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the vibrations which are the conditions of light ; the tympanum which collects
the vibrations which are the conditions of sound ; the muscles which adjust these
and other instruments of sensation to the precise performance of their work ; the
nerves which convey to and fro molecular movements of the most incomprehen-
sible significance and efficacy. Of all these it is, I understand, more and more
evident, as science advances, that they are perceptible, but do not perceive.
Ear, hand, eye, and nerves are alike machinery—mere machinery for transmit-
ting the movement of atoms to certain nervous centres—ascertained localiti€s
which (it is proper to observe in passing), though small relatively to ourselves
and our powers of investigation, may—since size is entirely relative—be abso/utely
large enough to contain little words in themselves.

Here the investigation of things perceptible is stopped, abruptly and com-
pletely. Our inquiries into the size, composition, and movement of particles,
have been pushed, for the present at any rate, as far as they willgo. But at this
point we come across a field of phenomena to which the attributes of atoms, size,
movement, and physical composition are wholly inapplicable—the phenomena
of sensation or animal life.

Science informs me that the movements of these perceptible atoms within
my body bhear a correspondence, strange, subtle, and precise, to the sensations
of which I, as a percipient, am conscious ; a correspondence (it is again proper
to observe in passing) which extends not only to perceptions, as in sight or hear-
ing, but to reflection and volition, as in sleep and drunkenness. The relation is
not one of similarity. The vibrations of a white, black, or grey pulp are not in
any sensible way similar to the perception of colour or sound, or the imagination
of a noble act. There is no visible—may I not say no conceivable >—reason
why one should depend on the other. Motion and sensation interact, but they do
not overlap. There is no homogeneity between them. They stand apart.
Physical science conducts us to the brink of the chasm which separates them,
and by so doing only shows us its depth.

I return then to the question, What am I? My own habits of mind and
logical methods certainly require me to believe that [ am something—something
percipient—but I amp perceptible ? I find no reason for supposingit. I believe
myself to be surrounded by things percipient. Are they perceptible? Not to
my knowledge. Their existence is to me a matter of inference from their per-
ceptible appendages. Them—their very selves—I certainly cannot perceive.
As far as I can understand things perceptible, I detect in them no quality—no
capacity for any quality like that of percipiency, which, with its homogencous
faculties, intellect, affections, and so on, is the basis of my own nature. Physical
science, while it developes the relation, seems absolutely to emphasise and illu-
minate the ineradicable difference between the motions of a material and the
sensations of a living being. Of the attributes of a percipient we have, each for
himself, profound and immediate experience. Of the attributes of the percep-
tible we have, I suppose, distinct scientific conceptions. Our notions of the one
and our notions of the other appear to attach to a different order of being.

It appears therefore to me that there is no reason to believe, and much rea-
son for not believing, that the percipient is perceptible under our present condi-
tions of existence, or indeed under any conditions that our present faculties
enable us to 1magine.

And this is my case, which of course covers the whole animal creation,
Perception must be an attribute of something, and there is reason for believing
that this something is imperceptible. This is what I mean when I say that I
have, or more properly that I am, a soul or spirit, or rather it is the point on
which I join issue with those who say that I am not.

I am not, as Mr. Harrison seems to suppose, running about in search of a
‘cause’ T am inquiring into the nature of a being, and that being myself.
I am sure I am something. I am certainly not the mere tangible structure of
atoms which I affect, and by which I am affected after a wonderful fashion. In
reflecting on the nature of my own operations I find nothing to suggest that my
own being is subject to the same class of physical laws as the objects from which
my sensations are derived, and I conclude that I am nat subject to those laws.
The most substantial objection to this conclusion is conveyed, I conceive, 1n &
sentence of Mr. Harrison’s: ¢ To talk to us of mind, feeling, and will continuing
their functions in the absence of physical organs and visible organisms, is to use
language which, to us at least, is pure nonsense.’

