points
—that axiom is the very proposition before which most
of us find our reason staggering, our faith panting and
breathless. The axiom consists of two words: * God és.”

I do not propose to develop here the tortured processes
of reasoning by which the rationalists were Wont to con-
vincethemselves that wkat God is and #kat He is were
no mere questions of experience. It seemed to them as
though the very meaning of God assured His existence.
But I question if in the end any of our day would be
strongly convinced by their argument about it. The
whole matter is of the less importance in that Spinoza’s
results in the domain of ethics are not so dependent on
his method but that one may readily reword the problem
of seventeenth-century rationalism in the language of
modern science.
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Nevertheless, it is in the first instance devotion to the
method he had received from Descartes that requires
Spinoza to differ with his master on two points of the
greatest importance to the sequel. This God, this * all-
perfect being,” as the rationalists commonly defined Him,
plays a rather capricious part in Descartes’ thinking. He
is represented as the Creator of the physical universe,
and in this act of Creation as quite arbitrarily choosing
this sort of a world rather than another, a world working
out a destiny that is not chosen because it is good, but is
good because it is chosen of God. For the rest, what this
end may be is beyond the ken of human reason, and after
having done homage to the divine purpose Descartes
feels at liberty to confine his attention to studying the
mechanism and reconstructing the history of nature as
we find it.

Here one can imagine Spinoza exclaiming, *“ What |
You would follow the guidance of the geometers, de-
ducing all truth from the axiom of God'’s existence, and
you leave it to God to decide what shall and what shall
not follow from His nature | Do then the axioms of
geometry select the theorems they shall establish, accept-
ing some and rejecting others for a motive whether good
or bad ? No, says Spinoza, God has neither intellect nor
will : facts and laws follow from His nature as the pro-
perties of a triangle from its definition.

The other element of caprice in Descartes’ final picture
of the world is just man. He alone of all things occupying
a place in God’s universe is not subjected to mechanical
law. But how, Spinoza may well ask, can we conceive
ourselves to be following the lead of mathematics if we
violate the first principles of their science ? - Does the
geometry of a triangle depend upon the place in which
the triangle finds itself 7 How then can the laws of the
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behaviour of bodies depend upon those bodies being in
or out of the human machine ? The human body must
be determined by the same laws of physics that govern all
extended things. *‘And as for the mind,” Spinoza adds,
“ the order and connexton of its ideas are parallel ta the
order and connexion of the-bedily states.”

“THere is,” he concludes, “in mind no absolute ot
free will ; but the mind is determined to this or that
volition .by a cause which has itself been determined
by another cause, this again by another, and so on in
infinitum.”

That the world reflects God’s choice, that itYmight to
a perfect understanding reveal God’s purpose, that in it
the human being is free in body or mind—these are
aspects of irrationality which Spinoza is eager to remove
from the fair creation of reason. They represent to him
last vestiges of vulgar thought of which the master had
after all been unable to rid himself. Spinoza is at his
best in exposing the psychology of the multitude with
its quaint illusions respecting God and man. In the
famous appendix to the first book of the Ethics he sum-
mons these prejudices as he calls them before the bar of
reason: * They all,” he lays it down, ““ depend on just’
this one—that men commonly suppose all things in
nature to act as they themselves do, with a view to some
end, nay, even assume that God Himself directs all things
to some definite end, saying that God has made all things
for man, and man that he might worship God. I shall
therefore consider this prejudice. I shall inquire in the
first place why most persons assent to it and all are by
nature so prone to embrace it. In the second place I
shall show that it is false ; and lastly I shall show how
there have sprung from it prejudices respecting good
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and evil, merit and sin, praise and blame, beauty and
ugliness, and other things of the sort. . ..

“ It will here suffice to assume certain facts all must
admit, namely, that all men are born ignorant of the causes
of things, and that all men have, and are conscious of
having, an impulse to seek their own advantage. From
this it follows firss that men think themselves free for
the reason that they are conscious of their volitions and
desires, and, being ignorant of the causes by which they
are led to will and desire, they do not so much as dream
of these, It follows second that men do everything with
some purpose in view; that is, with a view to the advan-
tage they seek. Hence it is they always desire to know
the motives of action, and when they have learned these,
are satisfied.”

Against this background Spinoza sketches in with a
few quick, vigorous strokes what we may call his psycho-
logy of popular religion.

‘“ Since men find in themselves,” he writes, ‘‘ and
external to themselves, many things which are of no
small assistance in obtaining what is to their advantage,
as, for example, the eyes for seeing, the teeth for chewing,
plants and animals for food, the sun for giving light, and
so on, this has led them to regard all things in nature as
means to their advantage. And knowing these means
to have been discovered, not provided by themselves,
they have made this a reason for believing that there is
some one else who has provided them for their use. But
as they had never had any information concerning the
character of this being, they had to judge their own.
Hence, they maintained that the gods direct all things
with a view to man’s advantage, to lay men under obli-
gation to themselves, and to be held in the highest
honour ; whence it has come to pass that each one has
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thought out for himself, according to his disposition, a
different way of worshipping God, that God might love
him above others, and direct all nature to the service of
his. .. desire. But while they sought to show that nature
does nothing uselessly (in other words, nothing that is
not to man’s advantage) they seem to have shown only
that nature and gods and men are all equally mad.”

And Spinoza seizes the opportunity to pay tribute to
a respectable well-worn theology :

“ Just see how far the thing has been carried! Among
all useful things in nature they could not help finding a
few harmful things, as tempests, earthquakes, diseases,
etc. They maintained that these occurred because the
gods were angry on account of injuries done them by
men or on account of faults committed in their worship.
And although experience daily contradicted this and
showed by an infinity of instances that good and evil fall
to the lot of the pious and of the impious indifferently,
that did not make them abandon their inveterate preju-
dice. They found it easier to class these facts with other
unknown things whose use they could not name, and thus
to retain their present and innate condition of ignorance,
than to destroy the whole fabric of their reasoning and
think out a new one. Hence they assumed that the
judgment of the gods very far surpasses man’s power of
comprehension.” This in itself, Spinoza concludes,
would have been sufficient to hide the truth for ever
from mankind had not science, which looks into the why
and not the wherefore of things, shown men a different
standard of truth.

The second paragraph in which he fulfils his promise
to show the folly of the popular belief in a providence is
pervaded by a dry humour:

I must not overlook the fact that the adherents of
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this doctrine who have chosen to display their ingenuity
in assigning final causes to things, have employed in sup-
port of their doctrine a new form of argument, namely,
a reductio, not ad absurdum, but ad ignorantiam ; which
shows that there was no other way to set about proving
this doctrine. If, for example, a stone has fallen from a
roof upon some one’s head and has killed him, they will
prove as follows : If it did not fall in accordance with
God’s will for this purpose, how could there have been
a chance concurrence of so many circumstances? . ..
Perhaps you will answer, It happened because the wind
blew and the man had an errand there. But they will
insist, Why did the wind blow at that time ? and why
had that man an errand that way at just that time ? If
you answer again, The wind rose at that time because on
the day before, while the weather was still calm, the sea
began to be rough and the man had an invitation from a
friend, they will again insist, since one may ask no end
of questions, But why was the sea rough ? and why was
the man invited at that time 7 And so they will keep on
asking the causes of causes until you take refuge in the
will of God, that asylum of ignorance....Hence it
happens that he who secks for the true causes of miracles
and endeavours like a scholar to comprehend things in
nature, and not like a fool to wonder at them, is every-
where regarded and proclaimed an heretic and an impious
man by those whom the multitude reverence as inter-
preters of nature and the gods. But this I leave and pass
on to the third point I promised to treat here.”

