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Happily lived Mankind in the peaceful Valley
of Ignorance.

To the north, to the south, to the west and
to the east stretched the ridges of the Hills Everlasting.

A little stream of Knowledge trickled slowly through a
deep worn gully.

It came out of the Mountains of the Past.

It lost itself in the Marshes of the Future.

It was not much, as rivers go. But it was enough for the
humble needs of the villagers.

In the evening, when they had watered their cattle and
had filled their casks, they were content to sit down to enjoy
life.

The Old Men Who Knew were brought forth from the
shady corners where they had spent their day, pondering
over the mysterious pages of an old book.

They mumbled strange words to their grandchildren, who
would have preferred to play with the pretty pebbles,
brought down from distant lands.

Often these words were not very clear.

But they were writ a thousand years ago by a forgotten
race. Hence they were holy.

For in the Valley of Ignorance, whatever was old was
venerable. And those who dared to gainsay the wisdom of
the fathers were shunned by all decent people.

And so they kept their peace.

Fear was ever with them. What if they should be refused
the common share of the products of the garden?

Vague stories there were, whispered at night among the
narrow streets of the little town, vague stories of men and
women who had dared to ask questions.

They had gone forth, and never again had they been seen.

A few had tried to scale the high walls of the rocky range
that hid the sun.

Their whitened bones lay at the foot of the cliffs.

The years came and the years went by.

Happily lived Mankind in the peaceful Valley of Ignorance.



Out of the darkness crept a man.

The nails of his hands were torn.

His feet were covered with rags, red with the blood of
long marches.

He stumbled to the door of the nearest hut and knocked.

Then he fainted. By the light of a frightened candle, he
was carried to a cot.

In the morning throughout the village it was known:
“He has come back.”

The neighbors stood around and shook their heads. They
had always known that this was to be the end.

Defeat and surrender awaited those who dared to stroll
away from the foot of the mountains.

And in one corner of the village the Old Men shook their
heads and whispered burning words.

They did not mean to be cruel, but the Law was the Law.
Bitterly this man had sinned against the wishes of Those
Who Knew.

As soon as his wounds were healed he must be brought
to trial.

They meant to be lenient.

They remembered the strange, burning eyes of his mother.
They recalled the tragedy of his father, lost in the desert
these thirty years ago.

The Law, however, was the Law; and the Law must be
obeyed.

The Men Who Knew would see to that.



They carried the wanderer to the Market Place, and the
people stood around in respectful silence.

He was still weak from hunger and thirst and the Elders
bade him sit down.

He refused.

They ordered him to be silent.

But he spoke.

Upon the Old Men he turned his back and his eyes sought
those who but a short time before had been his comrades.

“Listen to me,” he implored. “Listen to me and be
rejoiced. I have come back from beyond the mountains.
My feet have trod a fresh soil. My hands have felt the touch
of other races. My eyes have seen wondrous sights.

“When I was a child, my world was the garden of my
father.

“To the west and to the east, to the south and to the north
lay the ranges from the Beginning of Time.

“When I asked what they were hiding, there was a hush
and a hasty shaking of heads. When I insisted, I was taken
to the rocks and shown the bleached bones of those who had
dared to defy the Gods.

“When I cried out and said, ‘It is a lie! The Gods love
those who are brave!’ the Men Who Knew came and read to
me from their sacred books. The Law, they explained, had
ordained all things of Heaven and Earth. The Valley was
ours to have and to hold. The animals and the flowers, the
fruit and the fishes were ours, to do our bidding. But the
mountains were of the Gods. What lay beyond was to
remain unknown until the End of Time.

“So they spoke, and they lied. They lied to me, even as
they have lied to you.

“There are pastures in those hills. Meadows too, as
rich as any. And men and women of our own flesh and
blood. And cities resplendent with the glories of a thousand
years of labor.

“I have found the road to a better home. I have seen
the promise of a happier life. Follow me and I shall lead
you thither. For the smile of the Gods is the same there
as here and everywhere.”



He stopped and there went up a great cry of horror.

“Blasphemy!” cried the Old Men. “Blasphemy and sacrilege!
A fit punishment for his crime! He has lost his reason.
He dares to scoff at the Law as it was written down
a thousand years ago. He deserves to die!”

And they took up heavy stones.

And they killed him.

And his body they threw at the foot of the cliffs, that
it might lie there as a warning to all who questioned the
wisdom of the ancestors.



Then it happened a short time later that there was a
great drought. The little Brook of Knowledge ran dry.
The cattle died of thirst. The harvest perished in the fields,
and there was hunger in the Valley of Ignorance.

The Old Men Who Knew, however, were not disheartened.
Everything would all come right in the end, they prophesied,
for so it was writ in their most Holy Chapters.

Besides, they themselves needed but little food. They
were so very old.



Winter came.

The village was deserted.

More than half of the populace died from sheer want.

The only hope for those who survived lay beyond the
mountains.

But the Law said “No!”

And the Law must be obeyed.



One night there was a rebellion.

Despair gave courage to those whom fear had forced into
silence.

Feebly the Old Men protested.

They were pushed aside. They complained of their lot.
They bewailed the ingratitude of their children, but when
the last wagon pulled out of the village, they stopped the
driver and forced him to take them along.

The flight into the unknown had begun.



It was many years since the Wanderer had returned. It
was no easy task to discover the road he had mapped out.

Thousands fell a victim to hunger and thirst before the
first cairn was found.

From there on the trip was less difficult.

The careful pioneer had blazed a clear trail through the
woods and amidst the endless wilderness of rock.

By easy stages it led to the green pastures of the new land.

Silently the people looked at each other.

“He was right after all,” they said. “He was right, and
the Old Men were wrong....

