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journeying humanity. Around its base
the tides of the generations dividing as
part the long racing billows of the sea
about some awful cliff.

The lad closed his note-book, and taking
his chair to the window, folded his arms on
the sill and looked out. Soon he noticed
what had escaped him before. Beyond the
tree, at the foot of the ash-heap, a single
dandelion had opened. It burned like a
steadfast yellow lamp, low in the edge of
the young grass. These two simple things
—the locust leaves, touched by the sun,
shaken by the south wind; the dandelion
shining in the grass —awoke in him the
whele vision of the spring now rising anew
out of the Earth, all over the land: great
Nature! And the vision of this caused
him to think of something else.

On the Sunday following his talk with
the lad, the pastor had preached the most
arousing sermon that the lad had heard:
it bad grown out of that interview: it was
on modern infidelity —the new infidelity
as contrasted with the old.
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In this sermon he had arraigned certain
books as largely responsible. He called
them by their titles. He warned his peo-
ple against them. Here recommenced the
old story: the lad was at once seized with
a desire to read those books, thus exhibit-
ing again the identical trait that had already
caused him so much trouble. But this
trait was perhaps himself— his core; the
demand of his nature to hear both sides,
to judge evidence, test things by his own
reason, get at the deepest root of a matter:
to see Truth, and to see Truth whole.

Curiously = enough, these books, and
some others, had been much heard of by
the lad since coming to college: once;
then several times; then apparently every-
where and all the time. For, intellectually,
they had become atmospheric: they kad
to be breathed, as a newly introduced vital
element of the air, whether liked or not
liked by the breathers. They were the
early works of the great Darwin, together
with some of that related illustrious group
of scientific investigators and thinkers, who,
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emerging like promontories, islands, entire
new countries, above the level of the world’s
knowledge, sent their waves of influence
rushing away to every shore. It was in
those years that they were flowing over the
United States, over Kentucky. And as
some veicanic upheaval under mid-ocean
will in time rock the tiny boat of a sailor
boy in some little sheltered bay on the
other side of the planet, so the sublime
disturbance in the thought of the civilized
world in the second half of the nineteenth
century had reached David.

Sitting at his window, looking out
blindly foer help and helpers amid his
doubts, seeing the young green of the
locust, the yellow of the dandelion, he
recalled the names of those anathematized
books, which were described as dealing
so strangely with nature and with man’s
place in it. The idea dominated him
at last to go immediately and get those
books.

A little later he might have been seen
quitting the dormitory and taking his way
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with a dubious step across the campus
into the town.

Saturday forenoons of spring were busy
times for the town in those days. Farm-
ers were in, streets were crowded with
their horses and buggies and rockaways,
with live stock, with wagons hauling cord-
wood, oats, hay, and hemp. Once, at a
crossing, David waited while a wagon
loaded with soft, creamy, gray hemp
creaked past toward a factory. He sniffed
with relish the tar of the mud-packed
wheels; he put out a hand and stroked
the heads drawn close in familiar bales.

Crowded, too, of Saturdays was the book-
shop to which the students usually resorted
for their supplies. Besides town customers
and country customers, the pastor of the
church often dropped in and sat near the
stove, discoursing, perhaps, to some of his
elders, or to reverent Bible students, or old
acquaintances. A small, tight, hot, metal-
smelling stove — why is it so enjoyable by
a dogmatist?

As David made his way to the rear of
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the long bookshelves, which extended
back toward the stove, the pastor rose
and held out his hand with hearty warmth
—and a glance of secret solicitude. The
lad looked sheepish with embarrassment;
not until accosted had he himself realized
what a stray he had become from his pas-
tor’'s flock and fold. And he felt that he
ought instantly to tell the pastor this was
the case. But the pastor had reseated
himself and regripped his masterful mon-
ologue. The lad was more than embar-
rassed ; he felt conscious of a new remorse-
ful tenderness for this grim, righteous man,
now that he had emancipated mind and
conscience from his teaching: so true it
often is that affection is poessible only
where obedience is not demanded. He
turned off sorrowfully to the counter, and
a few moments later, getting the attention
of the clerk, asked in a low conscience-
stricken tone for “ The Origin of Species ”
and “ The Descent of Man”; conscience-
stricken at the sight of the money in his
palm to pay for them.

The Regn of Law 119

« What are you going to do with these?”
inquired a Bible student who had joined
him at the counter and fingered the books.

“Read them,” said the lad, joyously,
“and understand them if I can.”

He pinned them against his heart with
his elbow and all but ran back to the
dormitory. Having reached there, he
altered his purpose and instead of mount-
ing to his room, went away off to a quiet
spot on the campus and, lying down in the
grass under the wide open sky, opened his
wide Darwin.

It was the first time in his life that he
had ever encountered outside of the Bible
a mind of the highest order, or listened
to it, as it delivered over to mankind the
astounding treasures of its knowledge and
wisdom in accents of appealing, almost
plaintive modesty.

That day the lad changed his teachers.

