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PREFACE

HE LIMITS OF EVOLUTION AND OTHER ESSAYs, in both its
| editions, has long been out of print, and copies of it are
difficult to obtain. This want and Professor Howison’s
expressed hope of revising the whole for a third edition have led
some of his friends to plan a book which should contain the
more significant of the essays, with a few others of his writings
which help importantly to make clear the outline of his philos-
ophy. And it has been thought that a brief account of the man
himself would enhance the book’s value for those who knew
him personally and for those who were not so privileged.

Many persons by their encouragement and practical help have
brought this plan to reality. Professor John H. Muirhead, of the
University of Birmingham, at the time Mills Lecturer in Phi-
losophy in the University of California, was one of the first to
advise—and with warmth—that the design be realized in the
interest of philosophy generally. Dr. William W. Campbell, the
President of the University, welcomed the proposal, and gave
it his personal and official interest. It was approved also by
Mrs. Howison, without whose generous support the publication
would have been impossible.

The present work has been furthered also by several who have
been professionally associated with Howison’s teaching of phi-
losophy. Professor Hocking, of Harvard University, an instruc-
tor in philosophy under Professor Howison at the University of
California in the years 1904-1908, has given valuable advice in

Lix]



X Houwison: Philosopher and Teacher

regard to the papers to be included. Dr. Charles Henry Rieber,
Professor of Philosophy and Dean of the Faculty of Letters and
Science in the University of California at Los Angeles, who was
a student under Professor Howison and later his colleague, has
from the beginning whole-heartedly assisted the undertaking.
Mr. James K. Moffitt, a Regent of the University of California,
has been called upon frequently for counsel. Professor Bakewell,
of Yale University, a student and colleague of Howison’s, has
given recollections and documentary material for the biograph-
ical sketch.

For the final form of the book, two intimate friends of Pro-
fessor Howison have shared the responsibility. Dr. Buckham,
of the Pacific School of Religion, for many years closely associ-
ated with Professor Howison, has given special care to selecting
and arranging the philosophical papers here included, and has
also compiled the list of publications which refer to Howison’s
philosophy. Dr. Stratton, a former pupil and long a younger
colleague of Professor Howison’s, has prepared the biograph-
ical sketch. The sources of this are in part the recollections of
the writer and of others who have shared with him what they
recall. There has been used, also, the collection of letters be-
tween Howison and his friends, in the University archives. And
there exist, fortunately, several papers by Howison which give
glimpses of important periods of his development. In “Academy
and College in Early Ohio,” published in 1910, he tells of his
preparation to enter Marietta College, and of his life as a student
there. His St. Louis experiences he recounted in an informal talk
in 1916, called “St. Louis Reminiscences,” of which there is a
rough transcript, as by a stenographer, which seems never to
have been revised or published. His life in the University of
Berlin, before his appointment to California, is described in a
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paper called “At a German University,” published in 1887. These
autobiographic fragments and other material among the Howi-
son papers have been richly useful.

In connection with the republication of the philosophical es-
says here included the question will doubtless arise: What perti-
nence can discussions of this kind, first published more than
thirty years ago, have for our day? This feeling, it may be ex-
pected, will disappear as the reader follows the author’s vigorous
and penetrative thought. For, while the patterns and phrases
may have somewhat altered in more recent philosophical writ-
ing, the subjects here treated with an insight and vigor that give
these essays enduring value are still such as are engaging the
thought of our day and will engage that of the future. The par-
ticular essay entitled “The Limits of Evolution” may be re-
garded as perhaps the ablest utterance on this important subject.

The task of selecting the chapters of the original volume to be
here included—or rather those to be excluded—has been a diffi-
cult one. The cogent and forceful summary of Professor Howi-
son’s Personal Idealism in the preface of the first edition has been
given the leading place, followed by an elucidating statement
appended to the second edition. The essays retained, besides
the title essay, are: “Modern Science and Pantheism,” “Human
Immortality,” “The Harmony of Determinism and Freedom,”
and “The Art-Principle as Represented in Poetry.” The last-
named essay especially should be read by those who desire a
further knowledge of Professor Howison’s mind; for it reveals
the knowledge and appreciation which he had, not only of
poetry, but also of art in other forms; it reveals, too, his earnest
concern that the relation of art to truth and morality should not
be lost. The chapters omitted, viz., “Later German Philosophy,”
and “The Right Relation of Reason to Religion,” although they
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are of interest and are omitted only for want of space, may be
regarded as of less central importance. Indeed there has been a
regretful decision to omit parts even of some of the papers here
included.

The paper presented by Professor Howison at the Congress of
Arts and Science of the St. Louis Exposition in 1904, and more
exactly cited later, is, in the judgment of Professor Hocking and
of those in immediate charge of the present volume, an impor-
tant statement and carries Personal Idealism forward into an
enlarged area.

The paper on Plato—the full title of which, as originally
printed by the Philosophical Union, is “The Philosophical Prin-
ciples, theoretical and practical, expressed and implied in Plato’s
Apology”—the editors regard as a unique and valuable sum-
mary of Platonic principles. It reveals the degree of influence of
Plato upon Howison’s Personal Idealism, an influence which
appeared also in the last lecture which he gave before the Philo-
sophical Union, on “Plato as a Permanent Critic of Life.” The
original dedication of the Limits of Evolution has been retained
for the present volume as expressing the central intent of his life
as well as of his writings.

The two addresses which close the volume have been selected
to represent Professor Howison’s convictions and ideals with
respect to education and its relation to the State. Both are among
his earlier utterances, but they express, in the judgment of the
editors, his deep-seated and permanent views upon this impor-
tant subject.

The editors wish to acknowledge their debt to The Macmillan
Company for permission to reprint the large part of the Limits
of Evolution included in the present volume. They are grateful
also to the Houghton Mifflin Company for permission to reprint
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a part of “Philosophy: Its Fundamental Conceptions and Its
Methods,” originally published in Congress of Arts and Science,
Universal Exposition, St. Louis, 1904,Vol. 1, and included in the
present volume under the title “The One and the Many.” Mr.
Henry James the editor, and The Atlantic Monthly Press the
publisher, of The Letters of William James, have courteously
allowed several of the letters of James to Howison to be used
here, which valuably supplement those by James among the
Howison papers in the Library of the University of California.
There is a deep obligation also, for indispensable aid, to the Ar-
chivist and Librarian Emeritus, Mr. J. C. Rowell, who has made
available the rich collection of Howison manuscripts and publi-
cations in his charge; and to the Librarian, Mr. H. E. Leupp, and
to Miss Helen F. Treat for the comprehensive list of Professor
Howison’s published writings.

The year 1934 witnesses the one hundredth anniversary of the
birth of Professor Howison, and the fiftieth anniversary of his
coming to the University of California. It is hoped that the pub-
lication of the present volume at so appropriate a time may pro-
long and deepen the interest in his philosophical and ethical ideas
and in the man himself whose influence has been so vitalizing to
America’s teaching and thought.






THE TEACHER

OWISON, says the Cambridge History of American Litera-
H ture, “proved one of the most successful and inspiring
teachers of philosophy that America has yet produced.”* And
more than this, he was a memorably successful and inspiring
teacher of much besides philosophy. He had power as a thinker,
as a writer, as a maker of eminent friendships. Above all, he had
the power to take young American heads, often willful and un-
disciplined and unserious, and compel them to look in an unac-
customed direction. Under him they suffered a kind of intellec-
tual coercion, as though the mind itself had been laid hold of by
him and twisted on its stubborn neck and held there until some-
thing overlooked was noticed and finally of itself fascinated the
eye. Many of these youths held lifelong to the new interest he
awakened in them; and, from his time on, they had to be stu-
dents of philosophy. It is true, he taught through his writings;
but ore will not find in his writings, vigorous and original as
they are, the full record and display of his power as a teacher.
He had his greater effect through a more fully personal inter-
course—with his students in class and when received singly and
in small groups into his home, and with the wider community
by direct address in public. We might first look rapidly at some
of this teaching of his beyond the walls of the University.

I
Larce crours of persons more or less prepared for serious reflec-
tion were ready to listen to him with deep interest—teachers,
ministers and the laity of religion, lawyers and merchants whose
minds felt the intellectual currents of the time. In Boston he lec-
tured under the auspices of the Lowell Institute. The Concord

* Vol. 111, p. 247.
L]
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School of Philosophy on several occasions had him as a lecturer,
of which more will be said in another place. In Oakland, Cali-
fornia, he gave a course of public lectures on ethics, highly
valued by many of the leading persons of the city. At San Jose,
with his old friend William T. Harris, the United States Com-
missioner of Education, he addressed a large gathering of school
men and school women from a major part of California. Howi-
son was the principal speaker at more than one of the festivals
of Charter Day, when the University of California annually
celebrates its founding by the State. In San Francisco the Uni-
versity Club would welcome some distinguished visitor from a
distance; or the Unitarian Club would have an evening of dis-
cussion, perhaps concerning the place of the university in reli-
gion; or the clergy of a special denomination would wish some-
thing to irritate and fortify them; and Howison might be the
speaker of the occasion.

To him these occasions never meant mere entertainment. He
was, in a good sense, an inveterate propagandist. It was perhaps
part of the secret of his effect that he took any of these public
occasions as an opportunity, not to be intellectually pleasant and
decorative, but to be a public goad and instructor. He felt quite
frankly, yet without offense to taste, that he had truth not pos-
sessed by many of his hearers, and that so far as possible he must
impart it to them. Nor was he ponderous and pedantic in this.
Here and there would come a gleam of humor, though he never
studied this common way of winning or holding an American
audience. There was never any elaborate pleasantry of intro-
duction; he never began with an anecdote, nor later employed
one to hold the attention of his hearers. No fripperies, then. Yet
he was not solemn; he was serious. He was all for the bugle call
and command, and cared little for the salute.
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He would reconnoiter, sometimes almost lay siege, before
charging upon his auditors. Thus he was, usually at first, leis-
urely, ready to take almost endless time. On one festal occasion
of the University, before a large audience partly of students and
faculty and partly of invited friends from beyond the walls, he
deliberately read, as a preparation for his own thought, a very
considerable part of one of Plato’s chief dialogues. Those who
could not understand him, long remembered the occasion with
some depreciation. On all public occasions there was elegance in
his mode of address, yet one never felt that he cared to be a styl-
ist. The bone and muscle of what he said was his chief concern,
and he clothed these hurriedly in what at the moment seemed
most fitting. Describing to Howison a young man of distinction
who was being considered for appointment to the faculty of the
University of California, Thomas Davidson called the young
man “a literary dude, caring more for form than for matter.”
Howison—though in some respects Boston had marked him—
kept miles away from all this. At the forefront his hearers ob-
served his array of uncommon considerations brought to bear
on some possibly common but important interest; they noticed
weighty evidence, and, with it all, a great under-force of intelli-
gent conviction. John Bright must have impressed similarly
those whom he addressed.

This moral weight of the person, present in Howison’s public
teaching, never fully passed over into his writing, nor into the
verbatim record of what he said. He was first of all a speaker;
he relied upon his audience to complete the circuit that set his
intellect aglow. Only with his hearers assisting was he at his best.
Thus his chief influence, for all the value of his publications, was
upon those whom he taught in person, visibly and by living
voice.
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There was, however, ample reverberation in the local commu-
nity beyond his immediate hearers. The newspapers with their
keen scent for a fight, even if they had to make one, were always
busy with his blunt and contentious public words. One could
always at a pinch discover in what he said an enormous offense
to some vested religious interest. Many a preacher caught by
hearsay Howison’s dangerous doctrines, and the air was soon
ringing with attack and defense. Yet no one paid more con-
tinued and outspoken homage than he did to certain great in-
visible forms of spiritual effort. But of the spotted popular im-
ages of the invisible, he would knock off a nose as zealously as
any man in Cromwell’s army.

11

Howison was at his best, however, with his college students. He
gave to them something far more than he gave to the auditors of
his occasional addresses. And, if one may say a word first about
the externals of his teaching,—externals that were not insignifi-
cant, in his judgment,—he arranged, on beginning his work at
the University of California, to have for his exclusive use a lec-
ture room refurnished to give it a dignity and taste befitting the
important subject of his instruction. The quietly tinted walls,
the carpet as in a dwelling, the open fireplace, the heavy oak
chairs, the railed-off dais with desk and bookcases, were all in
striking contrast to the other classrooms on the campus. This
unusual dignity for the setting of his instruction was again
found in the furnishings of the entire building later erected for
his department. He gave care also to his own appearance before
his students; he came to class with the dress and manner of a
gentleman.
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When he spoke he used successfully a method now under sus-
picion in this country. He was, above all, a lecturer. Too often, it
is true, lecturing means turning hearers into listless takers of
notes. Howison’s students, however, were quickened into inde-
pendent thought. The particular manner of teaching, it would
appear, is of minor importance; the person who does the teach-
ing is everything.

He made earnest attempts to draw his students into a free ex-
pression of their own thought. In principle he approved of dis-
cussion by the living voice. In practice, however, in any smaller
company—aside from the Philosophical Union, where, as we
shall see, special devices were instituted by him successfully to
circumvent this—he was the autocrat of the intellectual break-
fast table. This may have been due in a large measure to his deaf-
ness, but was due largely also to his flood of ideas and to his
powerful impulse to have them prevail at once by sheer force of
demonstration. He never lost faith that this was possible; so he
had little stomach for easy or tolerant exchange of ideas. He had
only the short patience of the lion preparing to spring upon its
prey. At the earliest possible moment he was up and had pounced
upon the opposition.

His way of choosing the student who should bear the brunt of
his onslaught was perhaps unique. In the classroom of his earlier
years at California, there stood at his elbow, on a lower level of
his lecture desk, a simple vase of graceful outline, in which were
small marbles of the sort boys play with, and on these severally
were pasted the names, in fine type, of the members of the class.
From this urn, of an ominous hue not far from dragon’s blood,
he drew the lot and held it to the light while he scanned it nar-
rowly through his gold-rimmed spectacles—perhaps two pairs
of spectacles at once for the purpose—while the class sat tense
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to hear which of their number was fated for the slaughter. Under
the professor’s piercing eye and question, it was not easy for the
undergraduate to utter some dubious thought in the loud voice
needed for the master to hear it, and probably thereupon to be re-
quired to repeat it in a still louder tone after one had lost the last
shred of hope that it might be right. Professor Howison never
followed this path beyond the opening of the hour; the answer
given by the first student usually called forth enough to outlast
the time. Usually he began with cold scrutiny, if not with utter
rejection, of the timid offering; but at times it was with approval
and then with long elaboration. He had occasionally a way of
discovering, in some student’s vain groping, a depth of'signifi-
cance quite undreamt of by its author. The harassed soul then
breathed relief and glowed with an unwarranted sense of pene-
tration into the arcana of philosophy.

III

But Howison took no main pleasure in approving what others
might offer. He was all for an initial skepticism in each of his
students, compelling them to face the inadequacy of their think-
ing hitherto, as the only way to a wholly rational conviction. He
would sting his sluggish hearers into intellectual response, into
some degree of intellectual self-activity. Skepticism, however,
was never the lasting state desired; he himself felt that one could
attain truth, absolute truth, and he was dissatisfied with any-
thing short of this for his students. Men and women might leave
his lecture room at whatever time he dismissed them, but they
were unable to escape the restless motion to which he had stirred
their minds. He fulfilled for them the office which Socrates de-
scribed as his own—that of a gadfly. His arguments were re-
argued and counter-argued as his auditors walked away in small
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groups, and the discussion was renewed at dining table or in
study room, only to break out afresh next day as the class waited
on the college building’s steps, or on some near-by grass slope for
the lecturer to appear.

At the University of California in those days the students
were accustomed to grant their instructors five minutes’ grace
beyond the time set for the opening, and not a second more.
Then, should the instructor not have arrived, the class scattered
with joy. But for Howison his classes waited—until he came.
And he might arrive in fifteen or twenty minutes or in half an
hour, to find them still there; such was their honor of the man
and their desire to hear him; and such was his own lovable
neglect of earthly trifles like those of time and place.