“He spoke the truth, and the Old Men lied....

“His bones lie rotting at the foot of the cliffs, but the
Old Men sit in our carts and chant their ancient lays....

“He saved us, and we slew him....

“We are sorry that it happened, but of course, if we
could have known at the time....”

Then they unharnessed their horses and their oxen and
they drove their cows and their goats into the pastures and
they built themselves houses and laid out their fields and
they lived happily for a long time afterwards.



A few years later an attempt was made to bury the brave
pioneer in the fine new edifice which had been erected as a
home for the Wise Old Men.

A solemn procession went back to the now deserted valley,
but when the spot was reached where his body ought to
have been, it was no longer there.

A hungry jackal had dragged it to his lair.

A small stone was then placed at the foot of the trail
(now a magnificent highway). It gave the name of the man
who had first defied the dark terror of the unknown, that his
people might be guided into a new freedom.

And it stated that it had been erected by a grateful posterity.



As it was in the beginning—as it is now—and as some
day (so we hope) it shall no longer be.


CHAPTER I

THE TYRANNY OF IGNORANCE
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In the year 527 Flavius Anicius Justinianus became
ruler of the eastern half of the Roman Empire.

This Serbian peasant (he came from Uskub, the
much disputed railroad junction of the late war) had no
use for “book-learnin’.” It was by his orders that the
ancient Athenian school of philosophy was finally suppressed.
And it was he who closed the doors of the only
Egyptian temple that had continued to do business centuries
after the valley of the Nile had been invaded by the monks
of the new Christian faith.

This temple stood on a little island called Philae, not far
from the first great waterfall of the Nile. Ever since men
could remember, the spot had been dedicated to the worship
of Isis and for some curious reason, the Goddess had survived
where all her African and Greek and Roman rivals had
miserably perished. Until finally, in the sixth century, the
island was the only spot where the old and most holy art of
picture writing was still understood and where a small number
of priests continued to practice a trade which had been
forgotten in every other part of the land of Cheops.

And now, by order of an illiterate farmhand, known as His
Imperial Majesty, the temple and the adjoining school were
declared state property, the statues and images were sent to
the museum of Constantinople and the priests and the writing-masters
were thrown into jail. And when the last of
them had died from hunger and neglect, the age-old trade of
making hieroglyphics had become a lost art.

All this was a great pity.

If Justinian (a plague upon his head!) had been a little
less thorough and had saved just a few of those old picture
experts in a sort of literary Noah’s Ark, he would have made
the task of the historian a great deal easier. For while
(owing to the genius of Champollion) we can once more spell
out the strange Egyptian words, it remains exceedingly
difficult for us to understand the inner meaning of their
message to posterity.

And the same holds true for all other nations of the ancient
world.

What did those strangely bearded Babylonians, who left
us whole brickyards full of religious tracts, have in mind
when they exclaimed piously, “Who shall ever be able to
understand the counsel of the Gods in Heaven?” How did
they feel towards those divine spirits which they invoked
so continually, whose laws they endeavored to interpret,
whose commands they engraved upon the granite shafts of
their most holy city? Why were they at once the most
tolerant of men, encouraging their priests to study the high
heavens, and to explore the land and the sea, and at the same
time the most cruel of executioners, inflicting hideous punishments
upon those of their neighbors who had committed some
breach of divine etiquette which today would pass unnoticed?

Until recently we did not know.

We sent expeditions to Nineveh, we dug holes in the sand
of Sinai and deciphered miles of cuneiform tablets. And
everywhere in Mesopotamia and Egypt we did our best to
find the key that should unlock the front door of this mysterious
store-house of wisdom.

And then, suddenly and almost by accident, we discovered
that the back door had been wide open all the time and that
we could enter the premises at will.

But that convenient little gate was not situated in the
neighborhood of Akkad or Memphis.

It stood in the very heart of the jungle.

And it was almost hidden by the wooden pillars of a pagan
temple.



Our ancestors, in search of easy plunder, had come in
contact with what they were pleased to call “wild men” or
“savages.”

The meeting had not been a pleasant one.

The poor heathen, misunderstanding the intentions of the
white men, had welcomed them with a salvo of spears and
arrows.

The visitors had retaliated with their blunderbusses.

After that there had been little chance for a quiet and
unprejudiced exchange of ideas.

The savage was invariably depicted as a dirty, lazy, good-for-nothing
loafer who worshiped crocodiles and dead trees
and deserved all that was coming to him.

Then came the reaction of the eighteenth century. Jean
Jacques Rousseau began to contemplate the world through
a haze of sentimental tears. His contemporaries, much
impressed by his ideas, pulled out their handkerchiefs and
joined in the weeping.

The benighted heathen was one of their most favorite
subjects. In their hands (although they had never seen
one) he became the unfortunate victim of circumstances and
the true representative of all those manifold virtues of which
the human race had been deprived by three thousand years
of a corrupt system of civilization.

Today, at least in this particular field of investigation,
we know better.

We study primitive man as we study the higher domesticated
animals, from which as a rule he is not so very far
removed.

In most instances we are fully repaid for our trouble.
The savage, but for the grace of God, is our own self under
much less favorable conditions. By examining him carefully
we begin to understand the early society of the valley of the
Nile and of the peninsula of Mesopotamia and by knowing
him thoroughly we get a glimpse of many of those strange
hidden instincts which lie buried deep down beneath the thin
crust of manners and customs which our own species of
mammal has acquired during the last five thousand years.

This encounter is not always flattering to our pride. On
the other hand a realization of the conditions from which we
have escaped, together with an appreciation of the many
things that have actually been accomplished, can only tend
to give us new courage for the work in hand and if anything
it will make us a little more tolerant towards those among
our distant cousins who have failed to keep up the pace.