It is probably to those who talk thus that Mr. Harrison refers when he says
that argument is useless. And in point of fact I have no answer_but. to caI! his
notions anthropomorphic, and to charge him with want of a certain kind of ima-
gination. By imagination we commonly mean the creative faculty which enables
2 man to give a palpable shape to what he believes or thinks possible : and this,
I do not doubt, Mr. Harrison possesses in a high degree. But there is another
kind of imagination which enables a man to embrace the idea of a possibility to
which no such palpable shape can be given, or rather of a worlc_l of possibilities
beyond the range of his experience or the grasp of his faculties ; as Mr. John
Mill embraced the idea of a possible werld in which the connection of cause
and effect should not exist. The want of this necessary though dangerous _faqul—
ty makes a man the victim of vivid impressions, and disables him from believing
what his impressions do not enable him to realise. Questions respecting meta-
physical possibility turn much on_the presence, or absence, or exaggeration of
this kind of imagination. And when one man has said ‘I can conceive it pos-
sible,’ and another has said ¢ I cannot,’ it is certainly difficult to get any farther.

To me it is not in the slightest degree difficult to conceive the possible ex-
istence of a being capable of love and knowledge without the physical organs
through which human beings derive their knowledge, nor in supposing myself to
be sucha being. Indeed I seem actually to exercise such a capacity (however
I got'it) when I shut my eyes and try to think out a moral or mathematical
puzzle. Ifit is trye that a particular corner of my b_ram/ is concerned in the
matter, I accept the fact not as a self-evident truth (which would seem to be Mr.
Harrison’s position), but as a curious discovery of the anatomists. But having
said this I have said everything, and as Mr. Harrison must suppose that I de-
ceive myself, so.1 suppose that in his case the xmagmatlon'whxc_h fqunds itself on
experience:is 30 agtive and vivid as to cloud or dwarf the imagination which pro-
ceeds beyond or beside experience. . . .

Mz. Harrison’s own theory I do not quite understand.  He derides the idea,
though he does not absolutely deny the possibility, of an immaterial entity which

feels. And he appears to be sensible of the difficulty of supposing that atoms-
of matter which assume the form of a grey pulp can feel. He holds accordingly,
as I understand, that feeling, and all that follows from it, are the results of an
¢ organism.’

If he had used the word  organisation,’ I should have concluded unhesita-
tingly that he was the victim of the Anglican confusion which I have above
noticed, and that, in his own mind, he escapes the alternative difficulties of the
case by the common expedient of shifting, as occasion required, from one sense
of that word to the other. If pressed by the difficulty of imagining sensation not -
resident in any specific sensitive thing, the word organisation would supply to
his mind the idea of a thing, a sensitive aggregate of organised atoms. If, on
the contrary, pressed by the difficulty of supposing that these atoms, one or all,.
thought, the word would shift its meaning and present the aspect not of an ag-
gregate bulk, but of orderly arrangement—not of a thing, or collection of things, .
but of a state of things.

But the word * organism’ is generally taken to indicate a thing organised. And
the choice of that word would seem to indicate that he ascribed the spiritual acts.
(so to call them) which constitute life to the aggregate bulk of the atoms organ-
ised or the appropriate part of them. But this he elsewhere seems to disclaim.
¢ The philosophy which treats man as man simply affirms that mazn loves, thinks,
acts, not that ganglia, or the sinews, or any organ of man loves, and thinks, and
acts.” Yes, but we recur to the question, what is man? If the ganglia dé) not
think, what is it that does? Mr. Harrison, as I understand, answers that it is a
consensus of faculties, an harmonious system of parts, and he denounces an
attempt to introduce into this collocation of parts or faculties an underlying en-
tity or being which shall possess those faculties or employ those parts. It is then
not after all to a being or aggregate of beings, but to a relation or condition of
beings, that will and thought and love belong. If this is Mr. Harrison’s mean-
ing, I certainly agree with him that it is indeed impossible to compose a differ-
ence between two disputants, of whom one holds, and the other denies, that a .
condition can think. ~If my opponent does not admit this to be an absurdity, I
do not pretend to drive him any further. &

With regard to immortality, I have nothing material to add to what has:
been said by those who have preceded me. I agree with Professor Huxley that
the natural world supplies nothing which can be called evidence of a futuye life
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In the yearnings and aspirations of that spiritual nature which He i]as iven to
man, much that commends to my belief the revelation of g fi e hic