Nor did he at once plunge into the class work, as a penitent
might, trying now to make up for lost time. No; he did a score
of trivial things before the real work on hand. A student of his
has described her strange turns of feeling on seeing all this for
the first time. She was from a lesser town in an interior valley of
California where, as she felt, she had never met a great man;
yet there she had heard of the fame of Howison and was all
excitement over the prospect of hearing him. She came at last
to Berkeley; and as she went to his lecture room in old North
Hall, she scarcely dared breathe, so impressed was she by his
renown. After the almost interminable wait before he arrived,
in he came and, trotting behind him, a shaggy little dog, later
to be identified as “Socrates” or “Aristotle.” It was January, and
he carefully put his hat and umbrella in their places, removed
his overshoes and, getting out of his overcoat, laid it folded thick
on a ledge, to serve the little dog for a long nap. He then went
to his writing desk, perhaps “set” the adjustable calendar there,
opened and read the letters awaiting him; and consumed per-
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haps all of ten minutes in this way. By this time all her awe
and expectancy had oozed away, and instead there was sharp
disappointment—until he began to speak. As the lecture went
on, the interest and the awe returned; she had at last found her
great man.

His rich stores and his desire to share them never seemed to
run low. His class was often the latest in the afternoon, and, as
the thread of the argument wove in and out, the daylight faded
and only the flame and glowing coals in the generous fireplace
offered their uncertain light. One of his students said: “In class
there would be wide stretches of his lecture when he seemed
to lose sight of us and of the place and the occasion. Then he
would speak with passion, with the eloquence of one possessed
by his ideas, almost as a poet; his deepest affections being re-
vealed in what he said.”

The living audience stimulated him so that he would break
through all self-conscious troubling about diction. He now
seemed intent wholly on the thought, and the words were taking
care of themselves. One who was a student in the University of
California when Professor Howison first came to it, has de-
scribed the impression made by the extraordinary gifts of the
man—by his penetrating thought, his wide acquaintance with
scholarly work in his subject, by his sympathetic attention to
history and social life and letters, that made his lectures move
constantly around and over our deepest interests. “And he
made the greater impression upon his classes,” this witness has
added, “because of the sheer precision and elegance with which
he presented his thought. Never has the University had his equal
for expressing, hot upon the instant, a learned and intricate
argument in sentences of rare color and rhythm, yet with a fiery
conviction like that of some prophet of old.”
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To this day it remains a mystery what brought any lecture of
his to a close. Occasionally “Socrates,” the little dog, might lend
a hand to this end, by awakening and sharply barking his im-
patience. The students, certainly, did not terminate the hour by
restless demonstration and leaving the room. If one of them
could not remain until the close, he would go; and would em-
ploy an early opportunity to explain his action. Nor did Profes-
sor Howison, though accustomed to no disregard of decorum by
his students, act the bear toward excusable departures. A young
woman, an advanced student, married and with a nursing baby
at home, felt she must leave his lectures before they had ended,
perhaps on toward six or seven o’clock, and long after dark. She
finally screwed up courage to the point of telling him frankly
the reason. “Why, of course, my daughter,” was his answer,
“that is more important than listening to an old man like me.”
Earlier, before her baby was born, when a lecture was over she
had to walk some distance to her home up a steep path through
a wood. Night after night he would walk all the way with her,
to talk with her of philosophy and to see her safely home.

Thus his interest in the persons he taught, and his zeal for the
work, and the zeal he awakened in them, made it impossible for
him to meet his students only at lectures and in formal classes.
For those who were more advanced in their studies and desirous
of regular instruction not provided in the courses offered, he re-
peatedly arranged special work. He would take endless pains
to write to some student at a distance. In answer to an inquiry
from one such student concerning Kant’s thing-in-itself, Howi-
son wrote ten compact pages; and followed this on the next day
with a further letter of exposition. Or he would meet a student
perhaps every week to discuss some systematic reading—in Aris-
totle, perhaps, or Leibnitz, or Hegel. Sometimes at the con-
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ference the professor would stick to the special work in hand.
Often, however, this would soon be quite forgotten and there
would be an extended discourse on a distant and general prob-
lem of philosophy.

Besides this personal instruction in some quiet room of his
on the campus, often by an open fire, there were numberless
conferences also in his home, where his students were welcome,
singly, to speak with him of their intellectual difficulties; or in
small groups they were invited to come of an evening to con-
sider some special topic or to read and discuss an important
book. One such group, of which Bakewell and Beard and Cook
were members, used to meet at his home on Sunday evenings
to discuss problems on the borderland between philosophy and
religion, and these were always delightful occasions. “I think we
got more stimulus and inspiration from these small intimate
gatherings than from the class room,” Bakewell has said; and,
continuing, “Those meetings were the real origin of the Philo-
sophical Union, which was established the next year.”

v
THis LIVING INTERCOURSE with such a man had its inevitable
effect. Many who never chose to commit themselves to the study
of philosophy professionally found that their inner lives were
lastingly impressed: here a man who later became a professor of
mathematics; there another, in the field of English literature;
or again, a woman who led the more serious minds of her com-
munity in their reading or their outlook on international affairs.
Franklin K. Lane, for a while in journalism and later to be Sec-
retary of the Interior, was ready to express his veneration and
his lasting debt to Professor Howison as his teacher. James K.
Moffitt, once his student and now a leader in the banking and
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commerce of San Francisco, has been for life devotedly attached
to him personally. Others who were never in any formal way his
students acquired something of the student’s regard for him. So
Buckham in religion, Moore in education, Noble and Haskell
in mathematics, Hocking and Montague in philosophy, Wells
in literature—to speak of those only who knew him in Califor-
nia—these, so far as I know, were not in his classes; yet, as young
men, they came into his circle and could thereafter never quite
free themselves from the intellectual and moral strands he had
thrown around them.

But his power as a teacher, some will feel, was most clearly
shown in the young men whom he compelled to begin a lifelong
study of philosophy. They went from his undergraduate classes
into graduate work, often with other teachers of his own recom-
mendation, especially with the Harvard group of philosophers—
James, Palmer, and Royce—or with some scholar in Europe, and
themselves became in due time notable teachers of philosophy
in this country: Mezes at Texas and the City of New York;
McGilvary at California, Cornell, and Wisconsin; Rieber at
Stanford and California; Stuart at Iowa, Lake Forest, and Stan-
ford; Henderson at Adelphi; Lovejoy at Stanford, Washington
University, and Johns Hopkins; Bakewell at Bryn Mawr, Har-
vard, and Yale. The quality of these men indicates something
of the teacher’s power to direct the attention of young men so
that thereafter they never lost sight of the goal which he had set
before them.

Yet he founded no school of thought; in a sense he made no
disciple. This clearly disappointed him; but not as it might a
small and vain person who wanted mere personal following: it
was rather because of his jealous espousal of the truth. He un-
ceasingly urged his men to see with their own eyes. Yet, when
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they did so, he could never be quite glad of it for what followed.
He had involuntarily expected them to see independently the
great issues of life as he saw them, yet one by one they came to
see them somewhat differently, while still at one with him in the
steadfastness of their look and in their loyalty to what they saw.

For he was never your detached lecturer who offered his wares
without caring whether they were taken or left. He believed that
his hearers should take only what they themselves examined and
found reasonable. Yet, as one must who is prophet as well as
critic, he believed also in the truth of what he announced to
them: he believed it to be truth, truth of greatest import, able to
bring one, through reason, to a higher level of life. So he always
felt surprise when an able student failed to see what he himself
saw so clearly. And he was the more surprised when any who
had been persuaded of some central doctrine of his could later
lose his hold. Nearly if not quite all his ablest students had been
at some early time his disciples in the usual sense. And he had
rejoiced; for would not the doctrine be more widely taught by
them? As they matured, there was for him perhaps no greater
regret than over their gradual departure from his precise con-
victions. The young men whom he most influenced, as they
studied elsewhere and as later they became teachers of philoso-
phy, still carried with them his marks—a deepening of their crit-
ical power, of their love for learning, and of their fidelity to truth.
But the truth took on for them another outline than for him;
and for these digressions, especially as they appeared in their
published writings, he had a lynx’s eye. He might tell his disap-
pointment with a show of play, but the humor was on the sur-
face. There was, beneath it, something like the feeling of a father
who sees not one but all his sons going the way of the prodigal.
It is related that Stanley Hall, when visiting him in Berkeley,
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congratulated him on his success, that so many of his former
students occupied distinguished chairs of philosophy in Amer-
ican colleges. Howison replied grimly:“Yes, but not one of them
teaches the truth.”
v

ONE ONLY NEED ADD a word concerning the artist’s skill; for he
was an artist. Whatever the subject he taught in the many places
of his teaching, the testimony is always clear that he had power
not merely to interest youth, but to quicken their deeper pur-
poses. He impelled them to a more intelligent and tenacious
moral effort. The secret was not in the specialty he taught, but
in the man teaching it. Philosophy was perhaps his best medium;
which for him was not just its technicalities and erudite details,
but something fit to serve as the pilot of life. But, had there been
the need, he could have reached somewhat the same result by
teaching Choctaw. He helped boys and girls, he helped young
men and women, toward character. He possessed this prime art
of the teacher.

He was, as we know, a veritable person, endowed and disci-
plined, and his secret lay there. But he had a conscious aim in his
work. And his insistent speaking of this aim made him a nui-
sance and firebrand in his Faculty; and his practice of it, backed
by his learning and personality, set his students aflame. Hocking,
of Harvard, who as a young man came into Howison’s depart-
ment at California, said that “Howison comes as near to Elijah
the prophet, and in some ways to old Simon Peter, as any human
being I expect to meet in my time.”

He set for himself the purpose not merely to make his subject
interesting, nor merely to train his students to be diligent, clear,
precise, and all the scholarly so-ons—to the full long list of vir-
tues held up by your believer in the discipline of intellectual
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powers; these are all good, but not enough, he felt; your student
may have them all and be a Philistine. No; the student must be
set free, not by crying hands off, but by laying hands on—gentle
yet heavy hands; by bringing him into a view and love of the
truth; by compelling him to enter into that great world which
alone can set him free. The youth became a free man, for Howi-
son, not by mere unimpeded will, not by mere riddance of inhi-
bition, but by gradual initiation into a great community until
he himself should recognize its worth and heartily set his own
strength and skill to the creative work of increasing its bounds
and dignity.

Howison had a sane and practicable and large view of what
youths need. He would not save their souls by any particular
studies, fond as he was of Greek and mathematics and philoso-
phy and music and English literature. Past, present, future, and
more even than all these, were to be spread before the student’s
eyes. The youth was to come into his own, into the wisdom of
the past, which was his inheritance. But all this was to prepare
him for his freedom, for his spontaneity. He must first see the
direction of humanity’s movement, how far it has already come
and where is the polar constellation to guide it onward. Howi-
son’s task, as he saw it, was to bring youths to see humanity’s ac-
complishment thus far, and the ideal before it; to bring youths
to recognize and respect the world visible and invisible, and to
make over the world of fact into the form of the ideal. This was
for him the business in hand. Did it involve self-assertion? Yes.
Announcement perpetually of one’s own crudities? No. Believer
as he was in the person and in freedom, Howison would have
nothing of the irritable self-insistence that was then, and that still
is so much in vogue. The person must be brought into a vital
spiritual union with all others, and encouraged to assert himself
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within the limits of this spiritual union and with the enlarged
power and opportunity which this union gives him.

So he had in mind, as he taught, an ambitious project, in which
the individual had his own place, but in which there was a place
too for the community, the nation, humanity, and all the full
divine order; in which the past had its place, but only along with
the present and the future; in which science and observed fact
had their place, but as a stage and theater for man’s free action,
guided by the ideal. For Howison, life was no acceptance of the
scientist’s report of facts, to let the facts rule one. Fact finding,
for him, was a summons to reshape the facts by an intelligent
spiritual power in and beyond man.

So he saw young men and women as in need of becoming,
first of all—not economic factors given to producing, distribut-
ing, and consuming marketable things; nor as learners of some
liberal profession—but of becoming, or of being transformed
into, something more humane. And, in doing this, Howison felt
he must deal with the whole person before him; with his intel-
lect and far more: with his power to discern and to do what has
grace in it; with his power to act morally by treating himself
and all his fellows as of eternal worth. Thus he strove to bring
each youth to a living intercourse with a perfect order of exist-
ence. He saw himself as a teacher of persons possessed of power
to observe, to think, to enjoy beauty, to devote themselves to the
great community of persons, of which the greatest of all is God,
—God who compels no man, who is neither creator nor despot,
but whose kind of life is the infinite goal toward which our own
lives are free to move. Meeting his students in such a spirit, with
his learning and ardor supporting so great a design, it is not
strange that he won through to a place of great power in their
lives.



THE MAN

REAT TEACHING comes of no mere plan of teaching, nor from

some particular talent, nor is it a skill imposed on a special
endowment. It comes from the man entire—from his veracity,
his insight, his confidence of outlook, his respect for the central
potency in persons. So of Howison one would wish to see, as far
as can be, the man more nearly complete, facing situations that
show his ways of conduct and their inner prompting.

I

AND FirsT, of his use of power, and especially his treatment of
men younger than himself and dependent on him.

The young instructors in his department tapped in Howison
a deep reservoir of friendly interest, of good will. He sought their
welfare by allowing them to do more than the mere drudgery of
instruction; he had them teach important courses; he protected
them from excess of teaching; he urged the President to recog-
nize their ability and to promote them at the earliest suitable
moment; he sought openings for their appointment in other uni-
versities. He saw to it that these young men had opportunities
for study, and more than once he persuaded the University to
send a young man to Europe for advanced work. He was solici-
tous for their personal living and comfort. Once at least he pro-
posed that he build, for rent, houses planned and suited to his
married instructors’ needs. He invited more than one of the
bachelor instructors into his own home to live. When one of the
young instructors in his department was studying in Europe,
Howison offered to lend money—for a while without interest,
and thereafter on most liberal and unbanklike terms—to enable

[16]
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the young man and his wife to continue work in Europe after
having already completed two years of study there.

His affectionate interest in his young colleagues, however,
never prevented his customary directness of speech to them,
whenever they did not measure up to his standard of thinking
or of conduct. They had to take an occasional dressing-down.
But he was not above expressing regret when he came to see the
pain caused by perhaps excessive bluntness.

Such outbursts were impulsive and momentary and were re-
served for no one kind of person. They were usually assaults
upon false doctrine, in which he did not always carefully distin-
guish between the felon and the crime. Underneath, and by habit
and conviction, he was all kindness. His gusty temper might
storm for a moment; but year after year he had these youngsters
on his mind, with all the care of a father. Should sickness come
to the household of one of these scapegraces, there was nothing
Howison could not think of and do for the man’s relief. The wife
of one of them was taken sick, there were little children also to
be cared for with an instructor’s meager pay; and Howison at
his own expense at once put a nurse into the house and sent
suitable supplies.

There was no need that trouble should come, though, to call
out his interest in their family affairs. “Can you realize,” he puts
into a letter’s hurried postscript, “that our good N. is actually
now a sobered married man? Alas! Gone is that gay youthful
freedom! I'm pretty sure he’s got a wife that’ll be his master!
The ‘cut of her jib’ is that of a masterful woman. But ‘mum’s the
word!’ 1 hope, and indeed expect, we shall all love them both
equally.” He knew what would soon be coming out of the warm
depths of his own nature. He was always sending affectionate
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messages through his young colleagues to their wives, with espe-
cially happy words and a gift when a baby came.

He rejoiced in the fine qualities he discovered in these young
colleagues of his, he rejoiced in their progress, and was cast down
by losing them from his department. “Besides illness,” he writes
to his friend Thomas Davidson, “the last year has brought me
severe blows in the loss of Bakewell, and now of McGilvary, my
two most gifted pupils and valued colleagues. McG. has just been
appointed Sage Professor of Moral Philosophy at Cornell, to suc-
ceed James Seth. He will prove a telling success there, I am sure.
But I don’t know where to look for his successor.”

For another of them, then recently married and away for a
summer at Harvard before going on to Europe, Howison writes
to James so warmly that James instantly invites the newly mar-
ried couple to James’s home to stay; and Howison gives them
letters of introduction to a host of intimates in Boston, Cam-
bridge, and thereabouts, and in New York. And when, at the
summer’s end, they sail for Europe, there is added to all the long
letters from Howison one to wish them bon voyage and “Be sure
to keep me constantly informed of your whereabouts, doings,
work, health, and indeed all your concerns, when in Europe.”
This he closed “with sincere love,” as indeed so many of his let-
ters he closed with words of friendship and affection. He gives
the young instructor capital advice about the relative worth of
men in Germany under whom he may wish to work; he sends
him published material bearing on his studies there; he jeers at
the youth’s crabbed and toplofty criticism of things German, the
like of which he had just had from another of his young men.
So he sends words with salt and pepper in them about such
Jammer.“I don’t know what’s the real matter with you young
fellows,” he writes,“unless it be too great a development of self-
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esteem! It seems almost comic, to say the least, to see you young
chirpers perking up, on your twig-branch, and passing judgment
on the moral and mental status of the nation that history has
given the first rank in the world, and on the Gelehrtheit of men
who have made a world-wide fame.” But he closes this joyous
drubbing, lest it cut, with “Don’t take this sarcastic joke too seri-
ously though, my boy!”