This is not a handbook of anthropology.

It is a volume dedicated to the subject of tolerance.

But tolerance is a very broad theme.

The temptation to wander will be great. And once we
leave the beaten track, Heaven alone knows where we will
land.

I therefore suggest that I be given half a page to state
exactly and specifically what I mean by tolerance.

Language is one of the most deceptive inventions of the
human race and all definitions are bound to be arbitrary. It
therefore behooves an humble student to go to that authority
which is accepted as final by the largest number of those who
speak the language in which this book is written.

I refer to the Encyclopedia Britannica.

There on page 1052 of volume XXVI stands written:
“Tolerance (from Latin tolerare—to endure):—The allowance
of freedom of action or judgment to other people, the
patient and unprejudiced endurance of dissent from one’s
own or the generally received course or view.”

There may be other definitions but for the purpose of this
book I shall let myself be guided by the words of the Britannica.

And having committed myself (for better or worse) to a
definite policy, I shall return to my savages and tell you what
I have been able to discover about tolerance in the earliest
forms of society of which we have any record.



It is still generally believed that primitive society was very
simple, that primitive language consisted of a few simple
grunts and that primitive man possessed a degree of liberty
which was lost only when the world became “complex.”

The investigations of the last fifty years made by explorers
and missionaries and doctors among the aborigines of central
Africa and the Polar regions and Polynesia show the
exact opposite. Primitive society was exceedingly complicated,
primitive language had more forms and tenses and
declensions than Russian or Arabic, and primitive man was
a slave not only to the present, but also to the past and to
the future; in short, an abject and miserable creature who
lived in fear and died in terror.

This may seem far removed from the popular picture of
brave red-skins merrily roaming the prairies in search of
buffaloes and scalps, but it is a little nearer to the truth.

And how could it have been otherwise?

I have read the stories of many miracles.

But one of them was lacking; the miracle of the survival
of man.

How and in what manner and why the most defenseless
of all mammals should have been able to maintain himself
against microbes and mastodons and ice and heat and eventually
become master of all creation, is something I shall not
try to solve in the present chapter.

One thing, however, is certain. He never could have
accomplished all this alone.

In order to succeed he was obliged to sink his individuality
in the composite character of the tribe.



Primitive society therefore was dominated by a single
idea, an all-overpowering desire to survive.

This was very difficult.

And as a result all other considerations were sacrificed to
the one supreme demand—to live.

The individual counted for nothing, the community at
large counted for everything, and the tribe became a roaming
fortress which lived by itself and for itself and of itself
and found safety only in exclusiveness.

But the problem was even more complicated than at first
appears. What I have just said held good only for the
visible world, and the visible world in those early times was
a negligible quantity compared to the realm of the invisible.

In order to understand this fully we must remember that
primitive people are different from ourselves. They are not
familiar with the law of cause and effect.

If I sit me down among the poison ivy, I curse my negligence,
send for the doctor and tell my young son to get rid
of the stuff as soon as he can. My ability to recognize cause
and effect tells me that the poison ivy has caused the rash,
that the doctor will be able to give me something that will
make the itch stop and that the removal of the vine will
prevent a repetition of this painful experience.

The true savage would act quite differently. He would
not connect the rash with the poison ivy at all. He lives in
a world in which past, present and future are inextricably
interwoven. All his dead leaders survive as Gods and his
dead neighbors survive as spirits and they all continue to be
invisible members of the clan and they accompany each
individual member wherever he goes. They eat with him
and sleep with him and they stand watch over his door. It
is his business to keep them at arm’s length or gain their
friendship. If ever he fail to do this he will be immediately
punished and as he cannot possibly know how to please all
those spirits all the time, he is in constant fear of that misfortune
which comes as the revenge of the Gods.

He therefore reduces every event that is at all out of the
ordinary not to a primary cause but to interference on the
part of an invisible spirit and when he notices a rash on his
arms he does not say, “Damn that poison ivy!” but he mumbles,
“I have offended a God. The God has punished me,”
and he runs to the medicine-man, not however to get a lotion
to counteract the poison of the ivy but to get a “charm”
that shall prove stronger than the charm which the irate
God (and not the ivy) has thrown upon him.

As for the ivy, the primary cause of all his suffering, he
lets it grow right there where it has always grown. And if
perchance the white man comes with a can of kerosene and
burns the shrub down, he will curse him for his trouble.

It follows that a society in which everything happens as
the result of the direct personal interference on the part of
an invisible being must depend for its continued existence
upon a strict obedience of such laws as seem to appease the
wrath of the Gods.

Such a law, according to the opinion of a savage, existed.
His ancestors had devised it and had bestowed it upon him
and it was his most sacred duty to keep that law intact and
hand it over in its present and perfect form to his own
children.

This, of course, seems absurd to us. We firmly believe in
progress, in growth, in constant and uninterrupted improvement.

But “progress” is an expression that was coined only year
before last, and it is typical of all low forms of society that
the people see no possible reason why they should improve
what (to them) is the best of all possible worlds because
they never knew any other.



Granted that all this be true, then how does one prevent
a change in the laws and in the established forms of society?

The answer is simple.

By the immediate punishment of those who refuse to
regard common police regulations as an expression of the
divine will, or in plain language, by a rigid system of intolerance.



If I hereby state that the savage was the most intolerant
of human beings, I do not mean to insult him, for I hasten
to add that given the circumstances under which he lived, it
was his duty to be intolerant. Had he allowed any one to
interfere with the thousand and one rules upon which his
tribe depended for its continued safety and peace of mind,
the life of the tribe would have been put in jeopardy and
that would have been the greatest of all possible crimes.