. ! y be uture life which L
believe Him to have made. But itis 1 is romi in vi
s 1 virtue of His clear promise, not in virtue

of these doubtful intimations, that I rely on the prospect of a future life. Believ-
ing that He is the author of that moral insight which in its ruder forr : etl_el

the multitude and its higher inspires the saint, ITrevere thoge great meln ; ,%(m ross
able to forecast this great announcement, but I cannot and do not (:'11.1 ;\ o gere
that forecast to any logical process, or base it on any conclusi\jeer 0 .re uce
Rather I admire their power of divination the more on account of t} casonng.
ness of their logical data. For myself I believe because I am told ¢ harrows

But whether the doctrine of immortality be true or false, I protest, with
4

Tr . : 21 . ) ., ~ P
Mr. _rtution, agagnst Ui attempt 1o substitute [or what ag any rate is a substan-~
tial idea, something which can hardly be called even a shadow or ‘echoA (;fwit‘

‘The Christian conception of the world is thj . i g
pl_)ysicz'll‘ waste.  Much seed is sown which will nZt rii)teils ?)Lzoslgi)of. moral as of
will.  This plaI}et 15 a seat, mmong other things, of preserit goodnez g SSW}I; thqt
ness. And this our goodness and happiness, like our crime ; ag appl
propagate or fail to propagate themselves during our lives and aft, : our destty
But, apart from these earthly consequences, which are much to o 3“1 feaths.
Positivist, the little fragment of the universe on which we a eus and ;'1 o the
15, we believe, a nursery for something greater. The ca all)gti? afn llsappear“
knowledge which in some of usattain a certain development If}ere wse o olve and
be capable, with greater opportunities, of an infinitely greater d lmusta (el tor
Christipns believe that such a development is in fact rese deve honent ;
this short time of apprenticeship, take the prop i

11\1;[) mﬁre) in all tha% can make existence happ
r. Harrison may be right in calling it so. | iding i ;

‘The eternity of the tabor’ he calls it! Hasg r}lled igx(}é?gfei: lge ctannot o e
not able to conceive, a thrill of pleasure  intorc oY Fate s he:

or word,_or touch'with a fellow-creatur: tkailmsiyrgggthetiﬁ interchange oF looks
engaged in the exhibition of those qualities nd b

r : ) f heart and intell i :
him what he is? Multiply and sustain thj > et which make
t;eings.fwi't? v;hom this interg:hange of ;sy;;gg?}? S?s y:)vL;rrsr;lfas;gr oundec: b1y
wr:) ::32{ yll. dncreasg indefinitely the excellence of one of those bp@rpe liié.
onds u a:.in_ attractive character of hjs operations, our own cmngs, :
3{ ourorrxl:ear?talmteueai] the VlVldr}ess of our conception, the breadth a?xl?(gmiegs«
of our me grasp, the sharp vigour of our admiration ; and to exclude ;::iet)'r
contemplate and our relations-
3:gp5:51txon for which the size of the
: Diteé scope—or otherwi
tir, . Ise suppose
if e were better the, ¢, as the old Greek philosopher thought it miggg do

v we are (ysmﬁoﬁ/ Tévrwy ] i

r Ylvkdra d. ¢ 3 '
?s 1t_wou}{i hgio, I Suppose, if we had no memory ;«;v tlga T, T, OF
magine all this as the very least that may "n powaate past:

as th be hoped, if our
: ) ow -
f,f%ﬁ?igfftzstﬁléghﬁ m Tespect to the nature of what is to be :sli)(:::etf;figsc:;'
sy e Pt U e e G e
. Perfection , N0t 50 small but that in some-
intelligences whom He har:sugll;ltxsaf})v:;yeii gﬁg es;gxtzgnng 10 do for the army of.
I repeat, may be a dream, but to chara,
OWS surely a feebleness
rthy of a ready writer than
consequence s‘intcepnon the fact tha
unable o verea ‘::; c:il thlir stianty and fading chain of effects, which we shall be as
2 posthumacere . control as we have been unable to antie; ate—to call this
Vity,” “an eternity of spiritual influence,’ axfd a ‘life beyond

y and noble, may be a dream and’

known and unknown universe affords in
that sameness ceases to

: cterise it as ‘the eternity of
of conception or carelessness of representa{ion ‘
tOf a serious thinker. Anq to place before

some of our good deeds will have indefinite:




