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yh&?:ﬁ_‘mh a few flaring lamps.  Last of
0o agy is head bent in shame, Fra Cuper-
oy :nced and knelt down on the floor
ic'te had been at noon. After the
or c: efw“ Fal.d, he leaned over, kissed the
lbci:, i:e ully p}cked up his ataff, and, bal-
egt tremblingly on his hands, feebly
> the deep  silence.
adre guardiano—bim ! ”
" te Stern face of the superior stopped
“ he titter which ran round the room.
by, y ou wretched brother, now that thou
i"ﬂkid.y Penance to do, thou art like a whin-
Ybre’t]?nd this noon, when thou hadst kept
ine, ¢ ren fagting and filled thyself with
o diou couldat roar like a lion.”
Oupert'i" padre guardiano, ' answered Fra
Iy 00 meekly , ¢ but then, era caricato
88 loaded ! 7’

STODDARD DEWEY,in The Speaker.

THE PHARISEES OF SCIENCE.

T
day :;: powerful Pharisees of the present
Plhar, not the_Pharisees of religion, but the
dlciouees of science. Even the most au-

th 8 men tremble before them. Yet

e::e;; Pharigees do not stand in the
and | the streets, nor do they compass

o co and to make one proselyte. But
h“mpet {)taxnly manage to sound the
ous efore them with the most tremen-
the gy, ect, for theirs is the trumpet before
o) Pici!t-,d of which the secrets of steam and
our ko ¥y have surrendered themselves to
hmfulpmg' Their methods have been so
thods |, that. they deem them the only me-
ot clai?’I]Whlch anything that has the slight-
ined . to the name of truth can be at-
Which ii“nd they look down upon all beliefs
{nyeqs; © putsldg the sphere of their special
infgq g?tlons with a profound scorn, which
tare, a:dmoﬂb the whole of the world of cul-
Wey iy, Otﬁubdue.s even the most eminent
of yopy o ner regions of thought with a sense
ahjg, ous dread that is quite unconquer-
Yery are T. Andrew Lang, who is a man of
Yook fuli“ literary ability, has written a
ing ¢ of shrewdness and singularly wide
Big of tho show that whatever else may be
Maty e stories of the supernatural or pre-
iral, or whatever else you like to call

the r‘?“’“ﬂlons of inexplicable events into
*ffootg nary geries of familiar causes and
Tace haw“h which the gocial history of our
leg, - 0oen in all ages plentifully sprink-
the ocannot truly be said of them that
Hinyilgy ot recur under the most curiously
the aspects,—curiously similar even in
g \nUtest features of their gpecific char-
a B'inand he demonstrates this, not al-
Yery o & very methodical, but always in a
s of lig:nt’ manner from the very earliest
& mo, eratare, as well as from the latest
lig 5 8 authentic observations on the be-
Proye od traditions of savage life. He
“ndangl? point with great and almost re-
Yous garmng_; but he is evidently as
by Bciens out being thought superstitious
L. . ific men if he attaches any undue
el'en:;lce- to the singular pertinacity and

he Wer ¢ in the drift of these stories, as if
By, ® & man of mere common-sense in-
iting O one of very keen and discrimin-

'“\lbjec:usight- He is as sensitive on that

Yorlg 0;;’_ if he had no standing at all in the
'?Verybo a iterature, He chaffs himself and
i gy, oY else who has a sort of belief
Bhoy, Freternatural, as if he were bound to
Pingg 1 ¢ and foremost how much he des-
Dattey, 088 who are not incredulous on all
h&!f_‘,a:,‘)f this kind. He gives his book a