And when one of these young colleagues had done a scholarly
job to Howison’s liking, the elder writes; “I fear I have not said
enough in expression of my deep and kindling, yes, stinging sat-
isfaction at your European performance. But take it for granted,
if unexpressed. Your friends here are all proud of you. Boy, if
you do your duty, your academic fortune is made!” So he could
feel, such enthusiastic appreciation he could show! No wonder
that these young colleagues could take a browbeating from him,
even in public, when once in a while he lost patience with their
stark heresy, nor that they still hold him in deepest affection. A
youth would work his intellectual flesh off for such a man.

II

His FRIENDLY INTEREST was not restricted, however, to those in
his own department. He saw the fine texture of plain men and
women, and knew how to express some of the value he set upon
them. Thus each year as the holidays approached he regularly
provided some additional cheer for the janitor of the building
which housed the Department of Philosophy—the janitor, an old
soldier of the Civil War, called by the students “Bayonet Bill,”
who served the department as loyally as he had his country.
Howison’s unusual and characteristically careful way was to go
himself to market and buy the materials for a good dinner for
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the man and his wife—turkey and all. I remember the glow with
which the old janitor told me of this regular expression of the
professor’s good will. And Dr.Wall, the physician and intimate
friend of Professor Howison, remarked the great interest he
showed in some Italian laborers laying a water main in a Berke-
ley street. Howison said to Dr. Wall that in talking with them
he found evidence of marked intelligence of a type not found in
his students, and ideas of great interest to him in his study of the
mind. His further action reveals a thread of the man’s own
fabric—he offered to pay the water company for the time he had
taken in talking with the men.

He was tender, too, feeling deeply any blow that cut across
health or life. A family, the Whitings, had left Berkeley for Cam-
bridge, Massachusetts, taking ship to go by way of Panama. To
a friend Howison wrote of the “frightful news”: “the ship found-
ered off Manzanillo,” he said, “and the whole family, with the
children’s nurse are lost—father, young mother, four darling
bairns, and the ‘goodie’; seven hapless lives! It seems as if Berke-
ley would see many a long day ere it can smile again.”

And from Italy Howison writes to Davidson: “We all fell in
love with our faithful old gondolier, Giuseppe—a remnant of the
‘good old times,’ I am afraid he is. He was gentle and of delicate
sensibility to beautiful things, and was continually showing us
dainty little scraps of landscape and ruin and sculpture decora-
tion. One day he took me up into a shabby old ruin of a palace,
now used for some coarse warchousing or other, in order to show
me the traces of its former splendid cortile, and to point out with
a child’s delight the exquisite cutting on the capitals of the ar-
cade. They were all black and almost invisible, and no one but
areal lover of the real thing would have ever seen them.”
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All this was practice in keeping with his principle. For he
believed in persons; he believed in personality, he respected it.
He liked to call his form of idealism, as we know, Personal
Idealism, because in it persons were the great realities.

11
HE was GIveN to a hearty enjoyment not only of the persons he
knew, but also of natural beauty and romance and history and
art. He enjoyed music; he entered into Beethoven’s Fifth Sym-
phony, and later we shall discover him writing about it; he at-
tended the grand mass at St. Peter’s on Easter Sunday, “cer-
tainly the most imposing human show I ever witnessed,” he
wrote, “tremendous music, that took you off your feet and shook
the heart out of you.” The journey down into Italy from Munich,
though he had taken it before and was now in his seventy-sixth
year, he found to be one of his greatest and most inspiring of
experiences, such was his responsiveness even to matters remote
from his professional care. There was no mere guidebook noting
of fact and history; there was a lover’s enthusiasm. The Achensee
for him was glorious; he exclaimed over the blue and the trans-
parency of its water, the terrible prongs of the Benedictinerwand
that held it, the pure brilliance of the autumn atmosphere. Inns-
bruck he found an overwhelming little city, amazingly rich in
its memorials; and not far away was the vast old Burg he visited,
where Philippine Welser and her noble husband, the Grand
Duke Ferdinand, passed, as he says,“so much of their idyllic life
of mutual affection.” Then on to Meran where he and Mrs.
Howison, to use his words, had “an exceedingly happy two
weeks and a half; and then had not been to half of its romantic
surroundings. It is a tiny city, with the greatest union of sublime
and lovely landscape that one can imagine, great mountains ris-
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ing into the sharpest peaks, all snow-covered, with their great
sides richly shaggy with deep forest growths, which the enor-
mous dimensions and distance reduce to the appearance of deep
mosses covering the huge rocks; the autumn colors were out in
their richest, and were as varied and as luxuriant as anything of
the kind we ever see in America, so signalized for this trait of
scenery. Then the history & romance all about—from antiquity
down through the middle-ages; every lesser height crowned
with some huge old Schloss or Burg, scene of all sorts of history,
but largely tragic, with courage, devotion, battle, victory, or
downfall....

“Well, we bade it all farewell at length, and came first to
Verona, meaning to stop only over night. But we found that our
impressions of the place, got thirty years ago in haste, were all
wrong. In the perfect autumn weather it proved charming; and
we stayed there three days and more, unwilling to leave even
then. Oh, its swift-rushing, clear, glorious Adige, bending about
in it everyway, crossed by so many grand bridges! Its old council
hall, in the Piazza d’Ebbe, is one of the loveliest pieces of the
finest delicate Renaissance to be seen anywhere.”

A chapter could be filled with the rush and enjoyment of his
travel. His was no desiccated mind, no mere pedagogue’s.

v
BuT T0 RETURN to persons and his working days. Howison had
no patience with all the surface details of the individual. He al-
ways forgot in public or in private to minister to the small self-
appreciation of others; but he no less forgot his own small self-
interests. He was never given to talking about himself, about his
own qualities and character, though he might talk freely about
external events and about persons close to his own private life.
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He was wholly without outward sign of vanity or posing or self-
importance. He did nothing for “effect.”” At heart he had some-
thing like a Quaker’s directness of approach, honestly keeping to
the front always, so far as in him lay, the doctrine, the all impor-
tant doctrine. He never expressed self-depreciation, however;
that would have been to parade the personal element and would
have been not only unsuited to public use, but would have been
insincere; for he recognized his own ability, though not always
his own large accomplishment.

There was a side of him ready honestly to laugh at an attempt
by others to set forth what he had done and to lose sight of the
great truths yet unrealized for which he stood. There had been
arranged in the University of California, late in his years there,
a series of meetings, at one of which there were brief addresses
by younger colleagues and friends, to describe his field of study,
his pioneering effort to stimulate research—all very appreciative,
and rightly so, of his contribution to the growth of postgraduate
investigations. When at length he himself was called upon to
speak, he showed a puzzled annoyance. Why all this fuss and
feather over things that didn’t matter! His philosophy, the con-
tent of his philosophy, was what should count with serious men
and women in a meeting such as this. Why hadn’t they come
together to discuss with him the truth of his ideas? “That,” he
said, “would have been a sensible thing for them to do!”

v

NoR WOULD HE LEAVE VAGUE what he meant to be the center of
personality. It was the person’s reason, which brought to the per-
son freedom and responsibility. I must refer to a central doctrine
or two of his, though I purpose to avoid to the utmost any ex-
position of his philosophy—for this is done in his own writings,
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and needs no repetition. But some of his doctrines had a way of
running over into his character, or his character ran over into his
doctrines; so they cannot well be separated even here. Religion
with him was not only religious doctrine, it was religious life.
Now the pivot of all Howison’s later thinking, at least, was the
moral responsibility of the human person. This with him was a
philosophical principle, a criterion of other ideas, the measure
of their adequacy. Any doctrine incompatible with the freedom
of the individual was for him intellectually intolerable.

At a meeting of the Philosophical Union, William James was
the principal speaker. After he had presented his thoughts, there
was, according to custom, a discussion of them, into which
Howison entered with his usual ardor. The contrast of the two
men in appearance and manner was as striking as in their ideas.
James, incisive, fidgety, careless of the requirement to make
ideas fit into any describable mould; Howison, at home on the
field of battle, intent on its larger strategy, confident—one might
feel—that the Lord would deliver the adversary into his hand.
He finally would have posed James by pointing out that James’s
doctrine meant that a person’s conduct was actuated by some
power outside himself. James’s answer must have seemed to
Howison an incredible way of escape. For in substance it was
this, that James did not care a fig who or what ran his life, if
only it was run aright. In Howison’s theory, at least, it would
seem hardly to matter a fig whether his life was run right or
wrong, unless he himself ran it.

He believed the person to be not only free, but also imperish-
able; for what seems death is but an occurrence within experi-
ence and does not affect the eternal aspects of life. Discussing
immortality one day after dinner at his home, he remarked:
“The other day a person said to me, “‘Where do you think you
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and I will be twenty years from now?—on Mars, or some other
planet?’ And I replied, “That’s a foolish question. It shows you
have no philosophy. Where shall we be? We shall not be any-
where in space. Space is in us!’”

He was a humanist in accepting the highest human standards
as valid standards, but not a humanist of the kind that leaves
God out. God moved in his theory and in his affections. His re-
ligion, he felt, was Christianity, and he called himself a Chris-
tian. He rejected small miracles. He would have denied hotly
that he believed in miracles at all; for he held to an orderly Na-
ture, to an orderly activity of persons. Of a current writer he said,
“I never read a word of him, and, if he ends up in ‘supernatural-
ism’ and ‘revelation,’ I shall find it hard to take an interest in
him.” Yet Nature, whether it was human nature or the course
of earth and tide and star, was enveloped and permeated and sus-
tained by spirit. In this sense he believed in the supernatural, or
in what one might call the great miracle—the existence of a per-
sonal God and of human persons so conceived as to be indi-
vidually free and immortal. In conversation with a friend in
Berkeley, he expressed concern and grief because some of his
former students had told him that they could no longer believe
in a personal God. “How can it be?” he added; “has my teach-
ing all been in vain?”

With all his smiting of the orthodox, hip and thigh, his sword
struck only at what he took to be their unessentials. He was
never a sneerer wholesale at the traits of orthodoxy. Like Dar-
win, he could say a word in defense even of the missionaries.
When he was asked whether he would justify foreign missions,
he answered, “If I feel my religion is 7ight,1 am bound to go and
teach it.” He took to his heart men of character whose faith was
formed in a mould much simpler than his own.
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VI
HEe was your typical absent-minded professor. Mrs. Howison
would speak of this side of him with comical despair.“He talks
so learnedly of time and space,” she would exclaim; “he knows
nothing about them!” One day the home dinner waited for him
a half-hour beyond the usual time; an hour. Nine o'clock and no
George Howison. At ten Mrs. Howison began to be alarmed,
and by eleven she was inquiring by telephone at all his favorite
haunts. None of his friends, who in their turn grew alarmed,
could give her a clue to his whereabouts. At one o’clock in the
morning, in he sauntered, quite unconscious of the hour and of
Mrs. Howison's anxiety. It appeared that he had crossed the Bay
to San Francisco, had there met a friend, and the two had for all
these hours been lost to the world in their discussion of high
philosophy.

He became lost to the world also in matters other than high
philosophy. Indeed, whatever he attended to, his mind bored
into, and would no more hold to several unrelated things at once
than would an auger making its one hole at a time. When it
came to having his house erected in Berkeley, he built first a tiny
cottage, called “the barn,” where he and Bakewell lived—Mrs.
Howison for the while had fled the turmoil—and where he
might watch the workmen as they labored on the house. Every
nail must be driven the right way into every board and joist and
rafter. It is related—perhaps unreliably—that he carried on his
examination of the workmen’s labors, after dark, by the light of
alantern.

vII
Bur 1¥ HE was unpunctual and absent-minded, he was not negli-
gent of all externals. Upon some of them he was punctilious. He
observed the amenities of personal intercourse—of costume, of
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order at his dinners, of salutation. Without being at all Olym-
pian, he was unfailingly dignified in dress and bearing and
speech. By day he always wore in public a dark double-breasted
coat, often a “Prince Albert”; and for evening he was not averse
to full dress, top hat and all, even in a Western community that
still retained, as from mining days, a mild distrust of such things.
With him the Virginian traditions respecting the importance of
all this seemed to have gone into his marrow, and one might as
well have expected Mount Vernon to forget the proprieties.

Dignity interested him and drew him toward it. He observed
it in Emerson and Alcott and in the older New Yorkers—in
their dress, their bearing, their mode of speech, their way of
intercourse with one another. A fine impression had been made
upon him when he went into a New York office—it may have
been that of D. O. Mills—and there found the man in plain citi-
zen’s clothes, but bearing himself in the dignified way of the
older tradition. He admired this, but did not aim to copy it.“The
veneer,” he said when speaking of these men,“I confess is very
fine; I should like to have been able to do that myself; but it is
against the genius of our later intercourse. The attempt to act
in that way would seem like affectation; we would have to
putiton.”

Especially was he careful, however, of niceties of language.
He made much of Latin and Greek. All his habitual attention
to words, however, never prevented his own free and forceful
speaking, although it may have done something to impede his
writing, especially for publication. “He always found it difficult
to write for publication,” says Bakewell,“because he was so solici-
tous to get just the right word to express his meaning with ex-
actitude. He was particularly incensed when President Wheeler
began the practice of requiring each member of the faculty to
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send in every year a report of everything that he had published
or was planning to publish—a damnable practice for which he
held President Eliot responsible. ... Howison always thought it
was an impertinence to bring out anything that was not one’s
level best.”

He never was stilted; he could be easy and jocose. The best of
humor prevailed at the dinners he loved to give. He could be gay
in aletter to some intimate. Thus to Thomas Davidson he writes:

Grantville, June 15, 1876.

Dear Tom, Since my note of this morning, the domestic sky has
fallen out, and smashed all our plans to powder.

Our Bridget, I find on returning home at 2:30, has “given no-
tice”—and leaves forthwith—this very afternoon. Hence we can’t
have you come tomorrow, after all! Ye gods! but isn’t that a cool im-
pertinence? To ask you out—to press you to come, even—and then
to cry out, stop!

But Islam: and “if it be fated that a man shall die in any land, in
that land shall he surely die.”

So forgive us, and hold yourself in readiness for another summons
soon. Yours sincerely and regretfully,

G. H. Howrson

He liked humor, but within the bounds of propriety. He was
never heard, so far as I know, to exceed such bounds. He thought
that Mark Twain and Artemus Ward and some of the slangy
humorists gathered into the collection of poetry called Parnas-
sus, by the man he knew and honored so highly, Emerson, went
over the line. But not William James. “How different it is with
William James,” he once said, “who has the Irish-American sense
of humor in a very high degree. He is perfectly willing to go as
far as a gentleman safely can, up to the very edge of impropriety,
but he never steps off. That’s one of William James’s great skills.”
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i
He was pucNacious in his devotion to truth. He was a fighter.
When an intellectual combat was on, he was not the man to
stand by and hold the coats; his own was off and he in the thick
of the fight. He doubtless was more or less dimly aware of this
trait of his, and perhaps plumed himself on it. Some of his
friends arranged to have his portrait painted for the University
of California by Mary Curtis Richardson, a distinguished artist
in San Francisco. As the portrait approached completion, Mr.
Howison quite forcefully let the artist know his dissatisfaction
with it. When one of his friends in Berkeley found, by question-
ing, what it was that displeased him, it proved to be the portrait’s
unmilitant air: “They are trying to make me look,” he said, “like
a Swedenborgian minister.”

He might like to appear warlike; but he had no liking to be
intolerant. With regret he recognized himself to be at times dan-
gerously close to this. In expressing to his intimate friend Thomas
Davidson his sorrow for having given offense by his way of
criticizing Davidson’s paper at a meeting of “the Club” in Bos-
ton, Howison spoke penitently of his own intolerance of opin-
ions that traversed what he was deeply convinced was truth—*an
intolerance that no amount of experience or honest desire to be
considerate seems ever likely to rid me of.” Again, on a later
occasion, he spoke of it as a dreadful thing to get caught in an
extreme, so that, from then on, you cannot possibly think there
is any truth on the other side. “Almost all the mischief in the
world,” he added, “comes from that.”