But (and the question is worth asking) how could a group
of people, relatively limited in number, protect a most complex
system of verbal regulations when we in our own day
with millions of soldiers and thousands of policemen find it
difficult to enforce a few plain laws?

Again the answer is simple.

The savage was a great deal cleverer than we are. He
accomplished by shrewd calculation what he could not do by
force.

He invented the idea of “taboo.”

Perhaps the word “invented” is not the right expression.
Such things are rarely the product of a sudden inspiration.
They are the result of long years of growth and experiment.
Let that be as it may, the wild men of Africa and Polynesia
devised the taboo, and thereby saved themselves a great deal
of trouble.

The word taboo is of Australian origin. We all know
more or less what it means. Our own world is full of taboos,
things we simply must not do or say, like mentioning our
latest operation at the dinner table, or leaving our spoon in
our cup of coffee. But our taboos are never of a very
serious nature. They are part of the handbook of etiquette
and rarely interfere with our own personal happiness.

To primitive man, on the other hand, the taboo was of the
utmost importance.

It meant that certain persons or inanimate objects had
been “set apart” from the rest of the world, that they (to
use the Hebrew equivalent) were “holy” and must not be
discussed or touched on pain of instant death and everlasting
torture. A fairly large order but woe unto him or her who
dared to disobey the will of the spirit-ancestors.



Whether the taboo was an invention of the priests or the
priesthood was created to maintain the taboo is a problem
which had not yet been solved. As tradition is much older
than religion, it seems more than likely that taboos existed
long before the world had heard of sorcerers and witch-doctors.
But as soon as the latter had made their appearance,
they became the staunch supporters of the idea of
taboo and used it with such great virtuosity that the taboo
became the “verboten” sign of prehistoric ages.

When first we hear the names of Babylon and Egypt,
those countries were still in a state of development in which
the taboo counted for a great deal. Not a taboo in the crude
and primitive form as it was afterwards found in New
Zealand, but solemnly transformed into negative rules of
conduct, the sort of “thou-shalt-not” decrees with which we
are all familiar through six of our Ten Commandments.

Needless to add that the idea of tolerance was entirely
unknown in those lands at that early age.

What we sometimes mistake for tolerance was merely
indifference caused by ignorance.

But we can find no trace of any willingness (however
vague) on the part of either kings or priests to allow others
to exercise that “freedom of action or judgment” or of that
“patient and unprejudiced endurance of dissent from the
generally received cause or view” which has become the ideal
of our modern age.



Therefore, except in a very negative way, this book is not
interested in prehistoric history or what is commonly called
“ancient history.”

The struggle for tolerance did not begin until after the
discovery of the individual.

And the credit for this, the greatest of all modern revelations,
belongs to the Greeks.


CHAPTER II

THE GREEKS
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How it happened that a little rocky peninsula in
a remote corner of the Mediterranean was able
to provide our world in less than two centuries
with the complete framework for all our present day experiments
in politics, literature, drama, sculpture, chemistry,
physics and Heaven knows what else, is a question which
has puzzled a great many people for a great many centuries
and to which every philosopher, at one time or another during
his career, has tried to give an answer.

Respectable historians, unlike their colleagues of the
chemical and physical and astronomical and medical faculties,
have always looked with ill-concealed contempt upon all
efforts to discover what one might call “the laws of history.”
What holds good of polliwogs and microbes and shooting
stars seems to have no business within the realm of human
beings.

I may be very much mistaken, but it seems to me that
there must be such laws. It is true that thus far we have
not discovered many of them. But then again we have never
looked very hard. We have been so busy accumulating facts
that we have had no time to boil them and liquefy them and
evaporate them and extract from them the few scraps of
wisdom which might be of some real value to our particular
variety of mammal.

It is with considerable trepidation that I approach this
new field of research and taking a leaf out of the scientist’s
book, offer the following historical axiom.

According to the best knowledge of modern scientists, life
(animate existence as differentiated from inanimate existence)
began when for once all physical and chemical elements
were present in the ideal proportion necessary for the creation
of the first living cell.

Translate this into terms of history and you get this:

“A sudden and apparently spontaneous outbreak of a
very high form of civilization is only possible when all the
racial, climatic, economic and political conditions are present
in an ideal proportion or in as nearly an ideal condition and
proportion as they can be in this imperfect world.”

Let me elaborate this statement by a few negative observations.

A race with the brain development of a cave-man would
not prosper, even in Paradise.

Rembrandt would not have painted pictures, Bach would
not have composed fugues, Praxiteles would not have made
statues if they had been born in an igloo near Upernivik
and had been obliged to spend most of their waking hours
watching a seal-hole in an ice-field.

Darwin would not have made his contributions to biology
if he had been obliged to gain his livelihood in a cotton mill
in Lancashire. And Alexander Graham Bell would not have
invented the telephone if he had been a conscripted serf and
had lived in a remote village of the Romanow domains.

In Egypt, where the first high form of civilization was
found, the climate was excellent, but the original inhabitants
were not very robust or enterprising, and political and economic
conditions were decidedly bad. The same held true
of Babylonia and Assyria. The Semitic races which afterwards
moved into the valley between the Tigris and the
Euphrates were strong and vigorous people. There was
nothing the matter with the climate. But the political and
economic environment remained far from good.

In Palestine the climate was nothing to boast of. Agriculture
was backward and there was little commerce outside
of the caravan route which passed through the country from
Africa to Asia and vice versa. Furthermore, in Palestine
politics were entirely dominated by the priests of the temple
of Jerusalem and this of course did not encourage the development
of any sort of individual enterprise.