The treatment of this third point, our perverted notions
of good and evil, beauty and ugliness, etc., may readily
be imagined. ‘‘ Since men as we have just said believe
that everything was made for their sake, they call the
nature of a thing good or bad, sound or corrupt, according
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as it affects s2em.” And from this springs the world-old
problem of evil, as it is called. * Many are accustomed to
reason as follows: If everything has followed from the
necessity of God’s most perfect nature, whence so many
imperfections in nature, the stinking rottenness of things,
their disgusting ugliness, confusion, evil, sin, and so
forth ?”  But those who ask thus are merely confused,
for “ the perfection of things is to be determined solely
from their nature and power, nor are things more or less
perfect because they please or displease men’s senses, are
helpful or harmful to man’s nature.”

Were we to lay aside our Spinoza at this point, we
should be inclined to agree with the judgment of most
of his contemporaries and of his successors for more than
a century, that although the name of God is constantly
on his lips his thought makes the name an empty one,
hat he is at bottom an atheist. Furthermore we should
ail to see how he could have called his great work an

ethics,” inasmuch as it is hardly to be understood how
in a world where every act of the body is necessitated by
eternal laws of physics, every thought of the mind by
equally rigid laws of psychology, there could be such
a thing as a good or bad act, a good or bad thought.
Where there is no freedom, how can there be right and
wrong, worth and unworthiness ?

And yet we shall find that into this hard inhospitable
world-picture, Spinoza has set a theory of life that not
only recognizes and defines the difference between the
good and the bad, but culminates in a phrase whose
religious feeling is unmistakable: Virtue is knowledge ;
the only knowledge is to know God ; ‘to know God is to
love him. If one grasp this part of his philosophy, one
will understand how it came about that him whom the
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eighteenth century called atheist, the nineteenth remem-
bered as a Gostrunkener Mensch—a God-intoxicated man.
It would be too much to attempt to follow the technical
expression that Spinoza gives to his thought. Every
word is heavy with the burden of long centuries of scho-
lasticism. But I think it is not impossible to put oneself
in possession of one principal idea on which the rest
follows, not without jolt, yet with a fair degree of ease.
Let us then put the problem clearly before us. Suppose
nature, including the incident of human life, were one
great machine without purpose in the whole, without
freedom in the detail, how would it be possible to regard
any part of nature, a given man for example, as either good
or bad ? If this man lives as he must, what use, nay
what meaning in advising him how he oxghs to live ?
Spinoza’s answer involves this fundamental point.
There are some machines that exist for a purpose. We
may, if we choose, regard it as #se nature of such a machine
to accomplish this purpose. In proportion as it accom-
plishes it we call it good; in proportion as it fails we call
it bad. Thus a clock is mechanical enough, a matter of
cogwheels and springs, but that is not zhe nasture of a
clock, for we can recognize such an implement without
knowing anything about these same cogwheels and
springs, if only we know that the thing keeps time. As
it keeps accurate time we call it a good clock, and as
it loses or gains we call it a bad one. It is true that we
do not exactly blame the clock if it goes wrong; we
rather blame the clockmaker. But there is no reason
why we should cease to blame the clockmaker, were we
to convince ourselves that he too was a mechanism, and
owed his lack of skill to the physical constitution of hands
and brain. In a word, a mechanism whose nature is to
perform a certain function may nevertheless be a good
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or a bad mechanism for the purpose, and is praiseworthy
or blameworthy in so far as it performs its function
well or ill.

It is only, then, a mechanism that reveals in its be-
haviour the pursuit of a purpose that may be regarded
as good or bad. So too it is only such a mechanism
that may be regarded as more or less free, more or less
bound. This notion of freedom and bondage that
Spinoza here introduces turns on a distinction which all
of us make without realizing the difficulty of defining
what we mean by it. It is the distinction between a
being and its environment. With respect to each thing
Spinoza divides nature into two parts:- one part he calls
the inner nature of the thing ; the other, nature external
to it. Now in one use of the term °nature’ this dis-
tinction seems to be an impossible one; for in so far as
I regard a man’s body as composed of atoms obeying the
laws of mechanics, everything that takes place among
these atoms is the resultant of the relation of these atoms
to all others in the universe. ‘‘ It is impossible,” Spinoza
himself sees it—" it is impossible for a man not to be a
part of nature and not to follow its general order.”

But suppose in reference to a given kind of body
we neglect all those differences in behaviour that make
neither for nor against the accomplishment of a purpose
we have ascribed to it. Will not the grain of corn spring
up in this field or in that ? Will not the human being
pass through the cycle of life in this age and country, or
in that ? And in so far as he carries out the purposes of
his being in various surroundings, whatever difference
of detail in his way of doing it, may we not say that man
has a nature of his own independent of his environment?
Finally is not this just what we mean by being free:
the ability to carry out one’s end independently of the
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circumstances in which one is placed? On the other
hand is not an inability to win out under all circumstances
just what we mean by bondage?

There is then no reason why we should not recognize
freedom and bondage, good and evil, in certain parss of a
world that atom by atom is mechanical and purposeless
in its constitution.

Having presented this central idea, we may now follow
with greater ease Spinoza’s account of the degree of
freedom of which a man is capable, of the use of this
freedom which we should call good, and finally of the
rewards of a ‘ good life.’

Here we seem to have asked three questions because
we have followed the general ideas on the subject. To
these questions, however, Spinoza would return a single
answer. To be good, to be free, to be blessed, mean one
and the same thing. It is a divine thought, if only it can
be made to appear.

First then let us note that we habitually distinguish
the forms of life as higher and lower ; the grain of corn
is lower than the bee, the bee is lower than the man. If
we ask ourselves what we mean by this distinction, we
shall find, I think, that we refer to the difference of the
degree to which these forms are capable of carrying out a
given purpose whatever the environment. The biologist
would say they differ in adaptability. Take merely the
common end of self-preservation: the grain of corn is
lost if it fall on rocky ground or among the thorns. It
can do nothing to save itself. To the bee these circum-
stances are indifferent, yet it in turn would succumb to a
blight of the flowers. To the man this would be but a
small matter and we enjoy losing ourselves in admiration
of the ingenuity with which he manages to subsist under
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the most unusual and threatening conditions., In a
word, the higher the form of life, the greater the freedom
from environment ; the lower, the greater the bondage
to circumstance.

What now in the future of a thing determines its
degree of freedom ? Spinoza studies the question only
within the domain of human life. Within this domain
his answer is striking : Freedom comes with knowledge ;
ignorance is bondage.

But there is more than one sense in which this saying
may be taken. We have, for example, the Baconian
thought, “ Knowledge is power.” That is, given any
end to be striven for, other things being equal, the one
who brings science to bear is the more likely to conquer
circumstances, to triumph, to be free. This sense of the
power of knowledge is not lacking in Spinoza.

But the freedom that comes with knowledge may be
of a higher kind than the mere bettering of our chance:
of success. After all, human skill is extremely limited ;
defeat is every man’s portion, and one of the most im-
portant questions in life is how to bear failure.