Thus he vibrated between attack and regret that he had made
the attack. He puts into a letter to a young friend : “P.S.—Horrid
‘row’ last night at the Philos. Union, owing to my feeling it
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necessary (foolishly, as I now believe) to give Putzker [a well-
known professor in the University] & Miss Stevens [an elderly
person with philosophic intentions] a ‘setting down’ for their
crazy views about ‘democracy’ and ‘woman suffrage,” & univer-
sal suffrage generally. Whole business spoilt what otherwise
wd have been a capital meeting, when Prof. Jones read a truly
philos! paper on Theory of Rights & Gov't, & A. G. Eells made
a good solid penetrating speech.”

He stood, somewhat defiantly, for blunt personal veracity at
any cost—occasionally, at the cost of the feelings of those with
him. He often assumed an attitude of perhaps needless oppo-
sition, chiefly, I believe, to make sure he should not be found
wanting in loyalty to the truth. Thus when he was invited to
speak to an important group of Unitarians, with whose gen-
eral attitude he probably had more in common than with that
of any other body of religionists, he spent a large part of his
time with them in explaining why he was not and could never
be a Unitarian, since he differed from them in the very core of
their doctrine. Yet he could do this without offense; the Uni-
tarians then and always in California delighted in him. They
respected, along with much else, his desire to win their assent,
if at all, by no false pretense or softening of disagreement.

He lacked all art, or the will to cultivate the art, of flattering
an audience, in order to establish rapport and prepare them to
accept his thought. He was, rather, like that Paul of the common
version—whatever may be the juster translation—who began his
address to the Epicureans and Stoics on Mars Hill by telling
them forthright that they were superstitious.

His pugnacity, it was clear, he never used for its own sake, but
only as a rough bodyguard to his doctrine. His battling was from
a love of the truth he was battling for—a complex affection for
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it, which included a love of the search for truth, a love of the dis-
covery and of the great things discovered, a love of sharing with
others the great things found. No one who had in all solem-
nity vowed loyalty to a great enterprise could have been more
completely bound to it, nor have been farther from shifty de-
vices to enlarge its interests or from asking quarter from the foe.
One could not think of him recanting a belief to save himself.
He would have taken his stand with Luther or Bruno.

Yet, with his devotion, there was about him no air of the de-
votee, no mystic look. He was a rationalist. As one watched his
conduct year by year, one found his eye single; there was the
leading motive kept central. He was not insensitive to lesser
things—books in good bindings, prints and paintings, good
meals, personal recognition of himself. He would have liked to
have more fame than came to him. But, so far as one can see who
was close to him, these found a place as in the pauses of a great
expedition, like the evening reverie or the recreation of a deter-
mined explorer of the unknown. No one of them meant consent
to sacrifice a jot of truth or of strength to seek the truth and to
send back untiring reports about it.

We can see in all this the sure foundations of his power to
teach: he had truth to share with others, he had detailed scholar-
ship, he had a large purpose in his teaching, he was a fighter with
a fighting love of the truth which he would have others share
with him, he thought persons the supreme and creative power
in all the universe; human persons, he felt, were supremely
worth teaching.



PREPARATION

HOSE WHO have come thus far will perhaps have seen, as in
Ta troubled reflection, the large outline of the man. And this
may be enough. But some may wish to be told the man’s life,
how he came and went, what were the circumstances that
helped to form him. For any who have this further desire, the
account which follows may be of interest.

I
ScorLanp and the South were in Professor Howison’s ancestry
and tradition; the Middle West, New England, the Pacific
Coast, and Europe were in his training. There were thus spread
before him for his choice and taking, goods in plenty.

His mother, Eliza Holmes, was born in Maryland, of old
Maryland families; his father, Robert Howison, was from Vir-
ginia, and was held by the Virginian stock to be the direct de-
scendant of that Jock Howison of Brachead near Edinburgh
who obtained the freehold of his estate from James V of Scot-
land, as related by Sir Walter Scott. Along with much else, there
may have sprung from the parentage and family culture of the
young Howison the later union in him of a Southern love of
manners and hospitality and good living, with an intent Scot-
tish look toward things of the spirit.

He himself, born in Montgomery County, Maryland, on No-
vember 29, 1834, was early associated with those who paid the
price of having character. His parents, themselves slaveholders,
could finally no longer tolerate “the institution”; they freed their
slaves and shook from their own feet the very dust of slavery’s
dominion. In the summer of his fourth year, they moved across

[32]
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the Alleghanies into Ohio, to the vicinity of Marietta—roman-
tically named after Marie Antoinette—doubtless chosen by the
Howisons for their new home not only because it was “free
soil,” but also for what it offered in education. For there were
here good schools—including an academy and college—a sub-
stantial library, and churches, the community being a fusion
of excellences from Connecticut and Massachusetts and Mary-
land and Virginia. Howison, looking back on it many years
later, thought of it as a new place conquered in the main by an
older culture, the town of Marietta being more like a New Eng-
land village of its time than like a place but recently won from
the wilderness.

But the boy’s fancy was awake to the storied background of
this frontier community, and to the echoes of recent savagery.
One of his earliest Ohio memories was of a red man who lived
in the village and peaceably went in and out of neighbors’
houses. Another of the citizens, a white, used to tell of his cap-
tivity among the Indians—his tale disappointingly free, how-
ever, of scalping, tomahawking, and torture at the stake. Only
a few miles down the river, at the time of this captivity, as young
Howison knew, the settlers of Belpré had been awakened with
war whoop and blazing torch.

The present also held the boy’s mind in sympathy. There
were in Marietta churches of many Christian denominations,
Catholic and Protestant. All had a common interest in educa-
tion. However they might differ about theology, ritual, or
church government, all were sensible of a common Christian
purpose, and were one in the conviction, he tells us, that, as a re-
public, “we must educate, we must educate, or we must perish!”
These elements of quiet religious tolerance within the bounds
of what was regarded as essential Christianity, within the
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bounds, too, of obedience to law and political decorum, formed
for him, he later felt, a veritable educational atmosphere whose
influence no youth growing up in it could escape. It confirmed
him in the conviction of its justice and its lasting worth; but
with a dash in him also of criticism and opposition.

1
He arTEnDED Marietta Academy, to which only boys were ad-
mitted, and where, as he tells us, the little fellows were allotted
such work as the principal, in consultation with their parents,
decided to be most suitable, while the older boys were granted
an almost free election.

Here, in order to fill any interstices of lesson-getting in the
usual studies of the day, the younger boys were made to read
certain books of geography—commercial, political, and more;
—one of these, The Book of Commerce, by L. G. Goodrich, at
one time American minister to France, “took a real hold upon
my child mind (I was in my tenth year when attending the
Academy),” he tells us. “Together, these books enlarged my
horizon, teaching me to what a great and rich world I really
belonged, and breeding in me the wish and the hope that I
might some day come to know it at first hand; a thing which has
to a considerable extent actually happened; partly, I believe, be-
cause I was led to desire it so ardently.” This gives an index to
his later mind with its imaginative breadth along with precision,
its love of travel, its love of vital experience on the large scale.

But the lover of literature—of language and its use in art—
was also appearing in this boy of ten in the Marietta Academy.
There he had his first taste of literature—in Walter Scott, the
writer, as he believed, “foremost of all for boys, sure to lead them
into a taste for higher and greater things than he could do;
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though what he did is great.” Among the “pieces” in the Mc-
Guffey reader he used were two that fascinated him completely
—the descriptions of the tournament in which Ceeur de Lion
(as Le Noir Faineant) plays the hero’s part, and of the siege of
Front-de-Beeuf’s castle afterward. “Passionately I read them,
over and over and over again,” he says, “stealing time that I
ought to have been getting my lessons in. I hoped, I longed, to
find more of that sort somewhere; for the Reader gave no ink-
ling as to which of Scott’s novels they were taken from, and no-
body that I asked could tell me where to look for the whole.
Imagine, then, my joy, when, on going back to Maryland, on
a visit some two years later, the kinswoman at whose home we
stayed put Ivanhoe in my hands, and I presently discovered that
I had the enchanting whole whose brief fragments had thrilled
me so! In the little old library in that house I found other things
of Scott’s—Waverley, and Quentin Durward, and the Ballads.”
Spelling he learned by his free reading, and not by the attempt
to teach it to him. English grammar he got by merely listening,
captivated, to the recitations of the older boys.

In these studies of language, literature, and the world, the
child was father to the man. But not so in mathematics. Mathe-
matics, which took such firm hold of him afterward, began with
no promise.

“In arithmetic, though later I developed a strong interest in
higher mathematics, and some skill,” he has told us, “I made no
such progress as I ought to have done. I had entered the school
well up in the elementary rules (though working under them
always bored me), having been taught at home by my father,
an expert practical mathematician and surveyor, and an experi-
enced and skilful schoolmaster, who, to my lasting loss, died
while I was at this school.”
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“My trouble,” he continues, “appears to have been that I had
in my mental make-up certain platforms of difficulty, on which
I was inclined to lodge, and beyond which I could not move
until I had somehow found my own way. At all events, I left the
school unable to understand or apply the ‘rule of three,’ percent-
age, discount, or duodecimals; in the dark, and uncertain, about
‘square-root’; and quite stupefied in the presence of ‘cube-root.’
I may add that, later, I was delivered through the study of
algebra.”

III

Bur, 1n EbuCATION, the persons, the teachers, overtop all objects
and methods. He lets us see the kind of men who got at his
mind in these early years; their zest, their precision, their moral
quality. He looks back on all this with another eye than do those
who can see only stupid and tragic obliquity in all the men who
took a hand in their education.

He remembered vividly in later years Horace Norton, a man
of intense mental and nervous energy, of impassioned action,
incisive in mind and character, especially interested in geog-
raphy. By means of map drawing, in which he was a master,
he gave edge and accuracy to the boy’s interest in the figure of
the earth—its continents, oceans, seas, mountain chains, lakes,
rivers, and political divisions. It was the child’s form of Howi-
son’s later zest for the proportions of a still larger world.

“But the time had now come,” he says, “when I must take up
a new school-connection, in which I was to meet a personality
that left in me a trace still broader and deeper. Our home was
not in Marietta proper, but in a smaller town, directly across the
Muskingum River, which is now known as West Marietta, but
was then a separate municipality, called at successive periods



A Biographical Sketch 37

Fort Harmar, Point Harmar, and, finally, simply Harmar, after
the general who was in original command there and fortified
the place.” Harmar was about to open an academy under the
principalship of Henry Bates, an Oberlin M.A., a Congrega-
tional minister by ordination, but who perhaps never held a
pastorate. Bates, in Howison’s memory, was a most real man
indeed: “intense in conviction, quick in temper (occasionally
violent), emphatic in utterance, a pronounced teetotaller, free-
soiler, and abolitionist, advocate of universal suffrage without
respect to color, race, or sex—in short, a salient sample of the
Oberlin school at which he had been bred. But he had a weight
of character and a personal force all his own, and it was with
these and not with his particular opinions that he ruled and
inspired the school.”

“He was all /ive, and he kept a live school.” In Howison’s
words: “He was not an exact or elegant classical scholar, as
classical scholarship was then measured....But he had a vital
sense of the meaning of classical literature, especially its public
and historical meaning; so he made us all feel it, and aroused
us to some share in it. Latin and Greek works of talent and
genius were never turned for us into mere parsing-blocks, nor
was our time wasted in ‘capping’ lines from Vergil. We got, in-
stead, some real sense of the Aeneid as a poem, as a stirring epic
full of human interest, and also of lively and lovely landscape.
To Cicero’s eloquence we were made awake; we were brought
to feel the historic reality of the Orations, their political environ-
ment, the structure and worth of their argumentation. As for
Caesar’s Gallic War, that was for us an exceedingly real book:
its incidents, its localities, its characters, all seemed almost pres-
ent to us, intensely individualized. What with our teacher’s
effect and that of editor Anthon, to whom he introduced us, our
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imaginations were so quickened, by the diagrammed text and
the illustrated notes, that in the periods of ‘recess’ and the longer
‘noonings’ we used to go down under the river-bluffs near the
schoolroom and work out there, in the abounding sand, the
plans of Caesar’s camps and battles and sieges.”

The love of the life and thought of Rome and Greece, so
characteristic of the later Howison, is here seen forming; also
his love of literature in general. It was Bates who quickened
especially his sense of certain types of poetry—“naturally not
those inspired with the highest forms of sentiment,” says Howi-
son, “but those in which spirited boys instinctively sympathize”
—in “the romance of danger, of escape, of valor; the sense of
patriotism and of devoted friendship; the feeling for the majes-
tic, and for the sublime of space and time.” Here also he was
encouraged to that oral expression which later was so much his
skilled instrument, an oral expression not histrionic, but forci-
ble, natural, simply dramatic. And here he found more books
and better books, well chosen for the use of the school and its
families.

Bates led him on farther, also, in mathematics and physics and
astronomy, with lectures, illustrated by apparatus and experi-
ments. Lover of philosophy as Howison was later to become, he
nevertheless had a feeling for the concrete and experimental.

v
By THE aAuTUMN of 1848—young Howison was now fourteen
years old—his class in Harmar Academy preparing for college
was ready for admission, and most of its members entered Mari-
etta College at the opening of the academic year in September.
“But a friendly classmate and 1,” he says, “had rather more than
the usual traditional horror of the freshman status, with its sub-



A Biographical Sketch 39

jection, ridicule, and hazing, and by importunity we at length
induced Mr. Bates to agree to carry us through the work of the
first college year.

“Accordingly, we began the freshman work with him, in
Xenophon, Livy, and Horace, and in higher algebra.... We
went on happily with Mr. Bates, chuckling over our escape from
freshman humiliations, and confident in our teacher’s capacity,
till one day in December, when he suddenly informed us that
he could not carry our load any longer, especially as new regular
duties were to come on him with the term in January. With a
manner which made us understand at once that there was no
alternative, he said we must leave the school at term-end, and
take up our work in the college across the river.

“We went out of his presence disturbed and, in fact, quaking;
for there was the ordeal of the college examination to pass, not
only for entrance, but also for advanced standing, and we were
both in mortal fear of it.” However, on a cold December after-
noon, Howison and his classmate were received by the presi-
dent, a large, courtly man with the grand manner, who was
presently joined by the professor of mathematics, and these two
examined the lads not only in Greek, Latin, and mathematics,
but also in English grammar, rhetoric, and history.

“After the high authorities had informed us, to our great
relief, that we were likely to be admitted,” Howison narrates,
“we were kindly sent up to the central college building, and
handed over to the rather less tender mercies of the tutor (the
chief freshman teacher) for that year—an imposing young fig-
ure, standing over six feet in his stockings, the impersonation of
dignified decorum, who later in life became an Episcopalian
bishop, and still later met with a tragic death. He probed us in
Horace, and, easily exposing our meager equipment in Hora-
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tian metrification, filled us with new alarms. But he was merci-
ful, told us he zhought he might probably venture to enroll us,
placed our names in a big record-book, handed us the printed
‘Laws of Marietta College,’ and bade us good-by, a bit loftily,
saying we might present ourselves in his classroom, ‘second floor
of the North Entry, Central Hall, on the first Monday after
New Year’s, directly after morning prayers.

“And that year, morning prayers were still early, viz., at
5:30 A.M.; on the good old Puritan principle that a right Chris-
tian must ‘work while it is called day,” that the day must begin
early, and that prayers must open it, literally—preceding break-
fast, which might well be further preceded by some work. So,
on our first day of attendance, my classmate and I were at pray-
ers in the chapel, with the rest, at half-past five in the morning
and next were in the aforesaid classroom, ‘second floor, North
Entry, Central Hall,’ some minutes before six, out of which, at
seven, the majority of the class went to breakfast. This was in
the beginning of the year of grace 1849, and of the life of the
present writer the opening of the fifteenth. Mercifully for us,
my companion and I had been given our breakfasts before leav-
ing home in Harmar.