In Phoenicia, the climate was of little consequence. The
race was strong and trade conditions were good. The country,
however, suffered from a badly balanced economic system.
A small class of ship owners had been able to get hold
of all the wealth and had established a rigid commercial
monopoly. Hence the government in Tyre and Sidon had
at an early date fallen into the hands of the very rich.
The poor, deprived of all excuse for the practice of a reasonable
amount of industry, grew callous and indifferent
and Phoenicia eventually shared the fate of Carthage and
went to ruin through the short-sighted selfishness of her
rulers.

In short, in every one of the early centers of civilization,
certain of the necessary elements for success were always
lacking.

When the miracle of a perfect balance finally did occur,
in Greece in the fifth century before our era, it lasted only
a very short time, and strange to say, even then it did not
take place in the mother country but in the colonies across
the Aegean Sea.

In another book I have given a description of those famous
island-bridges which connected the mainland of Asia with
Europe and across which the traders from Egypt and Babylonia
and Crete since time immemorial had traveled to
Europe. The main point of embarkation, both for merchandise
and ideas bound from Asia to Europe, was to be
found on the western coast of Asia Minor in a strip of land
known as Ionia.

A few hundred years before the Trojan war, this narrow
bit of mountainous territory, ninety miles long and only a
few miles wide, had been conquered by Greek tribes from the
mainland who there had founded a number of colonial towns
of which Ephesus, Phocaea, Erythrae and Miletus were the
best known, and it was along those cities that at last the
conditions of success were present in such perfect proportion
that civilization reached a point which has sometimes
been equaled but never has been surpassed.

In the first place, these colonies were inhabited by the
most active and enterprising elements from among a dozen
different nations.

In the second place, there was a great deal of general
wealth derived from the carrying trade between the old and
the new world, between Europe and Asia.

In the third place, the form of government under which
the colonists lived gave the majority of the freemen a chance
to develop their talents to the very best of their ability.

If I do not mention the climate, the reason is this; that
in countries devoted exclusively to commerce, the climate
does not matter much. Ships can be built and goods can be
unloaded, rain or shine. Provided it does not get so cold
that the harbors freeze or so wet that the towns are flooded,
the inhabitants will take very little interest in the daily
weather reports.

But aside from this, the weather of Ionia was distinctly
favorable to the development of an intellectual class. Before
the existence of books and libraries, learning was handed
down from man to man by word of mouth and the town-pump
was the earliest of all social centers and the oldest of
universities.

In Miletus it was possible to sit around the town-pump
for 350 out of every 365 days. And the early Ionian professors
made such excellent use of their climatic advantages
that they became the pioneers of all future scientific development.

The first of whom we have any report, the real founder
of modern science, was a person of doubtful origin. Not in
the sense that he had robbed a bank or murdered his family
and had fled to Miletus from parts unknown. But no one
knew much about his antecedents. Was he a Boeotian or a
Phoenician, a Nordic (to speak in the jargon of our learned
racial experts) or a Semite?

It shows what an international center this little old city
at the mouth of the Meander was in those days. Its population
(like that of New York today) consisted of so many
different elements that people accepted their neighbors at
their face value and did not look too closely into the family
antecedents.

Since this is not a history of mathematics or a handbook
of philosophy, the speculations of Thales do not properly belong
in these pages, except in so far as they tend to show the
tolerance towards new ideas which prevailed among the
Ionians at a time when Rome was a small market-town on a
muddy river somewhere in a distant and unknown region,
when the Jews were still captives in the land of Assyria and
when northern and western Europe were naught but a howling
wilderness.

In order that we may understand how such a development
was possible, we must know something about the changes
which had taken place since the days when Greek chieftains
sailed across the Aegean Sea, intent upon the plunder of
the rich fortress of Troy. Those far-famed heroes were
still the product of an exceedingly primitive form of civilization.
They were over-grown children who regarded life as
one long, glorified rough-house, full of excitement and wrestling
matches and running races and all the many things
which we ourselves would dearly love to do if we were not
forced to stick to the routine jobs which provide us with
bread and bananas.

The relationship between these boisterous paladins and
their Gods was as direct and as simple as their attitude towards
the serious problems of every-day existence. For the
inhabitants of high Olympus, who ruled the world of the
Hellenes in the tenth century before our era, were of this
earth earthy, and not very far removed from ordinary mortals.
Exactly where and when and how man and his Gods
had parted company was a more or less hazy point, never
clearly established. Even then the friendship which those
who lived beyond the clouds had always felt towards their
subjects who crawled across the face of the earth had in no
way been interrupted and it had remained flavored with
those personal and intimate touches which gave the religion
of the Greeks its own peculiar charm.

Of course, all good little Greek boys were duly taught that
Zeus was a very powerful and mighty potentate with a long
beard who upon occasion would juggle so violently with his
flashes of lightning and his thunderbolts that it seemed that
the world was coming to an end. But as soon as they were
a little older and were able to read the ancient sagas for
themselves, they began to appreciate the limitations of those
terrible personages of whom they had heard so much in their
nursery and who now appeared in the light of a merry
family-party—everlastingly playing practical jokes upon
each other and taking such bitter sides in the political disputes
of their mortal friends that every quarrel in Greece
was immediately followed by a corresponding row among the
denizens of the aether.

Of course in spite of all these very human short-comings,
Zeus remained a very great God, the mightiest of all rulers
and a personage whom it was not safe to displease. But he
was “reasonable” in that sense of the word which is so well
understood among the lobbyists of Washington. He was
reasonable. He could be approached if one knew the proper
way. And best of all, he had a sense of humor and did not
take either himself or his world too seriously.