If knowledge is our best arm to ward off defeat, so is
it our best solace when defeat, the inevitable, comes. For
do we but understand that the fate that has come upon
us was not to be escaped but was imposed by the eternal
laws of nature, repining becomes impossible. Pain is a
fact; we cannot escape it altogether, we cannot deny it
when it has seized us. We can, though, prevent the sour-
ness and bitterness that the ignorant fall prey to when
they suffer. For pain is one thing, hate another. Pain
is not to be escaped ; hate may be. And the way to kill
hate in our hearts is to connect the individual fact that
is painful with the whole order of nature which makes
this as every other fact necessary. Now the order of
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nature, as we have seen, flows from God as the theorems
of geometry flow from its axioms. To understand the
necessity of any fact is to recognize God as its cause.
When we have done this the bitterness of defeat is gone.
No man, says Spinoza, can hate God.

I have mentioned two senses in which knowledge
meant freedom: (1) the sense in which it reduces the
chances of failure and pain to a minimum ; (2) the sense
in which it frees us from the bondage of passion and
bitterness, when the unavoidable remainder of pain comes
upon us. There is still one deepest sense in which
knowledge is freedom. So far, the excellence of know-
ledge has been made to depend upon its fitness as a
means—either to the end of obtaining a maximum of
success, or to the end of bearing the still inevitable
minimum of defeat. We have now to consider know-
ledge as an end in itself,

Since, as we have seen, the pain of life is the sense of
defeat, of limitation, its pleasure the sense of triumph, of
freedom, we should expect to find Spinoza urging as the
blessed way of life that one, if any such there be, which
could meet no defeat; that one whose success did not
hang upon circumstances in which a man’s life happened
to be cast ; that life, in a word, that was at each moment
absolute freedom.

You will doubtless have anticipated that these blessings
are claimed by our philosopher for that way of life which
is a single-hearted pursuit of knowledge. “ Wherefore,”
he has written, “ the ultimate aim of the man who is
controlled by reason, that is, the highest desire with
which he strives to restrain all others, is that which impels
him adequately to know himself and all other things that
can fall within the scope of his understanding.”

And again he has said: ‘‘ There is nothing in nature
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that is opposed to the understanding; nothing that can
destroy it.” (The word * understanding ™ replaces the
original expression ‘‘ intellectual love.”” We shall see
presently that for Spinoza to understand is to love God.)

It is to be regretted that Spinoza did not deal as
minutely with the question, Are we free to obtain know-
ledge ? as he did with the thesis, Knowledge when
obtained is freedom. For one feels that whatever the
blessedness of knowledge, if understanding is denied us
we are not blessed. And has not Spinoza himself said
that the path to knowledge is a difficult one? And he
adds, “ Surely it must be difficult, since it is so rarely
found. For if salvation were easily attained and could
be found without great labour, how could it be neglected
by nearly every one ? ”’

Had Spinoza maintained that not only knowledge but
the pursuit of knowledge was blessed, then indeed salva-
tion must lie at every man’s door. For is not life itself
one long education? And if it bring its share of distllu
sionment, miay we not repeat the words of a d1st1ngulshed
German scientist of our own day, “All dlslllusxonmcn,t 18
enlightenment " ? And this I think is the burden of
Spinoza’s téaching: “ Let the pain of life teach you to
understand and you lel not hate life, but in the joy of
ugdcrstandmg lovc it.”

You will learn to love life! But Spinoza has a loftier
word for it: You ‘will learn to love God. A clearing up
of this expression may well end our account of the religion
of Spinoza. You must recall our saying that for Spinoza
and his fellow-rationalists, all truths were deducible from.
the single one ' God is,” as all theorems of geometry
are proved from its axioms, If the truths respecting
triangles follow from the nature of a triangle and are not

53



MODERN THINKERS

merely the result of physical measurement, so too the
trthe-about-thewarld follow from the nature of Gad
and are not merely brute facts that we have to accept
because we are continually bumping against them. To
understand a particular experience is to recognize God
as its cause. But we have seen that such understanding
is the greatest happiness that can come to man, for it is
his assurance of power, of freedom from pain. Now
Spinoza defines love as “ pleasure accompanied with the
idea of an external cause.,” If understanding is pleasure,
‘and if it is at the same time recognition of God as a cause,
.it fulfils the condition of being love, and, of course, love
of God. It is this love of God that is at once knowledge,
freedom, virtue, and blessedness. “ For blessedness,”
our philosopher has written, “ blessedness is not the
reward of virtue, but virtue itself ; nor do we rejoice in
it because we restrain our desires, but on the contrary
because we rejoice in it we are able to restrain our
desires.”

“ I know,” he writes, * that the belief of the multitude
is different. Most men seem to think that they are free
just in so far as they are permitted to gratify desire, and
that they give up their independence just in so far as they
are obliged to live according to the precept of the divine
law.

“ Piety, then, and religion, and all things without
restriction that are referred to as greatness of soul, they
regard as burdens; and they hope after death to receive
the reward of their bondage, that is, of piety and religion.
And not by this hope alone, but also and chiefly by fear—
the fear of being punished after death with dire torments
—are they induced to live according to the precept of
the divine law so far as their poverty and feebleness of
soul permit. If men had not this hope and fear, but if
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on the contrary they thought that minds perished with the
body, and that for the wretched, worn out with the burden
of piety, there was no continuance of existence, they
would return to their inclinations, and decide to regulate
everything according to their lusts and to be governed
by chance rather than by themselves. This seems to me
no less absurd than it would if some one because he does
not believe he can nourish his body with good food to
eternity should choose to stuff himself with what is
poisonous and deadly; or because he sees that his mind
is not eternal or immortal should choose on that account
to be mad and to live without reason.”

And Spinoza closes his doctrine of life with a calm
hymn to science. ‘I have completed all that I intended
to show regarding the power of the mind over the emo-
tions, and the freedom of the mind. From what I have
said it is evident how much stronger and better the wise
man is than the ignorant man, who is held by mere desire.
Eor.the ignorant man, besides being agitated in many
ways by external causes and never attaining to true satis-
faction of the soul, lives as it were without consciousness
of himself, of God, and of things, and just as soon as he
ceases to be acted upon, ceases to be. While on the con-
trary the wise man is little disturbed in mind, but con-
scious by a certain eternal necessity of himself, of God,
and of things, he never ceases to be, but is always pos-
sessed of true satisfaction of soul. If, indeed, the path
that T hive shown to lead to this appear difficult, yet it
may be found, and all excellent things are as difficult as
they are rare.”
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III, A DISCIPLE OF SPINOZA

HAVE somewhere found it recorded that as Johann

Gottlieb Fichte progressed with his first reading of

Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason he was moved to tears.
To those who have laboured through the tortured pages
of the great German thinker this would be no matter for
surprise, were it not for the quality of the tears: not
those of vexation and baffled understanding, indeed, but
of enthusiasm and sheer gratitude. For Fichte had fallen
into the melancholy persuasion of Spinoza. At least,
certain views of this austere thinker of the seventeenth
century appeared to Fichte as no less gloomy in their
implication than irresistible in the logic which led to them.
Irresistible were the reasons which had driven Spinoza
to look upon nature as governed by inexorable fate. In
the world as a whole there was no purpose, in its parts
there was no freedom. Gloomy, then, was the implica-
tion few but Spinoza himself could escape, that man in
such a machine had lost all the familiar marks of a moral
being. It was from the heavy chains of such bondage
that Kant seemed to free the poor Spinozist by holding
out to him the hope of a deeper-lying freedom, while not
denying his apparent subjection to the universal and
necessary laws of physical nature. It was by this promise
of freedom that Fichte was moved to the enthusiasm, the
gratitude, the tears of which I have spoken.