“But to think what that meant! My mother had risen, and had
roused me, in time to have breakfast ready before half-past four;
by ‘early candle-light’ indeed! Before five, my classmate came
by, and we both started off, boy-like, ready and fearless because
thoughtless, to make our way over the crunching snow, under
the starlight, the gray dawn just beginning, across the frozen
river on its solid ice-bridge, and up the snow-buried Marietta
street, our feet and legs covered with long and heavy stockings
of knit wool, drawn over our thick winter shoes, to protect us
from the violence of the weather. It was a good half-hour’s rapid
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walk. This regimen we kept up all that first college year, fortu-
nately more and more light coming to our help as the days wore
on into summer. The next year, to our relief, and that of later
students, milder views won in, and thenceforward prayers were
not till seven o’clock, with recitation after; breakfast preceding
both at half-past six, or, for some, at six.”

He lived at home, knowing but little, and mostly at second
hand, about the life of his fellow-students on the campus. But
he doubted if he lost much of value by thus living outside. In
those old days, hardly anything of a properly college sort went
on within the campus except the work of study and recitations.
If he was left out of student pranks, and what nowadays go by
the name of “student activities,” he felt that this was no real loss.
And as for the serious college business aside from the regular
weekly meetings of the students’ literary and religious societies,
there was only recitation and study—with hardly any lectures
at all—almost wholly in the classics and in mathematics, physics
(then called natural philosophy), astronomy, metaphysics and
psychology of the old school, economics, and moral philosophy.

Here he began his study of German, and went on in litera-
ture mainly by free reading in the very good libraries of the col-
lege. He had also, in his senior year, his first taste of philosophy.
“The president, Dr. Smith, lectured brilliantly in support of the
Baconian method, which might have been called his hobby, and
against German a-priorism and its results,” Howison tells us.
“The senior discussions of questions in the various branches of
philosophy, held before the president and summed up by him,
were a most important discipline.” Thus he first knew of philos-
ophy in a form which he later felt bound to reject.

In closing his account of this part of his education, he comes
back to the qualities of the men—significant of his own later
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interest, as a teacher, in moral character founded on reason—
“to the intellectual and moral worth of the men,” as he says,
“who made up the faculty of my Alma Mater, in the years when
I was in her care. Modern critical investigation and training
have doubtless outgrown the theories in their various subjects
which they held and expounded, but they all had the genuine
spirit of scholarship, and were sound in what they knew. I owe
them all a debt that, I rejoice to say, never can be cancelled. They
were a small body, but they each and all left a deep impression
of excellent knowledge, great skill in teaching, and greater dis-
tinction of character. Decision of character was the salient mark
of every one of them. This came, in the last resort, from the
strength of their convinced belief in fundamental truths. Be-
lief with them was a genuine religion. They were what we
call men of principle.” And he tells them over, one by one, and
turns them gratefully this way and that, to get the gleam of
their inner light.

\4

AFTER COLLEGE, there were years of groping before he found
his way. He looked for a while toward the Christian ministry,
toward the teaching of various kinds of knowledge, toward
school administration, before philosophy finally claimed him
and ended his wandering, though never his restless search.
He went to Cincinnati and studied divinity at Lane Seminary.
Although as a student there he was in rather bad odor with re-
spect to orthodoxy, he managed to graduate and to be licensed
by the Presbytery of Cincinnati to preach as a probationer. He
seems to have taken no pleasure in looking back on the years of
this episode. There never came from him, so far as appears, any
spontaneous talk about it. He probably never took a pastorate;
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for, in the same year and probably in the same summer of his
graduation from Lane, he has become a teacher and principal
of a school in Marietta. And in teaching, the rest of his life is
to be spent. To this extent, then, his choice of work is made.
Whether he shall teach is, from now on, an answered question.
For years it will remain undecided what he is to teach.

But already philosophy is beckoning him. In college we saw
the president of Marietta College, Dr. Smith, teaching the lad
the Baconian method. Now the German philosophy, of which at
Marietta he had heard only by evil report, was to speak to him
direct. At his divinity school all those who were intellectually
ambitious were whetting their powers for Hegel, who was re-
puted to be the greatest figure, the hardest to understand, the
greatest test of a man’s intellectual ability. So this youngster not
yet twenty-one was spurred to the trial. It was preparation for
what he was to meet, about nine years later, when at St. Louis
he fell in with the group of philosophers whose meat and drink
were Hegel and Kant.

In the meanwhile he served with high commendation in
school upon school, in city upon city—Marietta, Chillicothe,
Portsmouth, and Harmar, in Ohio; and Salem in Massachusetts.
There was a year during which he held no office, but was en-
gaged in private studies, chiefly mathematical and classical.
Mathematics, long of great interest to him and later to be the
subject of university teaching and important publication, was
at this time claiming more of his mind than was philosophy. At
Salem this interest of his in mathematics comes forth in a way
to cause a serious smile. Among the papers of this period is a
printed program of the graduation exercises of the high school
of which Howison was master. The little sheet sets forth the
topics upon which each of the graduating scholars would speak.
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And the master of the school, when the evening has at length
come to waiting Salem, assured the company that the composi-
tions had all been thought out and written by the pupils them-
selves, and were to illustrate the work of the school. One of
these compositions, in particular, engages the eye. The pupil
who had the distinction of exhibiting in mathematics, publicly
addressed the assembled parents and friends of the class on the
subject, “The method and uses of the square root in polynom-
ials.” At Marietta, it will be recalled, the ten-year-old George
Howison bit the dust before square roots. The master now had
seen to it that a brave stripling under his care should stand forth
and sink a smooth stone from the brook into the forehead of the
ancient enemy.

But Salem was of more importance than for mathematics.
Among the assistants in the school was Lois Caswell, teacher of
English, with a mind as keen as Howison’s own, and with a
buoyancy and brilliance to delight and sustain and urge him
forward through all the later years. Lois Caswell, whom he
married there, was the niece of President Caswell, of Brown
University; was related to the Angells of presidential fame, and
had in her veins the blood of Miles Standish and Peregrine
White, celebrated in stories of colonial New England. Mrs.
Howison’s conversation and letters are still a delight in the
memory of many. Thomas Davidson in later years humorously
invited Howison to visit him on condition that he bring Mrs.
Howison. “Give my love to Mrs. Howison,” Davidson writes in
still later years, “who always remains with me as one of the
ideals.” She never took possession of a company; she inquired,
she drew out one’s best thoughts, she laughed and sparkled and
made some brief wise comment, full of kindness. Dr. Howison
himself once said that to bring her to believe in his philosophy
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seemed to him more nearly a test of its truth than to convince
any of his students, of whom several became distinguished; he
held her to be intellectually above them all.

I
AND Now for the first time, he became—at the age of thirty, in
Washington University, St. Louis—a professor in a college, in-
stead of being an officer—a teacher, principal, master, or super-
intendent—in schools of a lower rank. In the schools he had
won high praise for his accurate scholarship, his skill in impart-
ing his knowledge, his power to stir the interest and the moral
action of his pupils, the discipline he established, the ability he
showed as an organizer and executive. President Andrews, of
Marietta, who had Howison, the teacher, under his eye for three
years, spoke of him, as did many another wise observer, with
uncommon warmth. Let us have opinions from them all. “He
will not attempt to teach that which he himself does not know,”
it was said of him; “he is thorough and critical”; “he left the
school in better working order than I had ever known it before”;
his school has become “a place where work is done, and done
thoroughly”; there was “never his equal in the school.” He
served well in the humbler ranks, then, and was promoted.
The Howisons arrived in St. Louis in the last year of the Civil
War, and the war was visible in state and city. Their residence
was opposite a huge tobacco factory, several stories high, con-
verted into a great federal prison and crowded from top to bot-
tom with captured Southern soldiers. Having listened, day and
night throughout the winter, to the curses of these men upon
their Northern captors, the Howisons were glad to move, as
soon as possible, to another part of the city. The distress of
having to face for months these signs of war was probably not



46 Howison: Philosopher and Teacher

lightened—even though Howison himself was of slave-liberat-
ing blood—by the fact that the prisoners were from the Howi-
sons’ ancestral South.

He had accepted the invitation to Washington University to
become, as he thought, a professor of English literature, and
had prepared himself to begin lectures on the Victorian period.
But on his arrival in St. Louis he discovered, to his surprise, that
the president had invited also an older man who had creditably
held for some years the title which Howison had been led to ex-
pect would be his own. The president felt that the senior’s dig-
nity and standing therefore required that other work be found
for the younger man; so the junior was requested to assist in
mathematics. Howison seems not to have brought to bear upon
the situation the full impact of the pugnacity that was so plen-
teous in him later. By the time he came to California it is hard
to conceive his facing a like attempt without a battle royal. In
truth he may have recognized at once that mathematics was
more deeply congenial to his powers than was the exposition
of literature. Anyway, he was glad—or later felt that he was
glad—to accept the unexpected task.

But an appointment in mathematics, and later in political
economy, did not mean what it would mean today. He had to
teach whatever was in need of teaching—not only differential
and integral calculus and analytical geometry, but also analyti-
cal mechanics, astronomy, and logic. In one of the years in which
he held the professorship of political economy, he assisted in the
department of mathematics, and as though these two were not
enough, he filled the chair of Latin!

In spite of much distraction and what must have been an
overburden of teaching, he found time for writing also on re-
ligion; for there now appeared in The Radical, of Boston, three
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papers on this topic. Indeed, religion, which had led him into
and out of the ministry, continued to be a chief concern through-
out his life.

The hold which mathematics had upon him long before he
came to St. Louis was greatly strengthened by the presence there
of Chauvenet, an older man, distinguished in mathematics,
formerly at the head of the department of mathematics of the
United States Naval Academy. For Chauvenet’s scholarship and
personal qualities Howison always felt profound respect. A
wonderful man he was—Howison felt—as a musical scholar
and as a performer on the piano; and, as for his mathematics,
the younger man in later life regarded him as second only to
Peirce of Harvard, and in some respects superior even to Peirce.
Chauvenet in turn took a marked interest in his assistant; and,
as Howison phrased it—perhaps thinking particularly of his
own progress in mathematics, although perhaps also of his more
general scholarly discipline—“may be said to have been the
making of me.” For, “if a man of his distinction and power,”
Howison added, “had thought ill of me, I don’t know what
would have happened. But he happened to think well of me,
bolstered me up, and showed me how.”

From this combined influence, of his preéxisting disposition
(for during the year of private study, in the period before Salem,
mathematics had been one of his two fields of work) along with
the pressure from his new position in the department of mathe-
matics, and, above all, from the force of Chauvenet’s own schol-
arship and personal interest, Howison produced the first of his
few books—let us have its full title—A Treatise on Analytic
Geometry, especially as applied to the Properties of Conics: in-
cluding the Modern Methods of Abridged Notation, which,
characteristically, was not published until five years after his orig-
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inal appointment in mathematics at Washington University, and
fully two years after he had moved out of mathematics to be-
come the Tileston Professor of Political Economy. The years of
delay in publishing the book speak of the pains he took with
it—with its form and with its substance. For he was a dogged
and merciless critic of his own writing.

The Analytic Geometry at once took a high rank in the esti-
mation of excellent judges. Not only did Chauvenet esteem it,
declaring publicly his delight in its general thoroughness, clear-
ness, and elegance, but he spoke also of its virtues in detail, hold-
ing that it must take its place at once as the standard treatise on
this subject. Professor Evan Thomas, of the University of Ver-
mont, has written of it quite recently that in his judgment “it
is the best written book on the subject in this country,” and “I
don’t think I would be giving way to unrestrained, possibly
blind, enthusiasm, if I said in the English language. It is not
suitable for a textbook in our American colleges today, being
too advanced and elaborate for the undergraduate and too ele-
mentary for the graduate student.” Professor Thomas then notes
its special qualities. “Everywhere in the book,” he writes, “the
hand of the philosopher is plainly visible. The exposition of
fundamental principles and the manipulation of formulae pro-
ceed pari passu. The thoughtful student cannot fail to sense
a philosophic temper and continuity of conception running
through the whole work, making it an organic structure rather
than a compilation of judiciously chosen topics, in which the
genetic connection of the parts is given subordinate considera-
tion. The hand of the scholar is also in evidence. In addition to
a competent textbook knowledge of the subject, he had made
himself well acquainted with works of the great masters—Sal-
mon, Steiner, Pliicker, and others, and this was reflected most
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advantageously in the treatment of the more elementary parts.
The literary style, also, impresses me as being distinctly superior
and suggestive of a man of fine general culture.”

After saying that the Analytic Geometry was published in
1869 when the author was only thirty-five years of age, Dr.
Thomas continues: “Two years later he published in The Jour-
nal of Speculative Philosophy an extended paper on ‘The De-
partments of Mathematics and their Mutual Relations,” a mas-
terly survey of the whole field of mathematics, possible only to
an accomplished and encyclopedic mathematical scholar.”

VII

More 1mrorTANT for Howison’s philosophical development,
however, was the presence in St. Louis of a large number of
German intellectuals; and he was soon in the midst of zealots,
the very breath of whose nostrils was German speculative ideas.
A larger body, called the St. Louis Philosophical Society, was
composed of all sorts and conditions of persons who felt they
had some power of religious or philosophic thought; this body
met on Sunday evenings in the assembly room of the Mercan-
tile Library Association, to discuss what was named philosophy
but which was rather what would be expected of a theosophical
group.

Within this larger body, however, was a company of the
elect, called the Kant Club, of about twelve members, a club
formed several years before Howison came; and at once he was
taken into it. Its meetings, held on Sunday afternoons at the
house of William T. Harris—who was later to be the leading
American expositor of Hegel—were occupied with Hegel’s Phe-
nomenology of Spirit, in what was called an English translation
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—by courtesy, Howison said; for it could not rightly be regarded
as English. The attempt at translation was in manuscript, made
by Brockmeyer, a member of the club; and the precious writing
was kept under lock and key in a tin box which offered some
protection against theft and fire. When the club had assembled,
the manuscript was brought out from its place of safety, and one
of the members read from it aloud, while the rest listened.

The club’s tin box was important in another way. At one of
the meetings, Harris said: “We are going to have a German
philosophical magazine.” Howison, surprised, asked who was
to give the money for printing it. Harris replied: “We don’t
propose to print it. We are going to make the papers and read
them here, and put them away in the tin box.” Into the tin
box, then, were poured not only Harris’s first papers, later pub-
lished as his Contributions to Philosophy, but also the papers by
him and others which grew into the periodical, so honorable a
pioneer in its field, The Journal of Speculative Philosophy.

As a whole, the membership even of this inner circle, the
twelve, had a somewhat mottled complexion. Not all of them,
we may gather from Howison’s descriptions, had both sweetness
and light. One of the members was a criminal lawyer with an
unsavory reputation, who advised our newest member on the
treatment of one’s enemies. “Howison, never let your enemy
up,” he said. “If you get him down, keep him down; batter his
face.” Another member believed the world would be righted by
eating vegetables only. Still another, an able professor, found his
chief interest in seeking a metaphysics of physics, and believed
he had found it. The company as a whole seemed to Howison
queer but interesting; indeed he found that most of them had
traits in which he rejoiced.
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Variegated as the Kant Club thus was, there were three who,
Howison felt, deserved honoring—Snider, Brockmeyer, and
Harris; and of the three the leader clearly was Harris.

Snider—Denton J. Snider, whose Psychology and the Psycho-
sts: Intellect, issued from an obscure “Sigma Publishing Co.” of
St. Louis, is before me—was a man of Roman Catholic training,
wrote Walks in Hellas, and Agamemnon’s Daughter, and, hav-
ing lived for years in Greece, is said to have spoken fluently both
the modern and the Attic Greek. He published his books at his
own expense, getting a sort of intoxication, he said, from their
production. Printing was his sole means of recovery from the
debauch of writing them. “Thus I spend my time and money,”
he wrote to Howison, years later, “and am going through the
world somewhat like a drunken man, who is having a good
time all to himself, and don’t care a d—— what the bystanders
think of him—i.e,, critics & public, not friends.” Howison recog-
nized in him a queerly narrowed being with an unmistakable
gleam of genius.

Harris had left Yale, having been advised near the middle of
the course to seck some other place. Wandering to St. Louis, he
had taught shorthand, was now in one of the public grammar
schools as assistant principal—a young, fair-haired man of deli-
cate skin, talking philosophy in set phrases, almost if not quite
unintelligible to others. And he was full to bursting with phre-
nology and agnosticism.