iric name, * Cock Lane and Com-
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mon Sense ” (Longmans & Co.), and then
he is always telling you not only how much
fraud and swindling there is in connection
with this region,~—which is of course true,
and a most important truth,—but how
many of these various kinds of persistent
phenomena have been shown to be all leger-
demain,—which is not true, for almost
every one of the innumerable frauds has its
counterpart in facts which have been satis-
factorily verified by a considerable number,
though & very much smaller number, of
honest and shrewdly sceptical witnesses. In
a word, while he laughs very justly at M.
Littré for first examining carefully, and be-
ing unable to reject, the alleged facts, and
then coming to the conclusion that while
the topic is ¢ very obscure and eminently
worthy of study,” the proper attitude to
rest in is to * pooh-pooh the whole affair,”
he stops very little short of M. Littré in
many passages of hia own book, though his
general drift certainly is that there must be
gome basis of law, whether subjective or
objective, for such singularly recurrent
and singularly specific phenomena. In
one passage, after showing the ex-
traordinary amount of evidence in all sorts
of ages, in all sorts of countries, and in
the presence of all sorts of observers,
for the occasional movement of heavy ob-
jects in the most capricious and eccentric
way without any visible agency which could
acoount for the movement, he thinks it ne-
cessary to declare (p. 60) that it is ‘“ most
probable ” that the movement is wholly illu-
sory, and is due to the power some men have
of producing a false impression on even cool
and sagacious minds, rather than to any phy-
gical fact whatever. Now, we venture to
gay without the least manner of doubt that
this is accepting much the less probable,
inst-ad of the more probable, view of the
two. If the many independent witnesses
whose word is to be absolutely trusted, and
who bave attested these phenomena under
the severest conditions, had been deluded
by the mere determination of men of pecu-
liar organization that they be so deluded,
we should begin at once to doubt the reality
of the most remarkable facts in history.
Why might not all those who witnessed
Charles L.’s execution, or Napoleon’s defeat
at Waterloo, or the Peterloo massacre, have
been ¢ biologised” in fancying they had
geen what they never saw, or heard what
they never hcard, supposing that witnesses
like Sir Walter Scott, Professor Barrett,
Professor Crookes, and very many members
of the Society for Psychical Research, are
to be put aside as persons capable of being
persuaded, not only separately but often in
batches, that they had seen, heard and
touched what they had never seen, heard
and touched, though they had been mesmer-
ized into believing tbat they had so seen,
heard, and touched? We hold that even
Mr. Andrew Lang has hardly the courage
of his own opinions, when he produces guch
a mass of evidence, ancient, medieval and
modern, to facts which scientific men ridi-
cule as old wives' fables, many of which
have been examined in the coolest way by
the most competent witnesses, and prefers
the view that those witnesses were all of
them subject to the most marvellous illu-
sions, and often to simultaneous illusions,
to the much more simple view that they
gaw or heard what they attested, but what
the mass of mankind have never seen and
heard, and thercfore have never been able
with any confidence to accept.
Well, we do not wonder at Mr. Andrew
Lang's timidity when we encounter such a
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specimen of the Pharisaism of science
as Professor Huxley’s letter in Mon-
day’s Times. No doubt he, like Mr. An-
drew Lang, is a man of very uncommon
ability and unusual power, a man of singu-
lar astuteness and sagacity, so long as he is
not asked to believe what he cannot reduce
to any known law. But the moment that
is asked of him, he makes broad his phylac-
teries, poses as the Pharisee of science, says
in effect to Mr. Andrew Lang or Mr. Rus-
gel Wallace, like the Pharisees of old to the
man who was born blind, * Thou wast alto-
gether born in ignorance, and shalt thou
teach me 1 ” and casts them out of the syna-
gogue of science with the most scornful and
magisterial air, But even while he is pro-
nouncing his contemptuous anathema, he
ghows his weakness as Pharisees—even
Pharisees of science—are only too apt to do.
His letter to the Times on * Cock Lane and
Common Sense ” is singularly arrogant, but
also singularly weak and unecientific. He
is asked to show cause why he should not
inquire into phenomena of the most persist-
ent kind, which, if true, indicate a new
kind of force of which all orthodox physi-
cists are as yet utterly sceptical,—pheno-
mens which show that no organs of physical
life are visible in cases where acts only in-
telligible as proceeding from rational or
gomi-rational creatures, appear to proceed
from empty space ; and he makes answer
that he has no interest at all in such pheno-
mena, © For if, after death, I am fated to
take part in Cock Lane pranks and Sludge
séances, | must put up with the degrada-
tion. But I will no more occupy myself
with thinking about that unpleasant possi-
bility now, than I will waste my time
in considering my fature if I should be
g0 unfortunate as to live through a portion
of senile decay and dotage.” Could the
Pharisee of science by any possibility speak
less scientifically? Whoever asked Pro-
fessor Huxley to take part in * Cock
Lane pranks and Sludge séances,” excepb
just as he might be asked to take part in
studying a new case of cerebral eccentricity
or typical delirium ! Would any sagacious
physician ignore the specific symptoms, how-
ever minute or however mean, of anew ner-
vous disturbancet If a new kind of hys-
teria were brought under his notice, would
he sweep by on the other side and declare
that the symptoms of any malady clearly
due to mental deterioration are quite be-
neath his notice? When would the laws of
electricity have been discovered if the physi-
cists bad held that such trivialities as the
sparks emitted when glass is rubbed by silk
are too intrinsically mean for study ¥ When
would anssthetics bave been discovered if
the rather trivial effects of what used to be
laughing gas had been declared too despic-
able for attention ? All phenomena, whether
physical, intellectual or moral,—whether
the phenomena of idiotcy or that of
genius,—that seem to betray or suggest
new planes of being, are of the highest
interest. And unquestionably the pheno-
mena for which Professor Huxley shows
such supreme disdain do both betray and
require study and careful explanation. The
attitude of the Pharisee of science who rays
in effect to such seekers after truth as Pro-
fossor Barrett, or Professor Oliver Lodge,
« Stand by, I am holier than thou,” is &
childish and unworthy attitude. Of course,
if the so-called phenomens imply nothing
but fraud, he is quite right. Fraud is a.
old as human history, nay, as old as the
history of many an animal far beneath th:
rank of man. But in the belief of the