If I have mentioned these matters, it is not because
our present reflections are to dwell upon the philosophy
of Fichte, nor yet upon the historic contrast between
Spinoza and Kant. It is rather because the seriousness
with which Fichte faced the issue between these two
thinkers is shared by the men of all times and of all
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countries who have given themselves to the pleasures
and to the burdens of reflection. The issue was not first
raised by the seventeenth century, and was not laid with
the eighteenth. That it remains one of the most inter-
esting to which we of the twentieth century can turn our
attention is just the point which I wish to bring out in the
form of an example—an example taken, not indeed from
the technical philosophy of our day, but from a writer
holding a distinguished place among its novelists. Those
of you who have enjoyed the more mundane writings
of M. Paul Bourget—his Cosmopolis, his Czur de Femme,
his Complications Sentimentales—are perhaps not prepared
to meet in him the philosopher and moralist that shows
through his less widely known, but sometimes more
admired work, Le Disciple. You will allow me, then,
to present so much as is indispensable of the story of
Bourget’s Disciple.

Let me begin by giving some idea of the way in which
the plot of the tale may have worked itself out in the
author’s mind. If a mass of rock were to fall from a cliff,
and at its foot to crush before your eyes a human being—
and not a mere vague humanity, but, let us say, a young
girl just entering upon the promise of life—you would,
of course, feel the full horror of the catastrophe. More
than that, you would not be a descendant of the myth-
makers, as we all of us are, were you not to cast about
for some soul in the order of things on whom to blame
the calamity as though it were a crime. Such shado
beings from out of the past as the Fates, the * purblind
doomsters,” are creatures of this human instinct to trans-
form physical nature into a moral being. But it is no
longer easy to take these inventions of our fancy as
seriously as did our forefathers, Galileo and Newton
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have come between us and the myth-makers. They have
enabled us, and at the same time have constrained us, to
envisage the event I have just depicted as essentially a
conflict between gravitational and elastic forces, not one
between the human soul and the soul of fate. The
thing moves us more, no doubt, than it would had the
heavy mass rolled quietly on to the bottom of the valley,
because the young girl as a possible object of sym-
pathy and love is nearer to ourselves than is a mere
topographical contour ; but our emotions, be they
what they may, are not of themselves enough to trans-
form a physical fact into a moral event, a catastrophe
into a crime.

Robert Greslou, the Disciple of our story, is not indeed
made to kill such a young girl, but in a singularly detest-
able fashion to render it inevitable that she should kill
herself. The author has taken care that we should have
no feeling but loathing for this creature of his brain. We
cannot even extend to him that pity and half-forgiveness
that the instinctive man commonly feels for the aber-
rations of passion. To Robert the whole episode was
a carefully planned piece of psychological research—a
vivisection of the emotional life. The author, in his
anxiety that we should not be tempted to excuse, but
should confine ourselves to understanding, has created a
monster. “‘ Non, monsieur,” says André de Jussat, the
brother of Charlotte, to Robert, who has offered him all
the satisfaction left in his power, * non, monsieur, people
do not fight men like you, they execute them.,”

Now Bourget’s interest in the situation thus created
I conceive to be this : May we not gain sufficient insight
into the causes of this young man’s conduct to make it
appear as inevitable as the fall of the rock from the cliff ?
And if we do this, must we not view the catastrophe in
6o
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which a human being happens to play a part as no less
void of moral aspects than that in which a falling mass is
concerned? There we could not blame the stone; here,
if the case is made out, we should not blame the man.
In neither situation is it meaningful to blame the facts
and laws of nature.

It is for the right so to regard his own conduct that the
Disciple pleads with his old master, Adrien Sixte. At
the end of his autobiography he makes a tragic appeal to
the man whose writings had formed his mind. “1I felt
assured,” he writes, ‘ that I should be able to tell you my
story as you develop your problems of psychology in the
books I have so constantly read, and having finished, I
find nothing to offer you but the despairing cry, ‘ De pro-
fundis !’ Write to me, cher maitre, guide me. Strengthen
me in the doctrine which was, which still 45, my own—in
that conviction of universal necessity which holds that
even our most detestable, our most damning acts, even
this cold enterprise of seduction, even my weakness when
it came to keeping my side of the compact of death, are
the outcome of laws that govern this immense universe.
Tell me that I am not a monster, that there is no such
thing as a monster, that you will still be there when I come
out of this supreme crisis to welcome me as your disciple,
as your friend.”

What, then, is the philosophy of this Adrien Sixte that,
having brought a human being to such a pass, it could
still be appealed to to bring him through ?

Adrien Sixte had made two contributions to philosophy.
The first was a negative analysis of what Herbert Spencer
calls the Unknowable, * Many excellent minds,” the
author assures us, ‘‘catch a glimpse of the probable
reconciliation of science and religion on this ground of
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the Unknowable. For M. Sixte it is a last illusion which
he is hot to destroy with an energy of argument that has
not been equalled since Kant.

“ M. Sixte’s second title to honour as a psychologist
consists in a quite new and ingenious development of the
animal origin of human sensibility. . . . He undertook
for the genesis of types of thought the work that Darwin
essayed for the forms of life. Applying the laws of
evolution to all the facts that make up the human heart,
he thought to show that our most exquisite sensibilities,
our most delicate moral discriminations, as well as our
most shameful degradations, are the final development,
the ultimate metamorphosis, of very simple instincts,
themselves transformations of the properties of the
primitive cell: in such wise that the moral universe
exactly reproduces the physical, and that the former is
only the consciousness, now painful, now ecstatic, of
the latter.”

We owe to M. Sixte some phrases that translate with
extreme energy this conviction that all is necessitated in
the soul—even the illusion that the soul is free.

* Every act,” he writes,  is but an addition. To say
that it is free, is to say that there is in a sum more
than there is in its elements added. This is as absurd
in psychology as in arithmetic.”

And elsewhere he put it thus: ‘‘ If we knew truly the
relative position of all the phenomena which constitute
the actual universe, we could at this moment, with a
certainty equal to that of the astronomers, tell the day, the
hour, the minute at which, say, England will evacuate
India, when Europe will have burned its last lump of coal,
when such a criminal, still to be born, will assassinate
his father, when such a poem, yet to be conceived, will
be composed. The future is contained in the present
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as all the properties of a triangle are contained in its
definition.”

The provenance of this type of thought is obvious
enough to the experienced reader. Our author has in an
ingenious way translated his Spinoza into the language
of contemporary science. Let us merely catch up a note
or two that will render our Spinozist’s attitude toward
common morality, and his understanding of the master’s
doctrine of emancipation through science.

In the first sense we find that Adrien Sixte has some-
where written, ‘“ All conscious beings must be looked
upon by the scientist as experiments set up by nature.
Among these experiments some are useful to society,
and one hears of virtue; others are destructive, and one
hears of vice and of crime.” And he adds, a little by way
of flourish, * These last are nevertheless the most signi-
ficant, and we should lack an essential datum for the
science of mind if Nero, say, or such and such a tyrant of
the fifteenth century had not existed.” Or, again, he has
said, “ To consider one’s destiny as a corollary of this
living geometry which is nature, and therefore as an
inevitable consequence of the eternal axiom whose in-
definite development is prolonged through all time and
all space, this is the unique way to emancipation.”

To show that human conduct is so necessitated as to
be without moral aspects: “ this is the unique way to
emancipation.” It was just for the master’s aid over the
last rough steps of the path to this emancipation that we
left our Disciple crying, * De profundis!” Can the aid
be given ? Can it not? This is the singularly philo-
sophical catastrophe of this singularly reflective novel.