One evening as he was going home from a meeting in which
he had aired his agnostic views, he was followed by Brockmeyer,
a rough specimen of a German, who, as Harris mounted his
doorstep, laid his hand on Harris’s shoulder. Harris turned on
him, taking him for a highwayman. He was met with the
words: “Ah, don’t be afraid; I am friendly. I've been to the meet-
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ing tonight and I've heard your bad talk. You think you cannot
know truth. I have come to convince you that you can, and to
show you how to do it.” The two did not part until nearly morn-
ing. By that time, Brockmeyer had shaken Harris’s intellectual
system, and had persuaded him to begin the study of German,
and, through German, to come to an understanding of Kant,
This was the Brockmeyer whose quasi-translation of the Phe-
nomenologie we have seen feeding the dozen or more hungry
souls, of a Sunday afternoon. His violence in the dark of night
was the origin of the Kant Club, well established, as has been
said, when Howison came. Brockmeyer, in spite of his rough-
ness, was a man dominated at times by intellect; when speaking
of philosophy, he became as one transformed, appearing as
Howison imagined the poet Schiller must have seemed. Howi-
son would gaze at Brockmeyer in these flights of his, and won-
der how so coarse a man could possibly be thus changed!

Such, then, were the enthusiasts who received the young
Howison, busied officially with mathematics and political econ-
omy, and gave him a fiery ordination in philosophy, which con-
tinued its course for life.

VIII

Bur even in St. Louis and in philosophy, he was not left wholly
to the mercy of these strange zealots. Alcott came there, and
Emerson. These men, too, had their part in the profound effect
on Howison at this period of his life—an inner effect at the time,
but also of importance externally, since it made straight the way
to situations which later gave space and opportunity to his grow-
ing powers. We must see the two men from Concord as they ap-

peared to the eyes of the young teacher and student, still in his
early thirties.
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They had been coming to St. Louis to speak at large public
meetings. But finally the society of which Howison and his
friends were members saw its course clear to have Alcott come
to them. Thus Howison became personally acquainted with
him. “One day,” Howison tells us, “I was surprised by Harris’s
coming to my house, and behind him at the door was a large
majestic man who proved to be Alcott. To an obscure person like
myself, it was almost overwhelming to have there a man so cele-
brated as Mr. Alcott was, for he had already attained—though
largely through Emerson’s influence—great renown.” Alcott al-
ready was old when Howison met him, tall, large of frame, but
without excess of weight, his muscles beautifully developed, ap-
pearing to the young beholder a model of form,“a very hand-
some man, indeed.”

But naturally it was Emerson that made the deeper impres-
sion. During the five years of Howison’s stay in St. Louis, Emer-
son came every winter to lecture there, and Howison heard him
always with delight. Himself a lover of personal dignity, the
young man saw in Emerson, along with much else, the aristo-
crat, the man of courtly manners, to be compared in demeanor
with that other American aristocrat, the Washington of Howi-
son’s own ancestral Virginia.

In particular he recalled, years afterwards, the tall Emerson,
long of neck, with narrow sloping shoulders, his voice magnifi-
cent, filling the largest hall without effort, his enunciation dis-
tinct to the last word, yet with a certain periodic hesitation, as of
one speaking metrically. Emerson, on one of these occasions
vividly recalled by Howison, read “The Touchstone,” by Alling-
hame—read the poem in perfection, all Emerson’s own hesitancy
now lost in the lyric movement in which the words came forth
with power.
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On one of these visits to St. Louis, Emerson—as Alcott had
done—came specially to lecture to the Kant Club. On this occa-
sion Emerson read, so Howison tells us, a paper written ex-
pressly for this company, the essay entitled “Inspiration”; for
Emerson felt that a society such as theirs was at that time the
only one to which he could read such a paper, although later he
felt free to publish it.

An incident connected with the reading adds vividness to the
picture, not only of Emerson, but also of Howison and the philo-
sophic circle and its fringe of the unregenerate, in these early
St. Louis days. The meeting at which the essay on “Inspiration”
was read was held in a small hall of the Mercantile Library
Building, a building in the Gothic style, the room itself having
its dark recesses, almost hidden in one of which was a man with
long gray hair and a black mantle. Emerson had consented to a
discussion after the reading, but with the understanding that he
would take no part beyond listening to it. The first to speak was
the mantled form in the recess, a German named Hammer, a
doctor, at the head of a materialistic group that had established
in the town a special medical school. Emerson had used, rhetori-
cally, the expression “the old man within us,” which Hammer
fell upon with the question direct to Emerson, to explain where
he got his “old man”? The challenge, point blank, upset Emer-
son; and, the onslaught persisting, made him quite unhappy for
the remainder of the evening.“Some of the rest of us,” Howison
reported,“had to get in and hammer Hammer down.” Emerson,
when he later was in Ohio and there spoke with Goddard, a
warm intimate of Howison’s, said,“Well, Mr. Goddard, the St.
Louis philosophers rolled me in the mud. But Harris and your
friend seemed to know what to do with those fellows.”
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At St. Louis, Howison completed his intellectual Wanderjahre.
The intelligence of the man was given goal and spur by Harris
and Brockmeyer and Snider, by Emerson and Alcott present in
the flesh, and by the reading and discussion of Kant and Hegel.
From now on, the interest in philosophy is uppermost in his
mind. He was in no position as yet, it is true, to surrender him-
self to this interest and know he would have his daily bread. But
the bent had at last been given him, or disclosed, and henceforth
he pressed hard against circumstance so that the bent might
have its freer way.



VENTURE AND DISAPPOINTMENT

I

HY SO SUCCESSFUL a teacher wished to leave St. Louis and

the Washington University is not clear, though it need
hold no mystery. The University felt his uncommon worth: stu-
dents of its collegiate and scientific departments expressed to
him by address and by gift their respect and gratitude; the Board
of Directors accepted his resignation from his professorship, and
Mrs. Howison’s from her position as a teacher in the Mary Insti-
tute connected with the University, with regret that the Howi-
sons found it necessary to leave, and with best wishes for their
health and prosperity. There was good will and esteem in the
parting.

But the fields in which the University would have him teach
were not those of his chief interest, and together they composed
a desperately varied landscape of learning that stretched from
analytical mechanics, through logic and Latin, to political econ-
omy. Anyone with a scholarly conscience like Howison’s would
have girded at the iniquity of such a task. And by this time he
must have wished to teach philosophy and to place himself in an
intellectual neighborhood that would let him teach it.

As to the place of such an opportunity, a place too where in
other respects life would be congenial, there could have been
little doubt. The ties between him and New England had long
been strengthening. In Marietta and Harmar, as we have seen,
there was some of the substance of Yale and its wider surround-
ings. For two years he had lived in Salem, and while there he
had married Lois Caswell, a joyous illustration of the New Eng-
land spirit. Emerson and Alcott in their visits once a year to

[561
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St. Louis must have helped to make Missouri seem a wilderness,
and Massachusetts a promised land.

Whatever were his reasons, his action was direct and clear. He
sought a place in Boston and accepted finally and with hesita-
tion, after a bitter and disappointing contest for the Head Mas-
tership, a Mastership in the English High School there. If he was
ready to leave St. Louis for almost any position in Boston, with
the thought that he could “work up” into something opening
into philosophy, he chose wisely. For there it was that he found
the door.

But, before the door opened, there was to be delay and a wist-
ful looking back toward what he had renounced at St. Louis.
The first spring after the renunciation he wrote to Thomas
Davidson:

150 Chandler St.,
Boston, April 24, 1870

My pear Tom,—Where shall I begin? I've ached to write to you,
and to hear from you, ever since I turned my back forever upon the
Eden of St. Louis, but never have felt able to get down to the work
until now. Alas! you little know into what a treadmill your irritable
G.H. has got! Nevertheless, “fax is fax,” and my days are just drag-
ging away in a round of wasteful and wasting labor, upon perhaps
the dullest and laziest set of boys it has ever been my lot to contend
with. I leave my cheerful abode at 8 o’clock in the morning, and, as
a rule, do not enter it again until six in the evening. Our session, to
be sure, closes at 2 p.m., but what with accounts, delinquent pupils,
afternoon conferences with “The Aggrieved Parents”, and private
sessions with the dull but anxious Pupil who comes for assistance,
I'am held to the mill till the late hour I have named.

Worse than all, as yet the “fine spirits” of Boston refuse to extend
the welcoming hand. How we miss the genial evenings of the “S. L.
Club,” the re-unions at Mrs. Allen’s, or Mrs. Stevens’s, and the more
solemn and holy associations of the Philosophical Society, assembled
in esoteric conclave. . . .
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Upon the whole, I've about concluded that the interest in me has
about “dried up” this way. My school committee friends stick as fast
as brothers thus far, however, and I've been duly confirmed in my
three thousand a year and that unanimously. . ..

Tell all this to Harris, of course; as also that Cabot spoke of him
and the “Journal” with great fervor, and used the latter frequently to
quote from. If you think he can bear it, you may say that Cabot pro-
nounced Mr. Harris a “wonderful man”, etc....

The only other matter of interest besides Cabot’s lectures in which
we have participated since coming here, has been Mr. Fechter’s act-
ing. His Hamlet we very much approve in a multitude of details;
and it has this virtue, we think, as distinguished from Booth’s—that
it is throughout a character, self-consistent and tangible. It is mainly
the Hamlet of the German critics as distinguished from that of Eng-
lishmen. . . . His Ruy Blas (which everybody says is his best perform-
ance) I didn’t see; but his Claude Melnotte is hardly second-rate

acting. With love to all—Ever yours,

Geo. H.

He attended J. Elliot Cabot’s lectures on Kant, at Harvard,
upon which Henry James, the elder, also was a regular attend-
ant, and “father Emerson,” as Howison says, “was present one
day. In the few words which we exchanged, Emerson expressed
his sorrow that I had left the charmed circle at St. Louis, to
which, he said, ‘they’ are looking for valuable results; and ven-
tured to hope that perhaps Harris and his associates might find
their way Eastward: “There was great need of such a man in
Boston, just now.’”

II

THE “FINE sPirITS” before very long extended a welcoming hand
in this way, that the Massachusetts Institute of Technology did
a thing strange for a school interested above all in physical sci-
ences as applied, say, to engineering—it made Howison its Pro-



A Biographical Sketch 59

fessor of Logic and the Philosophy of Science, and in this place
he worked with a will, from 1872 to 1878, from the age of thirty-
eight to that of forty-four. They were years when his work might
have been his best, had he not been so late in finding it. It was,
in fact, but the beginning, with circumstances favoring and not
too favoring, with sharpest disappointment in store to spur him
on, and with some satisfaction coming to him even before he at
last found himself in place for using all his power.

At the Massachusetts Institute his courses were many, and
especially detailed in their critical account of systems from Des-
cartes to Hegel. In time he became interested particularly in a
field where his originality and accuracy found play, in the logic
underlying grammar. Of this and his other courses he published
an elaborate account, with examples of the results he obtained
from his students—an account which received favorable atten-
tion in this country and in philosophical journals of France,
Germany, and England, and called forth an expression of sur-
prise that so detailed and scholarly a work in philosophy should
have found a place in America and particularly in a school of
technology.

His appointment was a venture by the President and Corpora-
tion of the Institute; it was almost a luxury. When, after some
years, the Institute came into financial straits, and expenses had
to be cut away, it was decided to forego outright more than one
professorship and a considerable number of other positions, and
to make reductions among remaining salaries and other costs.
Howison’s place, it was now regretfully felt by President Rogers,
could not be continued. The personal relation between Howison
and the President seems to have been so cordial, and Howison’s
work so able—Howison having taken, as the President said, “a
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wider and deeper range than has been usual in American schools
of even the highest grade”—that the dismissal was a painful act
for both the men.

Nor was President Rogers the only witness to the fruitfulness
of Howison’s work at the Institute. Students then and long after-
ward acknowledged their debt to him as their awakener. Elliot
Cabot, who gave instruction at Harvard, judged Howison’s
work superior to what was then offered in the older seat and
wished that Howison might be called thither. Howison had
made available in a technical school work of an order that would
have befitted a college of broadest educational aim.

11
THE visT of his writings, published and unpublished, during
these years spent in Boston, shows him still laboring in fields
carlier cultivated by him, but with a changing place of ardor—
lessening here and increasing there. Mathematics continued to
hold his interest for many years, with papers on the calculus, on
analytical geometry, and on the office of mathematics in educa-
tion. He wrote on education in general, and on rights, including
the right to vote. Language and logic, and particularly the logic
underlying grammar—to these also he gave much thought. But
soon after his appointment to the Institute of Technology, it is
philosophy proper that claims more and more of his reflection.
He now writes on the scope and value of philosophy, on ethics,
on modern philosophy, on Mill’s theism, on recent German phil-
osophy, on Kant and Hegel, and on the connection of the one
with the other. He is working his way into and around the spe-
cific form of idealism forced upon his attention when at Lane
and still more at St. Louis, where Harris and Brockmeyer spoke
fluently the dialect of Hegel. It is clear that he is not now, as he



A Biographical Sketch 61

never was later, fascinated by this one system of thinking, but
must explore its antecedents from Descartes on, and look criti-
cally into its foundations. He shows the beginnings of an inter-
est in Leibnitz, with features of whose philosophy he later found
himself in such sympathy.

Besides writing, but close to his writing, he was lecturing
to audiences outside the Institute of Technology.The Harvard
Philosophical Club arranged a series of four lectures, and
Howison was heard in the series along with Thomas Davidson,
Charles Peirce, and John Fiske. He read by invitation at the
Chestnut Street Club—earlier the Radical Club—in which there
were present, with others, John G. Whittier, James Freeman
Clark, T. W. Higginson, and C. C. Everett. One would like to
know the thoughts of the Quaker poet on the paper the subject
of which was “The Definition of Philosophy and the Successive
Forms of Its Problem,” and on the later discussion which the
Boston Advertiser tells us “was cxcce(iingly cautious.” Howi-
son’s paper was evidently well received by this distinguished
company, for he later read another paper to them on philosophy.
He prepared Lowell Lectures, also, in several years—a series on
Logic, especially in its relation to English Grammar; on Modern
Philosophy from Descartes to Hegel; and, still later, on the Logic
underlying Grammar.

And when the blow fell and he found himself without his
place in the Massachusetts Institute, he does not cease to lecture
on philosophy. The Harvard Divinity School has him meet a
temporary necessity of its own, by a year’s course of lectures on
subjects in philosophy; and for the scholarship shown in these
lectures Dean Everett expressed the highest admiration, while he
spoke also of the stimulation which the teacher gave to the stu-
dents’ thought, and of the strength which their minds and their
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characters received from Howison’s personal qualities. Howison
offers courses of private lectures in Boston, in which emphasis
is now laid not only on Hegel, but also on Fichte and on earlier
philosophers, notably Spinoza and Leibnitz, and Hume and
Kant. A course, he says, will be given if five will subscribe for
it, each person’s fee to be $50 for the introductory course, and §75
for the more advanced. Some years later, when he had returned
from his travel and study in Europe, and had perhaps been im-
pressed by the small charge for the courses in the University of
Berlin, he allowed a friend to issue a circular to selected persons,
inviting membership in a class of twenty, on the Philosophy of
Science, the charge for the twenty lectures to be $10. Even at this
moderate price there were too few subscribers, and the plan
seems to have been allowed to drop.

It illustrates another side of the man’s interested ability that
he still kept whetted his accurate knowledge of Latin. John D.
Long, of Boston, had ready for publication, in 1879, his transla-
tion of Virgil’s Aeneid. This he submitted to Howison for care-
ful examination before it was published. What Howison did for
the work was so highly valued by Long that he expressed to
Howison his unqualified gratitude, and continued: “not only if
my translation shall meet any favor, will it be largely due to your
criticisms; but could I have been saturated with them from an
earlier point, I could have made a better result.”

v
EmErson aND Avrcorr, it will be recalled, he had known in St.
Louis; they had doubtless added their moment to the forces
which drew him back to New England. After the change was
made, they appeared importantly in his life in the new surround-
ings. Emerson he soon met, as we have seen, at Elliot Cabot’s
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lectures at Harvard; and probably met him earlier, at the Parker
House in Boston, and with surprise that Emerson recognized
him and was ready to talk with him. Howison was impressed by
Emerson’s vigor, and by the disappearance of the man of letters
now that he was off the platform and in his room at the hotel.
The reserved, dignified manner, by which he kept persons at a
distance, never disappeared. But, instead of the man of lofty style
who talked of things in the Empyrean, you felt yourself, so
Howison related, in the presence of a man who knew business,
aman of decision, of a great certainty of decision.