This was, perhaps, not the most sublime conception of a
divine figure, but it offered certain very distinct advantages.
Among the ancient Greeks there never was a hard and fast
rule as to what people must hold true and what they must
disregard as false. And because there was no “creed” in
the modern sense of the word, with adamantine dogmas and
a class of professional priests, ready to enforce them with
the help of the secular gallows, the people in different parts
of the country were able to reshape their religious ideas
and ethical conceptions as best suited their own individual
tastes.

The Thessalians, who lived within hailing distance of
Mount Olympus, showed of course much less respect for
their august neighbors than did the Asopians who dwelled in
a distant village on the Laconian Gulf. The Athenians,
feeling themselves under the direct protection of their own
patron saint, Pallas Athene, felt that they could take great
liberties with the lady’s father, while the Arcadians, whose
valleys were far removed from the main trade routes, clung
tenaciously to a simpler faith and frowned upon all levity in
the serious matter of religion, and as for the inhabitants of
Phocis, who made a living from the pilgrims bound for the
village of Delphi, they were firmly convinced that Apollo
(who was worshiped at that profitable shrine) was the
greatest of all divine spirits and deserved the special homage
of those who came from afar and still had a couple of
drachmas in their pocket.

The belief in only one God which soon afterwards was to
set the Jews apart from all other nations, would never have
been possible if the life of Judaea had not centered around
a single city which was strong enough to destroy all rival
places of pilgrimage and was able to maintain an exclusive
religious monopoly for almost ten consecutive centuries.

In Greece such a condition did not prevail. Neither
Athens nor Sparta ever succeeded in establishing itself as
the recognized capital of a united Greek fatherland. Their
efforts in this direction only led to long years of unprofitable
civil war.

No wonder that a race composed of such sublime individualists
offered great scope for the development of a very
independent spirit of thought.

The Iliad and the Odyssey have sometimes been called the
Bible of the Greeks. They were nothing of the sort. They
were just books. They were never united into “The Book.”
They told the adventures of certain wonderful heroes who
were fondly believed to be the direct ancestors of the generation
then living. Incidentally they contained a certain
amount of religious information because the Gods, without
exception, had taken sides in the quarrel and had neglected
all other business for the joy of watching the rarest prize-fight
that had ever been staged within their domain.

The idea, however, that the works of Homer might either
directly or indirectly have been inspired by Zeus or Minerva
or Apollo never even dawned upon the Greek mind. These
were a fine piece of literature and made excellent reading
during the long winter evenings. Furthermore they caused
children to feel proud of their own race.

And that was all.

In such an atmosphere of intellectual and spiritual freedom,
in a city filled with the pungent smell of ships from all
the seven seas, rich with fabrics of the Orient, merry with the
laughter of a well fed and contented populace, Thales was
born. In such a city he worked and taught and in such a
city he died. If the conclusions which he reached differed
greatly from the opinions held by most of his neighbors,
remember that his ideas never penetrated beyond a very
limited circle. The average Miletian may have heard the
name of Thales, just as the average New Yorker has probably
heard the name of Einstein. Ask him who Einstein is,
and he will answer that he is a fellow with long hair who
smokes a pipe and plays the fiddle and who wrote something
about a man walking through a railroad train, about which
there once was an article in a Sunday paper.

That this strange person who smokes a pipe and plays the
fiddle has got hold of a little spark of truth which eventually
may upset (or at least greatly modify) the scientific conclusions
of the last sixty centuries, is a matter of profound
indifference to the millions of easy-going citizens whose
interest in mathematics does not reach beyond the conflict
which arises when their favorite batsman tries to upset the
law of gravity.

The text-books of ancient history usually get rid of the
difficulty by printing “Thales of Miletus (640-546 B.C.),
the founder of modern science.” And we can almost see the
headlines in the “Miletus Gazette” saying, “Local graduate
discovers secret of true science.”

But just how and where and when Thales left the beaten
track and struck out for himself, I could not possibly tell
you. This much is certain, that he did not live in an intellectual
vacuum, nor did he develop his wisdom out of his
inner consciousness. In the seventh century before Christ,
a great deal of the pioneer work in the realm of science had
already been done and there was quite a large body of mathematical
and physical and astronomical information at the
disposal of those intelligent enough to make use of it.

Babylonian star-gazers had searched the heavens.

Egyptian architects had done considerable figuring before
they dared to dump a couple of million tons of granite on
top of a little burial chamber in the heart of a pyramid.

The mathematicians of the Nile Valley had seriously
studied the behavior of the sun that they might predict the
wet and dry seasons and give the peasants a calendar by
which they could regulate their work on the farms.

All these problems, however, had been solved by people
who still regarded the forces of nature as the direct and
personal expression of the will of certain invisible Gods who
administered the seasons and the course of the planets and
the tides of the ocean as the members of the President’s cabinet
manage the department of agriculture or the post-office
or the treasury.

Thales rejected this point of view. But like most well
educated people of his day, he did not bother to discuss it in
public. If the fruit vendors along the water front wanted
to fall upon their faces whenever there was an eclipse of the
sun and invoke the name of Zeus in fear of this unusual
sight, that was their business and Thales would have been the
last man to try to convince them that any schoolboy with an
elementary knowledge of the behavior of heavenly bodies
would have foretold that on the 25th of May of the year 585
B.C., at such and such an hour, the moon would find herself
between the earth and the sun and that therefore the town
of Miletus would experience a few minutes of comparative
darkness.

Even when it appeared (as it did appear) that the Persians
and the Lydians had been engaged in battle on the
afternoon of this famous eclipse and had been obliged to
cease killing each other for lack of sufficient light, he refused
to believe that the Lydian deities (following a famous precedent
established a few years previously during a certain
battle in the valley of Ajalon) had performed a miracle,
and had suddenly turned off the light of Heaven that the
victory might go to those whom they favored.