For us the issue depends upon an analysis of what
our philosopher would regard as determinants of human
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conduct. That it is not meaningless to seek explanations
of human acts all admit, for all alike are engaged in the
search for them, and much that is of importance to daily
life depends upon one’s ability correctly to explain and
so to predict the conduct of one’s fellows. The only
question is whether the laws by which we explain and
predict could conceivably be increased in precision until
they completely determined conduct. To judge this we
must consider of what nature these laws are, s.e., in the
present context, with what illustrations of such laws our
author furnishes us.

We are familiar with the idea that the explanation of
a fact consists in pointing out its likeness to others. We
are not surprised, then, to find our young analyst, follow-
ing the guide of a master who, we have heard, regarded
“ our most exquisite sensibilities ”’ as ““ the development
of very simple instincts,” looking upon his relations with
a singularly pure young woman as not without likeness
to the battle of life throughout the animal kingdom.
* It is the law of the world,” he reasons, ** that all existence
is a conquest carried on and maintained by the stronger at
the expense of the weaker. This is as true of the moral
universe as of the physical. There are souls of prey as
there are wolves, tiger-cats, and hawks,” and he kept
repeating to himself, “1 am a soul of prey, a soul of
prey,” with a furious access of what the mystics call sAe
pride of life.

But if the animal instincts are the most widely related
of those that display themselves in human conduct, more
special instincts must be appealed to to account for what
is special in the act. Well, in its proper place we find
that the family of Robert Greslou had its roots in war-
trodden Lorraine. Of no very remote peasant origin,
son of a conquered race, he catches himself at certain
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moments reacting with instinctive hate toward an indivi-
dual whom he hardly knows and who has done him no
personal injury, yet whose every aspect shows him to have
sprung from the conquerors, in whose most courteous
gesture there lurks a polished insolence of aristocracy.

When, then, a human pity for his prospective victim
comes upon this * soul of prey,” it is such a hate that
neutralizes it. * Why,” he cries, “in so many of my
imaginings does Charlotte appear by the side of her
brother André ? What secret fibre of hatred had this
man by his mere existence touched in my heart, that
simply to imagine him with his sister dried up the
fountain of my pity and left nothing in me but the will
to win ?”’

In answer we are expected to recall the moment when
Robert Greslou, introduced into the family of the Marquis
de Jussat as tutor to the younger son, finds himself for
the first time in the presence of the Comte André, heir
and dominating spirit of the house. *“I felt then,” our
young analyst records, ““in its full force, in the depths
of that instinct of life into which it is so hard for thought
to descend, the revelation of that sense of race which
modern science attributes to all nature, and which con-
sequently must be found in man. ... Why should not
this hostility be an heredity like the rest? The horse
that has never approached a lion trembles with fear when
his stall is made up with straw on which such a beast of
prey has lain. Then fear 1s inherited, and is not fear a
form of hate? Why should not hate be inherited too?
And in a thousand cases envy is probably nothing but
that—nothing more than that in my case, certainly—the
echo in us of hatreds long ago acquired by those whose
sons we are, and which continue in us the battle of hearts
begun hundreds of years ago.”
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No less carefully does our author work out another
group of influences : those that fall within the experience
of the individual. Influences of family, of school, of
books read, of friends, of adventures of sex, of religious
education, all culminating in the forming of a character
. whose foundations have already been laid in its heredities,
in this case a type for which the French have invented
the expressive term, a ¢érébral. The rest one can readily
imagine, the delicate suggestions of daily life, the influ-
ences, slight in themselves, that play upon the attuned
character and to which it resounds with acts of this kind
or that, an instrument touched by the fingers of fate.

Such, then, is our authot’s understanding of what it
means so to explain a human act that it shall appear to
follow inevitably from recognized laws of nature. If it
do so follow, we ask again, Can it in the end be regarded
as either good or bad ?

It is not to our author that we may turn for an answer
M. Bourget is an artist, and owes his allegiance to the
interests of the heart, not to the curiosities of the intellect.
For him it is sufficient to have shown that to have lived
out a Spinozistic philosophy would in extreme cases lead
to very ugly results. He is addressing himself, as he tells
us in his preface, to the youth of France, and it may not
be without interest to note the place he gives to the type
of philosophy we have just been considering among the
influences dangerous to the young France of his day.

“ There are two types of young men,” he says, * that
I sec before me at the present moment, which are before
you too, as two forms of temptation equally redoubtable
and dangerous. The one is cynical and by preference
jovial. He has, since his twentieth year, discounted life,
and his religion is contained in the single word, enjoy—
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which is translated by this other, succeed. Whether he
go into politics or business, literature or art, sport or
industry, whether he be an officer, diplomat, or lawyer,
he has only himself for god, for beginning and for end.
This young man is a monster, is he not ? For it is to be
a monster, to have lived but twenty-five years and to have
by way of a soul a calculating-machine at the service of a
pleasure-machine. Yet I fear him less for you than I do
a certain other type. This one has all the aristocratic
traits of nervous organization, all those of mentality.
He is an intellectual and refined epicure, as the first was
a brutal and scientific epicure. This delicate nihilist, how
unpleasant he is to encounter, and how he abounds in
the land! At twenty-five years he has made the tour of
all ideas. His critical spirit, precociously awakened, has
grasped the last results of the most subtle philosophy of
this age. Do not speak to him of impiety or materialism.
He knows that the word marser has no very precise sense.
He is, on the other hand, too intelligent not to admit
that all religions may have been legitimate in their time,
only he has never believed and never will believe any
one of them any more than he will ever believe in any-
thing in particular, if not in the amusing play of his
mind which he has transformed into an instrument of
elegant perversity. Good and evil, beauty and ugliness,
vice and virtue, appear to him objects of simple curiosity.
The human soul is for him a clever mechanism which it
amuses him to take apart by way of experiment. To him
nothing is true, nothing is false; nothing is moral, nothing
is immoral. He is an egoist, subtle and refined, whose
one occupation lies in adorning his Self, in dressing it out
with new sensations. The religious life of humanity is
for him only a pretext for such sensations, as is the in-
tellectual life, as is the life of feeling. His corruption
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is vastly more profound than that of the barbarian of

leasure, is vastly more complicated, and the pretty name
of dilettantism with which he covers it hides its cold
ferocity, itsappalling hardness. Ah,we know him too well,
this young man ; we have all just missed being such as he
is, we whom the paradoxes of too eloquent masters have
too much charmed. We have all Ze¢z this man for a day,
for an hour, and if I have written this book, it is to show
you, you who are not yet like him, child of twenty whose
soul is yet in process of making, what base things such
egoism may hide in its depths.”

For Bourget, then, to have justified this picture of the
youthful Spinozist, is enough. But for us, who for the
moment have become philosophers, who have given our-
selves up to the curiosities of the mind, it is not enough
to have convinced ourselves that certain teachings are
ugly and unpleasant to contemplate ; we must know
whether they are true or false. While much that is
unlovely is also untrue, who but the poet can feel sure in
his heart that only the beautiful is true ? Well, then, if
we were to face the issue that seems to be drawn between
that universal necessity which science hopes to establish
throughout the domain of nature, and that freedom which
ethics regards as indispensable to the existence of moral
beings—if we are to face this issue squarely, on which
side should we range ourselves?

I answer: On both sides. If you say, But this is
difficult to do, I should not be inclined to dispute it;
were it otherwise, opinions on this subject would not be
so much at variance.  Yet it may not be impossible to do.
And that the satisfaction of the result has been thought to
be worth any effort it may cost to reach it, is evidenced
by the long struggle which the history of human reflection
records, to hold at the same time the vital ideals of science
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and the no less vital ideals of morality. To consider a
way in which I believe this may be done, will occupy us
throughout the remainder of the present discussion.