Alcott also is in Howison’s personal acquaintance. Alcott
writes, asking Howison to “favor him with a day or more here
in Concord,” and “to compare notes again”; and other invita-
tions follow. He later invites him and Mrs. Howison to meet
with a few friends at Tremont Place in Boston, not to form a
club forthwith, but—so runs the unprecipitate suggestion—"“to
consult on the possibility of forming a symposium or club for
solid conversation on the choicest themes, and for the benefit of
the younger members especially.” This was in 1874, and Howi-
son was not quite forty years old. He and Mrs. Howison doubt-
less were regarded as of these younger members to be benefited
by intercourse with the elders of the club, among whom, it was
hoped, would be Emerson.

If one may recount an incident that reveals not only Alcott in
less formal attire, but also Howison’s interest in some of the pe-
ripheral things of life, on one occasion Alcott, Harris, and Howi-
son went out to James T. Field’s; and Alcott, who had relaxed
his vegetarian rule so far as to eat fish, was now observed by
Howison to go a step farther.“We had a fine entertainment,” says
Howison. “Mr. Alcott ate chicken, I observed,—young chicken
it was.” It is by no accident that such minor things were recalled
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by Howison decades afterward; and that both Alcott and Emer-
son when in Boston went to the Parker House, and nowhere
else; “as Matthew Arnold says,” notes Howison, “they were ‘stu-
dents of perfection.’” It is characteristic of Howison’s interests
that he also noted in Alcott, not only the charm of his conversa-
tion, “natural, easy, dignified and in every way delightful,” but
also some details of his manner of speech.“He had two queer
pronunciations. He always said ‘air’ instead of ‘are,’ and ‘wair’
instead of ‘were.” Where these came from, I don’t know. I would
not have expected them of a New Englander, but he had them.”

Howison observed with interest the dignity of intercourse be-
tween Alcott and Emerson, and was amazed at the manner in
which they greeted each other. The first time he witnessed their
meeting on the street, “I was fairly taken off my feet,” he says,
“to see the cold reserve with which they approached each other
and passed their greetings as one sovereign might to another,
with no warmth in their manner whatever. Mr. Emerson rather
enjoyed this all through his being, I think.”

Alcott and Emerson were thus observed by Howison as per-
sons of particular interest in his new surroundings. They came
closer than that, however, and, as in St. Louis, affected the orbit
of his professional work. Especially was this true of Alcott. Dur-
ing the trying years after the upheaval at the Massachusetts In-
stitute, when Howison was without a professorship, it must have
been gratifying to him, though probably of little or no monetary
aid, to be invited into an enterprise which drew together some
of the best minds of New England. In the spring of 187g—
Howison was now forty-five years old—there was announced by
A. Bronson Alcott, as Dean of the Faculty,“A Summer School
for instruction by conference and conversation in literature and

the higher philosophy” to be held “at the Orchard House of
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Mr. Alcott,” which “stands on the Lexington Road, east of Con-
cord village, adjoining the Wayside estate, formerly the resi-
dence of Mr. Hawthorne.” The regular professors, five in num-
ber, included Alcott and Harris, and among the four special lec-
turers with their subjects was “George H. Howison, of Boston,
on ‘Philosophy from Leibnitz to Hegel’.” Thus Howison was in
the initial “Faculty” of the famous Concord School of Philoso-
phy, and in his own thinking he was giving an important place
to Leibnitz. Later in the summer of this year, however, it was
announced that “At Mr. Howison’s request, in the course of the
summer, his name was dropped from the list of special lec-
turers, and those of Mr. R. W, Emerson” and two others were
added. Howison’s name appeared among those who were to lec-
ture in the School in 1880; but about this time, as we shall see, he
was off to Europe; and on his return, fresh from his studies there,
he gave lectures at the Concord School, on “Present Aspects
of Philosophy in Germany”—“notable lectures” and “remark-
able,” said one of the Boston newspapers; “incisive and clear,”
said another,“and of a style not popularly supposed to exist at
this Summer School. ... Though the task before him was ex-
tremely difficult,” this journal continues, “he performed it in a
very admirable manner.”

The next year, 1883, he again lectured there, giving four lec-
tures, on “Hume and Kant.” Two years later he took part in a
symposium in answer to the question, “Is Pantheism the Legiti-
mate Outcome of Modern Science?” In each of the two follow-
ing years the program of the school announced lectures by Mr.
Howison: in 1886, on “Plato and Modern Thought”; in 1887,
on “Bacon and Aristotle.” He may not have appeared in person
at either of these latter two sessions of the School, but may have
sent papers to be read in his name by others.
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His connection with the Concord group, then, was important
in the men with whom he became closely associated, in the num-
ber of years during which he was on its program, and in the seri-
ous papers the writing and discussion of which helped him to
define his own attitude toward German philosophy.

v

THE vross of his academic position—for his year’s course of lec-
tures at Harvard, which had helped to stop the gap when the
Institute of Technology abolished his chair, was now ended—
had at least this favor in it, that he found freedom to travel.
Through England, France, and Germany they went—for it was
a party of four, including Mrs. Howison, a friend of hers, Miss
Bynner, and a boy, a pupil of Professor Howison’s. In England
Howison had hoped to see Wallace, Stirling, Green, Robertson,
Adamson, and Caird, but he had bad fortune, for most of them
were away. Davidson had drawn his attention to Rosmini, but
nothing important intellectually seems to have come of it.“When
you grow old and feeble,” Howison writes to “Dear Tom,”
“visit me in the almshouse, where I shall then in all likelihood
be, and bless my declining years by converting me into a Ros-
minian; that is, if there 75 any real difference between him and
the real Hegel—which I misdoubt as yet. Though heaven knows
I don’t know the first thing about Rosmini.” The Howisons
wintered in Dresden, and were in Italy in the early summer of
the year following.

It was Germany that he found especially congenial, and “with
a strange sense of long-cherished hopes at length fulfilled” he
found himself in “the fatherland of Lessing and Goethe and
Schiller, of Leibnitz and Kant and Fichte and Hegel.” From
Cologne and up the Rhine to Mainz and by many a place whose
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historic associations he later loved to recall, he had come to Ber-
lin and its University—“the most serious institution of a very
serious nation,” he called it, Germany’s “intellectual center.” On
this first visit he failed to see Michelet and Zeller, although he
was not to miss them later.

In the next fall he was again in Berlin and now enrolled as a
student. The men he there heard lived so vividly for him years
afterward, that we must have some of their outlines as he saw
them, revealing as these do, not only the men’s great features,
but also Howison’s own strength and nicety of perception as
well as his attitude and sympathies. Let the quotations be with-
out any marking of the places of omission.

There was Du Bois-Reymond —“the greatest of living physi-
ologists, who, like many of his fellow-craftsmen, cannot let phil-
osophy alone, but must once a week harangue the students of
the philosophic faculty, though he belongs to the medical, on
the agnostic implications which he finds in his science. We listen
to the ironical voice, as it pours its eloquent sentences from the
snarling mouth, eyes gleaming with a fierce light.”

Of Ebbinghaus he says, his words “still ring in the ear, with
their delightful accent and melodious zimbre, their sharp-cut yet
flowing emphasis, their lucid and exquisite style, making him,
for all in all, the ideal university lecturer, so far as form is con-
cerned.” Howison sees him “young, lithe and vigorous, his ani-
mated yet forceful face marked with broadsword scars”; he
notes “his swift extemporaneous utterance, with its sentences
faultless for mould and for clearness, with its exposition so thor-
ough and trustworthy, its criticism so searching and pertinent.”

Paulsen he describes as a young man with a face one might
take for Luther’s mixed with Renan’s; his manner utterly un-
assuming, half-bashful and shy; his tones low but distinct. He
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begins in a style “simple and clear; presently as he rises to the
interest of his subject, his sentences become epigrammatic and
aphoristic. He speaks with a strangely fascinating fervor of senti-
ment though without demonstrative manner; he is intense not
expansive.”

In a like manner he depicts Gizycki, with pallid face and
feeble voice; Lasson, talking rather to himself than to his audi-
tors; and Zeller,“the greatest living master of Greek philoso-
phy”—simple and unpretending: a slender, tall, and venerable
figure, the face spare, the complexion parchment-like, the fore-
head high and full, the dome of the skull high-arched, and the
crown completely bald, scattered gray locks curling about the
sides and back of the head. Howison notes that his accent is
Swabian, but distinct, commanding, and agreeable. He “sweeps
straight on, borne by the strong current of his thoughts.”

But it is Michelet in whom Howison finds his greatest delight.
As the little old man comes cheerily into the dingy auditorium
where, before him, Fichte and Hegel had lectured, every man
rises and stands facing him as he moves to his seat, and all re-
main standing until his overcoat is removed and is taken from
him and he is seated. With a smiling face and a beaming blue eye
the bowed figure looks out upon his hearers, and, leaning over
the desk, “talks straight a¢ us,” says Howison. “Thought, with
him, is no cold contemplation of abstract and dead relations,
merely logical; it is a vivid life, full of the organizing power of
real existence, and inwrought into the very being of practical
affairs. He addresses his hearers as if his message were of the
utmost human concern; he feels it to be so, and imbues the audi-
tors with the like serious conviction. Yet there is no sombreness
in any of it; for him and his thinking, human life, as Matthew
Arnold says, ‘moves to joy and beauty.” His countenance is ir-
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radiated with a renewed youth, hand and arm move in unison
with the glowing thought; his hearers lean forward in the fervid
interest which he stirs in them; nobody takes any notes; the im-
pression is too vivid to permit that, or, indeed, to leave it neces-
sary. His course is on ‘The Career and Character of German
Philosophy from and after Kant,’ and he illuminates his subject
with that all-embracing insight which surely must be accredited
to the school of Hegel, and in like degree to no other. He has
been known, to be sure, in his earlier teaching, as an adherent of
the radical ‘Left Wing’ of that school, perhaps over-ardent; but
years have sobered his thinking; they have taught him the larger
meaning of his great master’s own view; and he plants himself
now on the reconciling and truly explanatory ‘Centre,’ expound-
ing the ‘Absolute Idea’ as a Reason eternally personal, and the
ground and source of the personality in man, instead of a mere
bond of Logical Energy, coming first to consciousness in human
nature.”

The feeling for Germany’s great thinkers, here expressed, he
never lost, though he never became a disciple, strictly, of any of
them.

vI
THE TWO YEARs in Europe were followed by two unsettled years
in America. In Boston, the first year after his return, he gave
private instruction. The following year, he went to the Univer-
sity of Michigan and lectured on philosophy, where his warm
friendship with Professor Morris and President Angell did not
prevent his finding a depressing atmosphere, and what he called,
perhaps not without some shade of rhetoric, a constant conflict.

He could hardly have been without hope hitherto that Har-
vard University would invite him to be one of its own. For years
he had been at its gates, and for a year within its walls. He had
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been close to some of its men of influence—among others, to
Everett, Elliot Cabot, Palmer, and William James. He knew
that Cabot had wished him to be in Harvard.* James with some
twinge of conscience or regret that no place had been found for
Howison—commitments to young Royce from California stood
in the way—thus writes to Davidson of Howison, who had now
been back from Europe nearly a year and was tutoring: “Poor
Howison who is applying the last coats of varnish to his pupil,
seems without prospect of work for next year, and is, I fancy,
justly enough dispirited in consequence.” Three months later, in
August, 1883, he writes to Davidson of Royce—who had been
doing, now James’s work and now Palmer’s, while these men
were successively absent from the University—as having made
a most marked success as a teacher, pleasing students, President,
and outsiders alike: “He has unquestionably the inside track for
any vacancy in the future. I think him a man of genius, sure to
distinguish himself by original work.” And then James con-
tinues: “But when I see the disconsolate condition of poor Howi-
son, looking for employment now, and when I recognize the
extraordinary development of his intellect in the past 4 years, I
feel almost guilty of having urged Royce’s call hither. I did it be-
fore Howison had returned, or at least before I had seen him, and
with my data, I was certainly right. But H. seems now to me to
be quite a different man, intellectually, from his former self; and
being so much older, ought to have had a chance, which (not-
withstanding the pittance of a salary), he would probably have
taken, to get a foothold in the University. He takes his neglect
rather hard. ... He gave the best philosophic lecture, in point of
form and impressiveness, I think I ever heard, the other night
at the Concord school.”

* See p. 60 above, and p. 93 below.
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This must have been nearly if not quite the darkest time of
any length in Howison’s life. He was passing from his forty-
seventh to his forty-ninth year; he had chosen to devote himself
as thinker and teacher to philosophy; upon the Eden of St.
Louis, as he had called it—upon the friendly intellectual circle
within and without the Philosophical Club, and upon his as-
sured position in the Washington University—he had turned his
back, and, after years of high-school work in Boston, he had
finally come to a professorship in the very subject of his choice,
only to see it taken from him in mid-life when his work had
been worthy of distinguished recognition. For years now, while
giving private instruction, his scholarship in philosophy had
been deepened, particularly by his studies in Berlin; yet no one
of the important universities found a lasting place for him. Har-
vard had him for a year; Michigan had him for a year; and
nothing more came of either. He was aware of his power: at the
Concord School of Philosophy after his return from Europe he
had delivered lectures which were regarded as notable even
among the notable lectures there. William James, as we have
seen, came from one of Howison’s lectures so impressed that,
even after some days, he was ready to say it was the best philo-
sophic lecture, in point of form and impressiveness, he believed
he had ever heard.

Howison, well on toward fifty years of age, had prepared him-
self for his work, and had found only casual employment in it.
One need not wonder that James found this man of extraordi-
nary intellectual development dispirited.



APOSTOLIC OPPORTUNITY

I

aMes WROTE of Howison to Davidson in 1883,“The Califor-
J nia people have been nibbling about him, but it’s a poor place
even if they give him a call.” Howison himself must have seen
the remote chance in much the same light. The distance was and
still is much farther from Boston to Berkeley than from Berkeley
to Boston. Howison had once spoken of his journey from New
England to Europe as “exile”; how, then, would he name a de-
parture for life, perhaps, into the wilderness, far off to the very
Pacific! He could not be eager, even with an assured position for
continuing his work in philosophy, to sever the ties that bound
him and Mrs. Howison to New England.

Nor at that time did a professorship in the University of Cali-
fornia seem alluring. Since Gilman had left its presidency to
begin what later became the distinguished tradition of Johns
Hopkins, the University had been struggling, not too success-
fully, against a parochial spirit. Presidents contended for a while,
and, in rapid succession, went out of office. There was the proud
belief in the community, traces of which have not yet wholly
disappeared, that whatever can be produced in California at all,
can be produced better there than elsewhere on the earth. Apply-
ing this great faith to the University, why seek beyond the State
for additions to its faculty? For nearly every vacant chair local
candidates won an almost passionate support. Not until about
the time of Howison’s selection, and partly in his selection, was
there a final success for the opposite policy—to seek the best man,
regardless of geography. Howison, Cook, and Stringham—all
within the very brief official lifetime of President Reid, whose

[72]
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acts in this respect have never been suitably recognized—were
called only after a wide search for scholarly merit; and this pro-
cedure has never since been in serious danger. But Howison
could not know the future; and whatever he may have known
of the past could only have added to his misgiving.

Further, the University had never hitherto formally recog-
nized philosophy; the subject had been taught, but almost as by
night to Nicodemus. Any new representative of it would have
to win his way in an academic community that in this regard
might have reminded Howison of the Massachusetts Institute
of Technology. There was, however, one difference: at Califor-
nia the Mills Chair of Mental and Moral Philosophy and Civil
Polity stood on its own foundation and could not be overturned
in some chance haste for economy.

When the invitation at last came, Howison—we cannot be sur-
prised—was not ready to accept it. He was not without thought
of being called to Johns Hopkins. He accordingly discussed
terms with the Regents at California, until he drew from the
Regents through their secretary, the redoubtable Dr. Bonté, the
curt request to accept or decline the invitation as it stood, for
there could be no bargaining.

11
THE ReLUCTANT MOVE to the Pacific Coast when Howison had
nearly completed his fiftieth year must have seemed to him like
an acceptance of defeat. Yet the place, in due time, was to give
play to his most important powers, proving especially congenial
to his gift of teaching. The more is it to his credit that, for all his
disappointment, he entered on his work in California with every
sign of a careful will to do the best that lay in him. Nor even from
the beginning could he have felt quite out of his element. In
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that of language, the English language. He prepared an en-
larged edition of Soule’s Dictionary of English Synonymes, and
served as an adviser on disputed spelling and pronunciation for
the Standard Dictionary.