For Thales had reached the point (and that was his
great merit) where he dared to regard all nature as the
manifestation of one Eternal Will, subject to one Eternal
Law and entirely beyond the personal influence of those
divine spirits which man was forever creating after his own
image. And the eclipse, so he felt, would have taken place
just the same if there had been no more important engagement
that particular afternoon than a dog fight in the
streets of Ephesus or a wedding feast in Halicarnassus.

Drawing the logical conclusions from his own scientific
observations, he laid down one general and inevitable law
for all creation and guessed (and to a certain extent guessed
correctly) that the beginning of all things was to be found
in the water which apparently surrounded the world on all
sides and which had probably existed from the very beginning
of time.

Unfortunately we do not possess anything that Thales
himself wrote. It is possible that he may have put his ideas
into concrete form (for the Greeks had already learned the
alphabet from the Phoenicians) but not a page which can
be directly attributed to him survives today. For our
knowledge of himself and his ideas we depend upon the
scanty bits of information found in the books of some of
his contemporaries. From these, however, we have learned
that Thales in private life was a merchant with wide connections
in all parts of the Mediterranean. That, by the
way, was typical of most of the early philosophers. They
were “lovers of wisdom.” But they never closed their eyes
to the fact that the secret of life is found among the living
and that “wisdom for the sake of wisdom” is quite as dangerous
as “art for art’s sake” or a dinner for the sake of
the food.

To them, man with all his human qualities, good and bad
and indifferent, was the supreme measure of all things.
Wherefore they spent their leisure time patiently studying
this strange creature as he was and not as they thought
that he ought to be.

This made it possible for them to remain on the most
amicable terms with their fellow citizens and allowed them to
wield a much greater power than if they had undertaken to
show their neighbors a short cut to the Millennium.

They rarely laid down a hard and fast rule of conduct.

But by their own example they managed to show how a
true understanding of the forces of nature must inevitably
lead to that inner peace of the soul upon which all true happiness
depends and having in this way gained the good-will
of their community they were given full liberty to study and
explore and investigate and were even permitted to venture
within those domains which were popularly believed to be
the exclusive property of the Gods. And as one of the
pioneers of this new gospel did Thales spend the long years
of his useful career.

Although he had pulled the entire world of the Greeks
apart, although he had examined each little piece separately,
and had openly questioned all sorts of things which the
majority of the people since the beginning of time had held
to be established facts, he was allowed to die peacefully in
his own bed, and if any one ever called him to account for his
heresies, we fail to have a record of the fact.

And once he had shown the way, there were many others
eager to follow.

There was, for example, Anaxagoras of Clazomenae, who
left Asia Minor for Athens at the age of thirty-six and spent
the following years as a “sophist” or private tutor in different
Greek cities. He specialized in astronomy and among
other things he taught that the sun was not a heavenly
chariot, driven by a God, as was generally believed, but a
red-hot ball of fire, thousands and thousands of times larger
than the whole of Greece.

When nothing happened to him, when no bolt from
Heaven killed him for his audacity, he went a little further in
his theories and stated boldly that the moon was covered with
mountains and valleys and finally he even hinted at a certain
“original matter” which was the beginning and the end of
all things and which had existed from the very beginning of
time.

But here, as many other scientists after him were to discover,
he trod upon dangerous ground, for he discussed
something with which people were familiar. The sun and
the moon were distant orbs. The average Greek did not
care what names the philosopher wished to call them. But
when the professor began to argue that all things had gradually
grown and developed out of a vague substance called
“original matter”—then he went decidedly too far. Such an
assertion was in flat contradiction with the story of Deucalion
and Pyrrha, who after the great flood had re-populated
the world by turning bits of stone into men and women.
To deny the truth of a most solemn tale which all little
Greek boys and girls had been taught in their early childhood
was most dangerous to the safety of established society.
It would make the children doubt the wisdom of their elders
and that would never do. Hence Anaxagoras was made the
subject of a formidable attack on the part of the Athenian
Parents’ League.

During the monarchy and the early days of the republic,
the rulers of the city would have been more than able to
protect a teacher of unpopular doctrines from the foolish
hostility of the illiterate Attic peasants. But Athens by this
time had become a full-fledged democracy and the freedom
of the individual was no longer what it used to be. Furthermore,
Pericles, just then in disgrace with the majority
of the people, was himself a favorite pupil of the great
astronomer, and the legal prosecution of Anaxagoras was
welcomed as an excellent political move against the city’s
old dictator.

A priest by the name of Diopheites, who also was a ward-leader
in one of the most densely populated suburbs, got a
law passed which demanded “the immediate prosecution of
all those who disbelieved in the established religion or held
theories of their own about certain divine things.” Under
this law, Anaxagoras was actually thrown into prison. Finally,
however, the better elements in the city prevailed.
Anaxagoras was allowed to go free after the payment of a
small fine and move to Lampsacus in Asia Minor where he
died, full of years and honor, in the year 428 B.C.

His case shows how little is ever accomplished by the official
suppression of scientific theories. For although Anaxagoras
was forced to leave Athens, his ideas remained behind
and two centuries later they came to the notice of one Aristotle,
who in turn used them as a basis for many of his own
scientific speculations. Reaching merrily across a thousand
years of darkness, he handed them on to one Abul-Walid
Muhammad ibn-Ahmad (commonly known as Averroës),
the great Arab physician who in turn popularized them
among the students of the Moorish universities of southern
Spain. Then, together with his own observations, he wrote
them down in a number of books. These were duly carried
across the Pyrenees until they reached the universities of
Paris and Boulogne. There they were translated into Latin
and French and English and so thoroughly were they accepted
by the people of western and northern Europe that
today they have become an integral part of every primer of
science and are considered as harmless as the tables of multiplication.