Let us begin by making clear just what és the ideal
which guides the scientist in his expectations respecting
the world he studies. Perhaps no one accomplishment
of science has been more inspiring than the picture of
certain large aspects of nature that Newton succeeded in
drawing—such aspects, namely, as are presented in the
behaviour of suns, and planets, and moons. All these
huge masses are governed by a single law, called the law
of gravitation. Now to say that they are governed by
this l]aw means no more than this, that if we knew the
mass, the position, and the velocity of each of these
heavenly bodies at a given moment, we should be able by
means of the law to predict their masses, positions, and
velocities for all future moments. This result is, to be
sure, only an approximation, for we know that gravi-
tation is not the only force which bodies exert on each
other. We have never succeeded, ¢.g., in reducing the
attractions and repulsions of electrified bodies to gravita-
tion, nor do we any longer try to do this. But Newton’s
degree of success provides us with an ideal to which we
seem ever more and more closely to approach. Instead
of considering such huge bodies as suns and planets and
their satellites, we divide these up into extremely minute
parts, which we may call for the moment atoms. We
struggle then to conceive a law as completely determining
the behaviour of these atoms as the law of gravitation
determines that of planets. So that, if we knew a limited
number of characteristics of each of these atoms at a
given moment, our law would enable us to predict their
future and to reconstruct their past history. As we
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approach more and more closely to this ideal, less and less
in the behaviour of these small parts of nature is left to
guesswork. In so far as we hope this ideal may be con-
tinuously approached, we hope that in its atomic parts
nature is entirely devoid of freedom. And if we hope
this, we must inevitably hope too that what we have called
an atom is neither a moral nor an immoral being. This
hope is usually called rke mechanical ideal, and nature in
the light of it is viewed as a mechanism. It has guided
science to victory after victory, and I venture to think
that no result of philosophical experience is more firmly
established than this, that whatever theory we may in the
end accept respecting human nature, its freedom, its moral
responsibilities, no assumption of that theory may stand in
contradiction with the mechanical ideal. To have recog-
nized this truth and to have had the courage to maintain
it at all costs, was the heroic service rendered by Spinoza
at a moment in human history when such service was
badly needed. It is also the reason why Spinozism, in
spite of its apparently gloomy outlook upon the world, has
made such a forcible and lasting appeal to the imagina-
tion of thinking men. In what follows it is against cer-
tain false implications that have been thought to lie in this
mechanical ideal, and not against the ideal itself, that our
criticism must be directed.

Now there is one implication that lies so near the
surface I doubt not most who have followed so far will
already have drawn it. If, namely, the atoms of which
we have spoken are bound by strict mechanical law, if it
is these same atoms that make up the human body and
that are concerned in its every act, must not the conduct
of that body be an outcome of this same mechanical
necessity? And if this be so, must not the science whose
ideal we have described set itself once for all against the
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hope of finding in human conduct any vestige of freedom,
any trace of moral responsibility? You remember with
what vigour Adrien Sixte drew this very conclusion.
“ Every act,” he said, *“ is but an addition. To say that
it is free, is to say that there is in a sum more than there
is in its elements added. This is as absurd in psychology
as in arithmetic.”

Yet natural as this inference may seem, we should, I
think, see that it is unjustified, that the instinct which has
led mankind to read moral aspects into nature was pos-
sessed of a deeper insight than was our philosopher with
his plausible mathematics. If, indeed, we could construct
the notion of a man out of that of atoms by a process
of addition, we could not escape the conclusion of Adrien
Sixte. Then, truly, moral aspects would be as completely
lacking to the whole being as they are to the atoms which
enter into his composition. That we cannot do this—that
we can, indeed, offer no mechanical definition of life, is
just the insight which permits us, nay, practically forces
us, to treat man as a free moral agent.

We can frame no mechanical definition of life! Nor
is this the only example offered by experience of a term
applied exclusively to mechanisms and yet meaning
nothing mechanical. Let me give a homely illustration.
There is, I presume every one would admit, no timepiece
which is not a machine. And yet we can offer no mecha-
nical definition of a timepiece, for the simple reason that
the various machines to which this term applies have no
mechanical principle in common. A class which may
include such divers mechanisms as a sundial, an hour-
glass, a water-clock, a pendulum clock, a spring watch, a
chronograph, has evidently not been given a single name
to mark in the members composing it a single mechanical
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nature. 'The only thing these members have in common
is a certain function or purpose—that of producing a
movement keeping pace with the apparent motion of the
sun. Just so with the class of beings we call living. Each
of them at each moment of its existence is a complete
illustration of mechanical law, yet all of them offer such
divers illustrations of this law that they cannot have been
put into a single class because of a common mechanical
nature. That which they have in common, by virtue of
which they have been grouped under one name, is once
more a function or a purpose. For we observe that living
things, by whatever mechanical devices, accomplish for
the most part a common result, that of self-preservation.

In these two examples, the one taken from the inani-
mate, the other comprising the animate world, we see how
well it may come about that a certain character belongs
to a whole no vestige of which is to be found in its con-
stituent parts. A single atom cannot, if the mechanical
ideal is maintained, be regarded as acting purposefully,
yet a sufficiently complex group of atoms may well
enough display purpose in its behaviour and to that pur-
pose owe its right to the name we give it. In such cases
the real absurdity we are in danger of committing 1s not
the one that Adrien Sixte scoffs at, but the one he unsus-
pectingly falls into. Axioms of addition are excellent
guides for those whose problem is to add. But not all
composition of parts into a whole is so simple as the
business of forming a sum. And where we are not
adding, the axioms of addition may prove the worst of
company.

Let us proceed to an immediate consequence of this
last observation. If no mechanical definition can be
offered for a given term, it is impossible that the things to .
which this term applies should be governed by mechanical
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law. We may easily convince ourselves, however, that
although not subjected to mechanical law, they are fre-
quently, indeed generally, governed by another kind of
law that is of the greatest interest to us. Let me recur to
our illustration of the timepiece. There is a trite truth
about timepieces, which we may say holds as a rule, to
wit, that cheap timepieces are poor ones. Yet it would
be meaningless to ask for a mechanical explanation of this
law, for the mechanical imperfection of the cheap sundial
bears no resemblance whatever to the mechanical imper-
fection of the cheap watch. The former may be a poor
timekeeper because inexpensively (and so grossly) gradu-
ated; the latter because the escapement is inexpensively
(and so crudely) constructed. So it is in the animal
world. Of its members we may lay down the rule, say,
that each must eat if it would live, but the physics and
chemistry of nutrition in an oak-tree are so different from
the physics and chemistry of nutrition in a human being
that if anyone were to ask for a mechanical explanation of
this rule we could not offer it, or rather we should have to
offer a different one for each type of organism we con-
sidered. These examples will be sufficient to illustrate
the sense of the saying, “Beings whose nature is not
capable of mechanical definition cannot be subjected to
mechanical law.”