Of the session more than two months
yet remained. Every few days he might
have been seen at the store, examining
books, drawing money reluctantly from his
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pocket, hurrying away with another vol-
ume. Sometimes he would deliver to the
clerk the title of a work written on a slip
of paper: an unheard-of book; to be
ordered — perhaps from the Old World.
For one great book inevitably leads to
another. They have their parentage, kin-
ship, generations. They are watch-towers
in sight of each other on the same human
highway. They are strands in a single
cable belting the globe. Link by link
David’s investigating hands were slipping
eagerly along a mighty chain of truths,
forged separately by the giants of his time
and now welded together in the glowing
thought of the world.

Not all of these were scientific works.
Some were works which followed in the
wake of the new science, with rapid appli-
cations of its methods and results to other
subjects, scarce conterminous or not even
germane. For in the light of the great
central idea of Evolution, all departments
of human knowledge had to be reviewed,
reconsidered, reconceived, rearranged, re-
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written. Every foremost scholar of the
world, kindling his own personal lamp
at that central sunlike radiance, retired
straightway into his laboratory of what-
soever kind and found it truly illumi-
nated for the first time. His lamp seemed
to be of two flames enwrapped as one; a
baleful and a benign. Whenever it shone
upon anything that was true, it made this
stand out the more clear, valuable, resplen-
dent. But wherever it uncovered the false,
it darted thereat a swift tongue of flame,
consuming without mercy the ancient rub-
bish of the mind. Vast purification of the
world by the fire of truth! There have
been such purifications before; but never
perhaps in the history of the race was so
much burned out of the intellectual path
of man as during the latter half of the
nineteenth century.

There is a sort of land which receives
in autumn, year by year, the deposit of
its own dead leaves and weeds and grasses
without either the winds and waters to
clear these away or the soil to reabsorb
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and reconvert them into the materials of
reproduction. Thus year by year the land
tends farther toward sterility by the very
accumulation of what was once its life.
But send a forest fire across those smoth-
ering strata of vegetable decay; give once
more 2 chance for every root below to meet
the sun above; for every seed above to
reach the ground below; soon again the
barren will be the fertile, the desert blos-
som as the rose. It is so with the human
mind. It is ever putting forth athousand
things which are the expression of its life
for a brief season. These myriads of things
mature, ripen, bear their fruit, fall back dead
upon the soil of the mind itself. That mind
may be the mind of an individual; it may
be the mind of a century, a race, a civiliza-
tion. To the individual, then, to a race, a
civilization, a century, arrives the hour
when it must either consume its own dead
or surrender its own life. These hours are
the moral, the intellectual revolutions of
history.

The new science must not only clear
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the stagnant ground for the growth of
new ideas, it must go deeper. Not
enough that rubbish should be burned:
old structures of knowledge and faith,
dangerous, tottering, unfit to be inhabited
longer, must be shaken to their founda-
tions. It brought on therefore a period
of intellectual upheaval and of drift, such
as was once passed through by the planet
itself. What had long stood locked and
immovable began to move; what had been
high sank out of sight; what had been low
was lifted. The mental hearing, listening
as an ear placed amid still mountains,
could gather into itself from afar the slip
and fall of avalanches. Whole systems of
belief which bhad chilled the soul for cen-
turies, dropped off like icebergs into the
warming sea and drifted away, melting
into nothingness.

The minds of many men, witnessing this
double ruin by flame and earthquake, are
at such times filled with consternation:
to them it seems that nothing will survive,
that beyond these cataclysms there will
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never again be stability and peace—a
new and better age, safer footing, wider
horizons, clearer skies.

It was so now. The literature of the
New Science was followed by a literature of
new Doubt and Despair. But both of these
were followed by yet another literature
which rejected alike the New Science and
the New Doubt, and stood by all that was
included under the old beliefs. The voices
of these three literatures filled the world:
they were the characteristic notes of that
half-century, heard sounding together: the
Old Faith, the New Science, the New
Doubt. And they met at a single point ;
they met at man’s place in Nature, at the
idea of God, and in that system of thought
and creed which is Christianity.

It was at this sublime meeting-place of
the Great Three that this untrained and
simple lad soon arrived — searching for the
truth. Here he began to listen to them,
one after another: reading a litile in
science (he was not prepared for that), a
little in the old faith, but most in the new
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doubt. For this he was ready; toward
this he had been driven.

Its earliest effects were soon exhibited
in him as a student. He performed all
required work, slighted no class, shirked no
rule, transgressed no restriction. But he
asked no questions of any man now, no
longer roved distractedly among the sects,
took no share in the discussions rife in his
own church. There were changes more
significant: he ceased to attend the Bible
students’ prayer-meeting at the college or
the prayer-meeting of the congregation in
the town; he would not say grace at those
evening suppers of the Disciples; he de-
clined the Lord’s Supper; his voice was
not heard in the choir. He was, singularly
enough, in regular attendance at morning
and night services of the church; but he
entered timidly, apologetically, sat as near
as possible to the door, and slipped out a
little before the people were dismissed:
his eyes had been fixed respectfully on his
pastor throughout the sermon, but his
thoughts were in other temples.