But it was philosophy that held all first, second, and third
places in his attention; and in philosophy a new life came into
his speech and writing. Gradually the regions beyond California
deepened their appreciation of his scholarship and vigor in phil-
osophy. The Universal Exposition at St. Louis was arranging a
congress of representatives of the various sciences, and Howison
was invited to be one of the two leading speakers for the whole
province of philosophy. His address, which was read for him
by a colleague at the Congress, is in part reproduced in the pres-
ent volume. One can only wish that he had attended the meet-
ing in person, and that he had given at home afterward his
thoughts on revisiting the place where forty years earlier he had
been the mathematician to produce the Analytic Geometry so
respected by competent judges, and where philosophy had
finally found him, through Harris and Brockmeyer and the an-
nual coming of Alcott and Emerson.

During this period somewhat extended, several of the jour-
nals of philosophy and its neighboring studies sought his help,
both as a contributor and as a sponsor and counsellor for the
journals’ policy. He had been close to the Journal of Speculative
Philosophy as contributor to it and as friend to its founder. When
the Psychological Review began its career, Howison was among
its officials, as he was also for the Kantstudien in Germany, and
for the Hibbert Journal in England. He served them in more
ways than by allowing his name to be used for moral effect. He
and Jacks of the Hibbert exchanged letter after letter, not only
upon papers which Howison was invited to contribute, but also
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on the journal’s aim and standards and on Howison’s duty as
an American editorial representative. He was deputed to sift
out for transmission to Jacks the best of the papers submitted to
Howison from America. Howison rejected and chose, and the
few he sent forward seem invariably to have been approved for
publication by Jacks, who expressed high appreciation of the
service thus rendered. Howison had the satisfaction of attending
at Oxford one of the annual meetings of the editorial board of
the Hibbert Journal.

v

Bur ALL THESE THINGS, we must know, were matters aside; the
real man was elsewhere. His teaching, his conferences with one
or two students perhaps of an evening in his home, his classes,
his speaking to teachers and the wider public—these, as we have
seen, were the heart of his work. And in the present period, the
Californian period, they came to a completer form than ever
before. At the opening of this sketch, there was given some out-
line of the man at work as a teacher. Were one just to him, that
outline should now reappear, to tell the truth of what he is do-
ing and what befalls him. For his real life is not in the special
events to be narrated, but in his untiring and fruitful labor of
teaching. At last he has found a place for his work—work that
is in his thought day and night; it is by this we must take the
measure of what occurs at his new post. Unless our imagination
restore to life the teacher, working on his students year after
year, possessing their minds, giving them a new shape and a
new aim—unless this be done, we shall miss his true proportion
in these final thirty years of his life.

The years, though, were not quite uneventful. And some of
the events were close to his teaching and must be added to the
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earlier picture of him. For he now produced outright a special
instrument which he had never attempted elsewhere; and it was
of real effect. The Philosophical Union of the University of
California was doubtless his best device for public teaching be-
yond the University, while it was also a means of continuing in
a new way the philosophic thinking of those who had been in
his classes. The organization was not confined to his students;
he caused it to include many of the best minds in San Francisco
and other cities about the Bay, who were never in his formal
courses of instruction. For these and for his older students, the
Union accomplished what seemed impracticable in his classes;
it brought about veritable discussion. In his classes his deafness
was an obstacle; but in the Union this was not allowed to shape
the events. Further, the Union gave to his students and to the
larger community an opportunity to hear, after studying their
" books, some of the most important philosophical writers of
America and Great Britain—Watson, Ward, McTaggart, and
Rashdall, with others soon to be named.

The Union was begun a few years after Howison come to the
University of California. Its plan while he was at its head was
to select for a full year’s study an important aspect of philosophy
represented by some current book; then to have monthly meet-
ings, each with a carefully prepared paper followed by a dis-
cussion. The openers of the discussion had been appointed be-
forehand and sometimes had read the prepared paper. There-
upon came a general and freer criticism. At the year’s close the
author of the book came from afar to address the Union, and
he too at times had had before his coming the principal papers
of the year. Or at the closing meeting there might be publicly
associated with the author and on the same platform others capa-
ble of viewing his topic ably from points differing from his own.
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There seems to have been no parallel elsewhere—certainly no
frequent parallel—to these annual meetings at their best: to the
size and quality of audiences ready to listen attentively to the
serious discussion of the most stubborn and ancient problems
of human thought; and to the importance attached to these as-
semblies by leaders of the community, as shown by later discus-
sion in private or in the press and pulpit. There was inquiry
from a distance: How had it all been accomplished? William
James, himself one of the attractions, gaily but without perfect
aptness dubbed it “philosophy with a brass band.” For it was
never merely, never chiefly, noise and sightseeing; there was
always intellectual attention, for the time at least, to the concerns
of the spirit. The result came from the power of the leader and
from the readiness of response in the community—itself intelli-
gent and unjaded and eager, not hopeless or cynical toward such
things as human destiny and responsibility and the evidence for
a divine strand running through human lives.

These meetings that might be the culmination of the year’s
work had more than a local meaning. It was at one of them that
Palmer gave his notable apologia for New England Puritanism,
as illustrated by his own early family life wherein the children
were brought to a love not only of upright conduct but also of
manners and letters and music. At one of these gatherings, too,
there was what might be called the birth of pragmatism, in the
reading of a paper of John Dewey’s, the significance of which
James at once recognized.

There was one meeting, however, that in its dramatic features
outranked any of these. By some who were present it has been
called the “Great Philosophical Discussion.” Royce, LeConte,
Mezes, and Howison took part in it—all on the one platform on
the same night, with an audience that filled the largest hall of
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the University, to hear of “The Conception of God.” The ideas
offered that night in the clash of discussion are formally set
forth in a volume by that title, of which more will be said later.
But one misses in the record the impression of the night itself,
of the speakers as something more than intellectual systems, and
of the large company intently following their varied elabora-
tion of so great a theme. A philosophical expert then present and
not given to effervescence said long afterward that it was easily
the most notable discussion of its kind in the history of Ameri-
can philosophy. Mezes was the youngest of the speakers, college
presidencies still before him, but tall and reliant and dignified;
the others, seasoned veterans: Royce, with his short odd figure
and his strange face of confident immaturity; LeConte, tall and
thin and bent, with a head like the original of some old Flemish
portrait; Howison, full bodied, gold spectacled, blue eyed, force-
ful deliberation in his look and every word. Those who were
present retain vividly the scene, and their sense of its profound
meaning. The New York Tribune spoke of it as “the most note-
worthy philosophical discussion that for many a day has taken
place in this country.” The New York Times called it “the great
debate,” “a battle of the giants.” And “when the battle was
over,” continues that journal lightly, “Prof. Royce explained how
much better he should have fought if the joints of his armor had
been a little closer and he had had a different weapon, and Prof.
Howison told the story of the battle and what he thought of
Prof. Royce’s brilliant afterthought.”

v
THE work of the Union did not end with the meetings. By
pamphlet and journal and book the discussions were carried
farther and with effect. A volume on Christianity and 1dealism,
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by Dr. John Watson, of Queen’s College, Kingston, edited by
Howison and published by a leading house in New York, was
the outcome of one of the Union’s programs of study for a year
—of which a sentence or two in the editor’s introductory “note”
of twenty pages caused a small tempest, with the newspapers
agog, a prominent colleague resigning from the Union, and
some strain between author and editor. Another volume, pub-
lished in the same way and about the same time, The Concep-
tion of God, was the record and continuation of the discussion
in the Union, just described. Here, after an introduction by the
editor, there is a statement of view by Royce, Mezes, LeConte,
and Howison, each separately; and then Royce closes the dis-
cussion with a supplementary essay of more than two hundred
pages, in which he addresses himself to his critics, of whom the
chief was Howison. “I have at last got the ‘Royce’ book off my
hands,” writes Howison in 1897, “after the most annoying job
of the kind I ever had.” Doubtless, expert judgment—according
to the leanings of the expert—will always vary as to the force
and weight of the arguments there offered. Howison’s own pre-
sentation certainly did not diminish his reputation as a thinker
and controversialist. Especially was the clash between him and
Royce sharp. Their views had much in common; but, as is fre-
quent, they stressed their difference. Thomas Davidson, writing
to Howison about a paper Howison had published shortly be-
fore the volume here described, says: “Well, your reply to Royce
is splendid, and you ought to be severely punished for not giving
to the world more of the same sort. I am afraid professional com-
fort is making you contented and lazy. Royce, from whom I re-
ceived a copy of the pamphlet, seemed to feel that his position
had been somewhat invalidated by your arguments; and War-
ren and I think it has been entirely demolished. Several other
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persons of philosophical ability, whom I know, think the same
thing.” Later, Howison writes to Davidson, with reference to
“The Real Issue,” a contribution of Howison’s to the PAslosoph-
ical Review: “I have just had a rather galling letter from Royce
about it, who sticks to it that my reviewers are right in ignoring
my chief point, ‘because,” as he says, ‘one finds in all your pages
nothing but theses—no argument or real attempt at any.” Ye
Gods!”
vI

So rar as HowisoN’s WrITING is concerned, his part in the book,
The Conception of God, was a mere opening fusillade for a fuller
publication of his way of thinking, in The Limits of Evolution
and Other Essays. This chief printed expression of Howison’s
philosophy appeared in its first edition in 1go1, when he was in
his sixty-seventh year. A second edition came four years later.
The book was long in the making. Several of its papers had
been prepared years earlier, under the demand of some special
occasion. By 1899 he was planning their revision for a book
known informally as the “Essays.” “I am expecting hourly the
arrival of a great big writing desk that I have hired,” he writes
from Oxford. “When it comes, and my papers &c. are arranged
in it, I shall go to work at once on the MS. of the volume of
Essays. It is largely ready now, and I hope to turn it off in
the course of a month.” He was too sanguine. Months later he
writes: “As for the ‘Essays’ they are stewing, but I can only say
that one of them is really ready for the press. That is the most
important one, and most difficult one, however—the one on
‘Freedom & Determinism.” The revamping and complete ‘or-
ganisation’ of it have cost me no end of labor, and tho’ I began
with it soon after reaching here in early October [he is writing
from Oxford in December], and have put all my leisure on it,
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I only finished it this morning! It has now gone through three
editions in my hands—four, in fact, if we count the one in Cali-
fornia in 1898,—the first draft, read at the Theological Society’s
meeting. I have had to enlarge it a deal, but I think it is now
entirely clear and coherent, and I hope may prove convincing to
readers. The other essays, except perhaps one, will cost me little
labor, & I shall certainly have the book ready by spring, if not
sooner.”

At Oxford he had gone over the main points of the paper on
“Freedom and Determinism” with Stout and Schiller, and these
men inclined, to a large extent, to agree with him. “They think
it is quite new in its leading principles,” he writes, “and give me
hope that it may make some impression.” “Stout,” he continues,
“was in again this forenoon, and we had more talk about the
questions, and he said he thought his old teacher James Ward
would probably agree with me almost entirely.”

The “Essays”—that is, the volume entitled The Limits of Evo-
lution and Other Essays—was conceived by him as preparatory
to a more complete and organic account of his philosophy. This
he never wrote, but he bore it in mind with dread: “Ye Gods!”
he wrote in 1899, “Cold shivers run down my back every time I
think about it!”

The Limits received marked attention, with cordial rejection
of its philosophy, of course, from some quarters, but with much
high praise also, both in Europe and in America. “The self-
contradictions of all attempts to maintain an authority superior
to reason have never been more clearly shown,” said the New
York Times, which continued: “Prof. Howison’s book is, in its
entirety, a very noble and impressive defense of the ideas of God,
freedom, immortality.” The essay on “Human Immortality”
had placed that vexed question in a new and surprising light,
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said one reviewer; while others spoke of the insight and grip,
the virility, of the book; and declared that of the opponents of
monism none was better equipped than Professor Howison.
The Westminster Review spoke of the author’s competency; the
Scotsman described the book as “singularly instructive and im-
pressive, and sustained at a high level from first to last.” McTag-
gart, reviewing the volume in Mind, called it a “most remark-
able work.” David Starr Jordan, himself a distinguished con-
tributor to science and to the understanding of that evolution
which Howison would have know its bounds, confessed to a
“most profound respect for the masterful conscientiousness of
the author, and constant admiration for the keenness and sub-
tlety” which the work displays.

it
AFTER HE HAD BEcOME a Californian, Howison went twice to
Europe: he had gone once before, it will be remembered, when
Boston was still his home. Each time, it was for an absence of a
year or more. His lively interest in men and ways and scenes,
we have already observed.

On the last of these journeys, he represented the University
of California at the University of Leipzig when the latter cele-
brated the five-hundredth anniversary of its founding. This cele-
bration he greatly enjoyed, finding it “immensely impressive
and interesting and fine. I wouldn’t have missed it for anything.”
There he met his friend Professor Gregory, of Leipzig, and there
he met Wundt and, he says, “I saw him deliver his Festrede, not
being able to detect even a sound, at the distance at which I
stood. Leipzig evidently regards him as her foremost man, for
the present.” He enjoyed “the two great dinners, one in Leip-
zig, the other at the King's table in his royal castle of Albrechts-
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burg in Meissen.” And then at Dresden he was glad to get “a
rest, after the really exhausting rush.” In spite of all fatigue the
whole celebration was for him “magnificent.” He was apprecia-
tive of magnificence, especially when it was an outward sign
of the inner historic veneration for such a seat of learning as
Leipzig, in the Germany which he himself so deeply honored.

The universities of Michigan and California conferred on him
their honorary degrees of doctor of laws. In 1906 Yale Univer-
sity invited him to give a course of lectures there in philosophy.
And on the occasion of his seventieth birthday a number of his
former pupils presented to him a volume of studies, written in
his honor. This Feszschrift appeared as the first of a considerable
series of publications in philosophy by the department which
he founded. Later there was endowed by his students and other
friends a lectureship, known by his name, to present to the Uni-
versity, by those ablest to do so, an account of some aspect of
the philosophy to which he was devoted.

vIII
DeatH caME to him in Berkeley in the evening of the last day of
1916, when he was in his eighty-second year. Such was his vigor
to the end that on the day before he died he spoke with a friend
about an article he had just read—in the Hibbert Journal, 1 think
—and was all alive with the thought of a paper to refute it.

He had lived with the University of California for nearly a
third of a century, and he served it to the last. With full provi-
sion for Mrs. Howison during her life, he gave all his property
to the University. He thus created several foundations; one,
to bear the maiden name of Mrs. Howison, Lois Caswell, for
women students of English, in recognition of her teaching and
unfailing love of English literature; another, for scholarships in



86 Houwison: Philosopher and Teacher

English; still another, for a fellowship in philosophy; and finally
a fund for the maintenance of beds in the University Infirmary.
Mrs. Howison’s separate property at her death likewise was
given to the University, to supplement what her husband had
already bestowed.

He moved to California at a period of his life when he might
have thought, at most, of holding his own. Yet his best work,
and for a term which was by far the major part of his working
life, was still before him. By sheer conscience and intelligent
vigor, he made this period the most fruitful of all. He had pre-
ferred another surrounding than California; at a sacrifice he had
chosen to leave St. Louis for New England and Boston; but
there he had taken no root. Whether it would have been well
for him had he found in New England the place of his life work,
it is impossible to say. It would certainly not have been well for
California, nor perhaps for the larger interests of scholarship
and character in the nation generally. He brought Californians
nearer to the excellent things had at the older centers—nearer to
the learning, the aims, the ideals of a richer civilization. And
Californians were readier to restore his courage and to stir him
to his stoutest strain. After his depressed years of attempt and
waiting, following on his years of preparation, he needed the
kind of response the new community gave him. He was of
course never the one to look on his work and call it good. He
was no more inclined to be satisfied with what he himself pro-
duced than with what his students produced. But he found a
place where his powers and preparation were not frustrated: he
had the gratification of work, and of friends, and the critical
attention of colleagues near by and afar, and of fair vigor and a
clear mind to the end.



FRIENDS

I

UNLIKE THE cARICATURE of Carlyle, who was pictured as lov-
ing all mankind but hating every man, Howison made per-
sons the center and circle of his Idealism and then went on into
a happy attachment to individuals. We have already caught him
unaware in his home, with his friends at fireside and dinner.
Students of his who soon were his friends came there singly or
by twos and threes, and had good talk of philosophy, and before
the night was spent they might be hard at politics, travel, music,
or literature. Here grew the affection between him and those
younger associates already named whom he influenced for life.

He liked clubs of a kind, 