But we said further that the laws to which such beings
were subject were of a peculiar nature, and it is particularly
important to point out one respect in which these laws
differ from the mechanical. Such laws as we find con-
trolling the behaviour of organisms, for example, are of
the kind that may be called /aws of purpose. We explain,
that is to say, the conduct of organisms in terms of the
end or purpose for the sake of which that conduct has
taken place. This holds from the lowest biological
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functioning to the highest form of deliberate human
behaviour. If we consider the explanation which our
author offers of the conduct of his unhappy hero, we see
that in the end he has been exclusively interested in
pointing out the motives to which the young man reacted.
To point out motives is simply to recognize the end for
the sake of which the act is accomplished. Now, although
this type of explanation is in daily use among all men of
all times, it was not erected into a scientific system before
the reflections of Plato and Aristotle had shown of what
extension it was susceptible. Aristotle in particular is
responsible for having pushed to the very limit the notion
that the greater part of nature’s happenings can be ex-
plained in terms of the end for the sake of which they
occur. The whole drama of nature was to him what
that of organic life is to most of us, the struggle of indi-
vidual beings to accomplish their natural purposes. But,
interested as Aristotle was in pushing this concept of
purpose in nature to the limit, he could not blind himself
to the fact that no purpose could be found in nature which
was always and invariably accomplished or attained by
the beings whose nature it was to struggle for it. Con-
sequently, he was in the habit of saying that “laws
of nature [by which he meant laws of purpose] were
descriptions of what happens always, or for the most
part.” That is to say, they pointed out the behaviour
that was normal, but not free from exception. Nature
was full of the accidental, of the abortive ; and although
later science did its best to exclude this notion of the
accidental in nature’s happenings, the effort was uni-
formly unsuccessful and, I think, wrongly inspired. For
it is exactly to the circumstance that laws of purpose are
statements of average and not of unexceptional fact, that
they owe their scientific value as labour-saving devices.
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And what is perhaps of more interest in the present con-
nexion, it is to this very lack of rigour in the laws govern-
ing animal and human behaviour that we owe our right
to regard the individual to which they apply as free.

In this respect the contrast between laws of purpose
with the situation of the things to which they apply, and
the laws of mechanics with the predicament of the things
they govern, is complete. For example, the most in-
veterate statistician will hardly venture beyond the point
of asserting that the man of alcoholic heredity will for
the most part be unable to resist the attraction of drink.
Yet sometimes he will be able to, for sometimes he does
resist. Canone conceive of the student of mechanics con-
tenting himself with the result that bodies generally fall to
earth with an acceleration of thirty-two feet per second per
second? During all the while Mercury’s unorthodox
behaviour baffled Newtonian physics, could any astro-
nomer be found suggesting that perhaps this was a case
of exceptional gravitation ?  As with heredity, so with all
the other so-called forces our author brings to bear upon
the conduct of his hero, giving in the end the illusion of
mechanically determined action. Heredity, environment,
education, serve their purpose well enough as terms that
point out an analogy between the ends that attract beings
of like history, but they yield only an expectation of the
normal, not an assurance of the inevitable. Nor could
any increase of statistical data of this kind do more than
give us the materials for a closer calculus of probabilities.
It is for the reason that all the laws which apply to human
conduct are of this statistical nature, that, being perman-
ently unable to predict it, we must regard it as free.
And to be free to attain or not to attain a given end, is
to be responsible, is to possess the first condition of a
moral nature. Nor, in attaining to this insight, have we

75



MODERN THINKERS

sacrificed aught of our mechanical ideal. Only, who cares
that atoms may neither be saved nor damned, if the beings
they so fleetingly compose may be both 7 One might
almost say that moral beings pass over the surface of
mechanism as waves upon the face of the waters. But
they constitute its beauty and its terror.

May we not then sum up our conclusions in some such
form as this?—Mechanical laws do completely determine
the conduct of everything to which they may be applied,
but they cannot be applied to an animate being, since no
mechanical definition of such a being is possible. Laws
of purpose can be applied to such a being, but they do
not completely determine his conduct. It is because the
only law which can thus apply to a human being does not
necessitate his behaviour, that we are obliged to regard
that behaviour as free and the being himself as respon-
sible. The most that we can do in terms of such laws
is to calculate the chances for or against the individual’s
success, for or against his ultimate worth.

Here let us stop. Our discussion shows signs of
falling into the abstract and mathematical, and one may
wonder whether anything practical can come of it. One
will recall the unhappy Disciple of Adrien Sixte, and will
ask oneself: What answer, after all, are we to return to
his cry, “ De profundis!”? Can we offer him any solace
in his wretchedness? I think we can, only it is not the
kind of solace he asks for, nor can it come from the
direction in which he seeks it. I should be inclined to
say to him, to Fichte in his Spinozistic mood, to any
other over whom the mechanical ideal hangs heavily:
This ideal is a safe guide in all thinking for which it has
a meaning; no atom in your body nor out of it but
what is determined by mechanical necessity; but the
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sum of these atoms is not you; there is a difference
between the whole we call 2 man, and the sum of the
atoms that make up the machine which he is. These
atoms may come and go; the man remains. What con-
stitutes his nature as a living being, an animal, a man,
can receive no definition in terms of the atoms now in
his body, nor those that may later take their place. You
as living, as animal, as man, can be defined only in terms
of the ends common to the individuals of these classes.
In so far as thus natured, you fall under laws not of
a mechanical order. They are laws of average which
determine not you, but your chances of accomplishing
the ends that define your being. In so far as you accom-
plish such ends, you are good of your kind; in so far as
you fail, you are evil—and if you fail egregiously enough,
you are a monster. The most your self-analysis could
have made out by the way of excuse is that the chances
were against you. And this indeed you may have made
out, for who could maintain that all men have equal
chances in this world ? But to have had the chances
against you, is not to have been determined as a falling
rock is determined; there is no chance for it.

In the most mechanical system, then, there is, so long
as classification of its parts in terms of purpose is possible,
a distinction between good and bad, with enough freedom
to make this distinction meaningful. But such a philo-
sophy may still seem hard. Even to have the chances
against one, is not this a gloomy situation ? Is there,
then, no supreme end to accomplish which all men’s
chances are equal, so that at each moment of life the road
to perfection is equally open to all, and equally wide for
all? We know how many and how beautiful are the
dreams of such a world-view, recorded in man’s long his-
tory. Tojudge their rationality is for a deeper insight than
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mine. But be they real or be they dreams, there is yet
one voice from the past whose sanity comes home to us.
It is that of our old philosopher of Koenigsberg, which
keeps repeating at this moment the sentence, * There is
nothing good but a good will.” With this saying of
Kant'’s I should even hope to breathe inspiration into the
souls that cry ““ De profundis I”” My last word to them
would be: Trouble yourselves with nothing but to make
the best of the chances that are left to you. There is
nothing good but a good will.

I would willingly take it as evidence that the instinct
of the artist and the reflection of the philosopher are not
unsympathetic, that when Bourget’s Disciple is at last
brought out of his ordeal, it is not to be comforted with
the longed-for assurance that all is necessitated in the
soul ; but rather to find for himself the way to redemp-

tion by making the best—the tragic best—of the chances
that are left him.
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IV. DAVID HUME
THE characters that have occupied us on two

previous occasions, different as they are, have

yet this in common; that their most passionate
interest was centred in God, and their theory of what
man is and ought to be depended upon the likeness in
which God in the end appeared to them.

I have felt that our illustrations of modern thought
would be incomplete were I not to include in the series
an example of an attempt to work out the duty and
destiny of man without waiting for an insight into the
mystery of God. It is the more advisable that we
examine one such character, that this way of thinking is
neither newly invented, nor yet grown out of fashion.

