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wrong, other judgments—judgments of approval presumably—ought tg
in their place. But, as they are necessitated, nothing else can be in their p
and the universe is just what it was before—namely, a place in which
ought to be appears impossible. We have got one foot out of the pessi
bog, but the other one sinks all the deeper. We have rescued our actions
the bonds of evil, but our judgments are now held fast. When murders g
treacheries cease to be sins, regrets are errors. The theoretic and the active
thus play a kind of see-saw with each other on the ground of evil. The ris

either sends the other down. Murder and treachery can’t be good withg
regret being bad; regret can’t be good without treachery and murder beij
bad. Both, however, are supposed to have been foredoomed, so somethi
must be bad in the world. It must be a place of which either sin or error for
a necessary part. . . .

check. But the determinism with its necessary carrion, to contifwe the figure
of speech, and with no possible maggots to eat the latter up, violates my sense
of moral reality through and through. When, for example, I imagine such car-
rion as the Brockton murder, I cannot conceive it as an act by which the uni-
verse as a Whole logically and necessarily expresses its nature, without
shrinking from complicity with such a Whole. And I deliberately refuse to
keep on terms of loyalty with the universe by saying blankly that the murder,
since it does flow from the nature of the Whole, is not carrion. There are some
‘ instinctive reactions that I, for one, will not tamper with. . . .

Make as great an uproar about chance as you please, I know that chance
means pluralism and nothing more. If some of the members of the pluralism are
bad, the philosophy of pluralism, whatever broad views it may deny me, per-
 mits me, at least, to turn to the other members with a clean breast of affection
and an unsophisticated moral sense. And if I still wish to think of the world as
a totality, it lets me feel that a world with a chance in it of being altogether good,
even if the chance never come to pass, is better than a world with no such chance
~ at all. That “chance” whose very notion I am exhorted and conjured to banish
from my view of the future as the suicide of reason concerning it, that chance
- is—what? Just this—the chance that in moral respects the future may be other
- and better than the past has been. This is the only chance we have any motive
for supposing to exist. Shame, rather, on its repudiation and its denial! For its
presence is the salt that keeps the world sweet, the air that fills its lungs.

[CONCLUSION]

... The only consistent way of representing . . . a world whose parts may a
each other through their conduct being either good or bad is the indeter
tic way. What interest, zest, or excitement can there be in achieving the
way, unless we are enabled to feel that the wrong way is also a possible a
natural way—nay, more, a menacing and an imminent way? And what ser
can there be in condemning ourselves for taking the wrong way, unless ¥
need have done nothing of the sort, unless the right way was open to us
well? I cannot understand the willingness to act, no matter how we feel,
out the belief that acts are really good and bad. I cannot understand the beli
that an act is bad, without regret at its happening. I cannot understand regr
without the admission of real, genuine possibilities in the world. Only then is
other than a mockery to feel, after we have failed to do our best, that
irreparable opportunity is gone from the universe, the loss of which it mut
forever after mourn. . ..

The world is enigmatical enough in all conscience, whatever theory we ma
take up toward it. The indeterminism I defend, the free will theory of pop
sense based on the judgment of regret, represents that world as vulnerable ar
liable to be injured by certain of its parts if they act wrong. And it represents the
acting wrong as a matter of possibility or accident, neither inevitable nor yet1
be infallibly warded off. In all this, it is a theory devoid either of transparency €
of stability. It gives us a pluralistic, restless universe, in which no single point @
view can ever take in the whole scene; and, to a mind possessed of the love
unity at any cost, it will, no doubt, remain forever inacceptable. A friend witl
such a mind once told me that the thought of my universe made him sick, lik
the sight of the horrible motion of a mass of maggots in their carrion bed.

But while I freely admit that the pluralism and the restlessness are repug
nant and irrational in a certain way, I find that every alternative to them i
irrational in a deeper way. The indeterminism with its maggots, if you pleas
to speak so about it, offends only the native absolutism of my intellect—a
absolutism which, after all, perhaps, deserves to be snubbed and kept if