We recall that Lucretius, the enthusiastic disciple of
Epicurus, claimed for his master the glory of having
lifted from the world the terror of the gods, of having
left man free to study his own nature and to work out
his own happiness. And I find on my shelves a recent
work that bears the title Morals without the Sanctions of
Religion, one of many that might be cited whose purpose
is to study the good of man without making it dependent
on God. It is, then, as an expression of a common
enough idea, but as an uncommonly good expression of
this idea, that I have settled upon David Hume for our
next illustration of modern thought.

It has for some time been rather the fashion to find
the grounds of a man’s scientific beliefs in his personality
and in the character of the environment in which he
lives. And doubtless thinking, like any other activity,
has its psychology, an insight into which is helpful
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enough, though it is notoriously easy to find that charac-
© teristic @prés coup which we should never have been able
to predict beforehand.

When 1 say, then, that Hume had many human traits
reminding us of the Philosophers of the Garden whose
science is so sympathetic with his own, it must not be
supposed that only such as are of like easy habit of body
and companionable temper of mind should take to his
principles. But it is interesting to note, after having
followed the furious career of Bruno, looked in on the
sober reclusion of Spinoza, that a different type of man
may utter great thoughts; the type that could look back,
at fifty-eight years, on a life well filled with profitable
industry, and forward to one thus comfortably pictured
in a letter to a friend: ‘I have been settled here [in
Edinburgh] for two months, and am here body and soul,
without casting the least thought of regret to London, or
even Paris. I live still, and must for a twelvemonth, in
. my old house in James’s Court which is very cheerful and

even elegant, but too small to display my great talent for
cookery, the science to which I intend to addict the
remaining years of my life! I have just now, lying on
the table before me, a receipt for making soupe 2 /a reine,
copied with my own hand; for beef and cabbage (a
charming dish) and old mutton and old claret nobody
excels me. I make also sheep-head broth in a manner
that Mr Keith speaks of it for eight days after; and the
Duc de Nivernois would bind himself apprentice to my
“lass to learn it. I have already sent a challenge to David
Moncreiff: you will see that in a twelvemonth he will
take to writing history, the field I have deserted ; for as
to the giving of dinners, he can now have no further
pretensions. I should have made very bad use of my
abode in Paris if I could not get the better of a mere
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provincial like him. All my friends encourage me in
this ambition, as thinking it will redound very much to
my honour.”

These “ friends "’ to whom Hume refers were at that
time, as they had been throughout his life, the best of
good company, that is, the kind for whom a good dinner
would have been nothing had not good conversation been
its sauce, but for whom the sauce was none the worse for
dressing out a good dinner. In such good company, it
is not a great matter that Hume should have been free
of pleasant sallies after the manner of the letter I have
quoted. It throws a higher light on his character when
we find him preparing to receive his last, the unbidden
guest, in the same cheerful humour. “I now reckon
upon a speedy dissolution,” he writes at the conclusion
of his little sketch My own Life. ‘1 have suffered very
little pain from my disorder ; and what is more strange,
have, notwithstanding the great decline of my person,
never suffered a moment’s abatement of spirits ; inso-
much that were I to name the period of my life which
I should most choose to pass over again, I might be
tempted to point to this latter period. I possess the
same ardour as ever in study, and the same gaiety in
company. I consider, besides, that a man of sixty-five;
by dying, cuts off only a few years of infirmities; and
though I see many symptoms of my literary reputation’s
breaking out at last with additional lustre, I know that
I could have but a few years to enjoy it. It is difficult
to be more detached from life than I am at present.”

And there follows a characterization of himself that
could indeed be hardly more detached were it written by
a stranger. ‘I am,” he says, “ or rather was (for that
style I must now use in speaking of myself, which em-
boldens me the more to speak my sentiments); I was,
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I say, a man of mild dispositions, of command of temper
of an open social and cheerful humour, capable of attach-
ment, but little susceptible of enmity, and of great
moderation in all my passions. ... My company was
not unacceptable to the young and careless, as well as
to the studious and literary: and as I took a particular
pleasure in the company of modest women, I had no
reason to be displeased with the reception I met with
from them. ... My friends never had occasion to vin-
dicate any one circumstance of my character and conduct:
not but that the zealots, we may well suppose, would
have been glad to invent and propagate any story to my
disadvantage, but they could never find any which they
thought would wear the face of probability. I cannot
say there is no vanity in making this funeral oration of
myself but I hope it is not a misplaced one; and this
is a matter of fact which is easily cleared and ascertained.”

It is hardly to convict this worthy Scot of misstatement,
to point out that his pleasing picture of goodwill toward
all men omits to record his two hatreds; hatreds as
whole-hearted and constant as one could wish. One was,
for those he called “ priests ”’; the other was reserved
for Englishmen. “O! how I long to see America
and the East Indies revolted, totally and finally—the
revenue reduced to half—public credit fully discredited
by bankruptcy—the third of London in ruins, and the
rascally mob subdued! I think I am not too old to
despair of being witness to all these things.” This to
his friend Sir Gilbert Elliot in 1768. It is curious to
note that Hume lived just long enough to have heard of
the signing of the Declaration of Independence.

If, then, something of the nonchalance with which
Hume throws off comfortable tradition is due to his
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personal character, much may be gathered respecting
his motives for so treating common opinion from a study
of his philosophical ancestry. For Hume is the fire
fleur of a growth flourishing in the England of the seven-
teenth and eighteenth centuries, which in contrast to the
rationalism of the Continent, is usually called empiricism.
We find anticipations of an empirical philosophyin Bacon
and Hobbes ; but perhaps we should regard John Locke
as the real founder of the school. Rationalism, as we
saw in connexion with Descartes and Spinoza, was in-
spired by the example of the mathematicians to hope
that all science might be, as their science seemed to be,
deduced from axioms called self-evident. These axioms
appeared to be something more than the mere summing
up of experiences. Between the undependable predic-
tions of a weather prophet, who has frequently observed
that a * twinge of rheumatism means coming storm,”
and the confidence of the geometer that if two angles of
a triangle measure 120° the other will be found to measure
60°, there seemed to the rationalist not merely a differ-
ence in degree of certainty, but a difference in kind of
evidence, The former knowledge, unsatisfactory as it was,
could only come after experience ; the latter, beautiful
in its precision, would seem to be at the command of
a thoughtful man before experience. Hence, for the
rationalist, experience fell to the level of a mere suggessor
of truth, an awakener of thought; reason alone could
demonstrate the suggestion,

In complete contrast with such a view-point, the em-
piricist came in the end to make experience the sole
test of truth, even of such truth as the mathematician pos-
sessed. If the issue is between taking thought respecting
all things with the rationalist, or everywhere trusting to
observation with the empiricist, it is clear the latter has
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plausibility on his side. Who, closing his eyes and

reasoning it out, could learn that there were just eight
planets, and not seven or nine? If we must do one
thing or the other exclusively, is it not easier to imagine
that the axioms of geometry embody the experience of
the ages and nothing more, than to suppose that equipped
only with the pure reason, s.e., with the principles of
logic, one could discover the one thinkable world to be
that in which a person that is *“ I should exist with a
sheet of paper this moment before him and a fly buzzing
by his ear ?

So it seemed more and more as empiricism was de-
veloped at the hands of Locke, Berkeley, and Hume.
Belief, we find Hume maintaining in the end, is all of a
kind ; it is the inference from an actual impression (A)
to an expected impression (B), based on the remembered
experience that A has always in the past been followed
by B. Since this past experience is limited and since the
remembrance of it may be defective, the belief based on
the two can never amount to certainty.

Such an attitude may well be called sceptxcal when
contrasted with the older rationalism, in that it denies
the possibility of complete certainty in any field of science,
substituting as the ideal o