But to return to Anaxagoras. For almost an entire generation
after his trial, Greek scientists were allowed to teach
doctrines which were at variance with popular belief. And
then, during the last years of the fifth century, a second
case took place.

The victim this time was a certain Protagoras, a wandering
teacher who hailed from the village of Abdera, an Ionian
colony in northern Greece. This spot already enjoyed a
doubtful reputation as the birthplace of Democritus, the
original “laughing philosopher,” who had laid down the
law that “only that society is worth while which offers to the
largest number of people the greatest amount of happiness
obtainable with the smallest amount of pain,” and who therefore
was regarded as a good deal of a radical and a fellow
who should be under constant police supervision.

Protagoras, deeply impressed by this doctrine, went to
Athens and there, after many years of study, proclaimed
that man was the measure of all things, that life was too
short to waste valuable time upon an inquiry into the doubtful
existence of any Gods, and that all energies ought to be
used for the purpose of making existence more beautiful and
more thoroughly enjoyable.

This statement, of course, went to the very root of the
matter and it was bound to shock the faithful more than
anything that had ever been written or said. Furthermore
it was made during a very serious crisis in the war between
Athens and Sparta and the people, after a long series of
defeats and pestilence, were in a state of utter despair. Most
evidently it was not the right moment to incur the wrath
of the Gods by an inquiry into the scope of their supernatural
powers. Protagoras was accused of atheism, of
“godlessness,” and was told to submit his doctrines to the
courts.

Pericles, who could have protected him, was dead and
Protagoras, although a scientist, felt little taste for martyrdom.

He fled.

Unfortunately, on the way to Sicily, his ship was wrecked,
and it seems that he was drowned, for we never hear of him
again.

As for Diagoras, another victim of Athenian malevolence,
he was really not a philosopher at all but a young writer
who harbored a personal grudge against the Gods because
they had once failed to give him their support in a law-suit.
He brooded so long upon his supposed grievance that finally
his mind became affected and he went about saying all sorts
of blasphemous things about the Holy Mysteries which just
then enjoyed great popularity among the people of northern
Hellas. For this unseemly conduct he was condemned
to death. But ere the sentence was executed, the poor devil
was given the opportunity to escape. He went to Corinth,
continued to revile his Olympian enemies, and peacefully
died of his own bad temper.

And this brings us at last to the most notorious and the
most famous case of Greek intolerance of which we possess
any record, the judicial murder of Socrates.

When it is sometimes stated that the world has not
changed at all and that the Athenians were no more broadminded
than the people of later times, the name of Socrates
is dragged into the debate as a terrible example of Greek
bigotry. But today, after a very exhaustive study of the
case, we know better and the long and undisturbed career of
this brilliant but exasperating soap-box orator is a direct
tribute to the spirit of intellectual liberty which prevailed
throughout ancient Greece in the fifth century before our
era.

For Socrates, at a time when the common people still
firmly believed in a large number of divine beings, made himself
the prophet of an only God. And although the Athenians
may not always have known what he meant when he
spoke of his “daemon” (that inner voice of divine inspiration
which told him what to do and say), they were fully
aware of his very unorthodox attitude towards those ideals
which most of his neighbors continued to hold in holy veneration
and his utter lack of respect for the established order
of things. In the end, however, politics killed the old man
and theology (although dragged in for the benefit of the
crowd) had really very little to do with the outcome of the
trial.

Socrates was the son of a stone-cutter who had many children
and little money. The boy therefore had never been
able to pay for a regular college course, for most of the
philosophers were practical fellows and often charged as
much as two thousand dollars for a single course of instruction.
Besides, the pursuit of pure knowledge and the study
of useless scientific facts seemed to young Socrates a mere
waste of time and energy. Provided a person cultivated his
conscience, so he reasoned, he could well do without geometry
and a knowledge of the true nature of comets and planets
was not necessary for the salvation of the soul.

All the same, the homely little fellow with the broken
nose and the shabby cloak, who spent his days arguing with
the loafers on the corner of the street and his nights listening
to the harangues of his wife (who was obliged to provide
for a large family by taking in washing, as her husband
regarded the gaining of a livelihood as an entirely negligible
detail of existence), this honorable veteran of many wars and
expeditions and ex-member of the Athenian senate was
chosen among all the many teachers of his day to suffer for
his opinions.

In order to understand how this happened, we must know
something about the politics of Athens in the days when
Socrates rendered his painful but highly useful service to
the cause of human intelligence and progress.

All his life long (and he was past seventy when he was
executed) Socrates tried to show his neighbors that they
were wasting their opportunities; that they were living hollow
and shallow lives; that they devoted entirely too much
time to empty pleasures and vain triumphs and almost invariably
squandered the divine gifts with which a great
and mysterious God had endowed them for the sake of a few
hours of futile glory and self-satisfaction. And so thoroughly
convinced was he of man’s high destiny that he broke
through the bounds of all old philosophies and went even
farther than Protagoras. For whereas the latter had taught
that “man is the measure of all things,” Socrates preached
that “man’s invisible conscience is (or ought to be) the ultimate
measure of all things and that it is not the Gods but
we ourselves who shape our destiny.”

The speech which Socrates made before the judges who
were to decide his fate (there were five hundred of them to
be precise and they had been so carefully chosen by his
political enemies that some of them could actually read and
write) was one of the most delightful bits of commonsense
ever addressed to any audience, sympathetic or otherwise.

“No person on earth,” so the philosopher argued, “has
the right to tell another man what he should believe or to
deprive him of the right to think as he pleases,” and further,
“Provided that man remain on good terms with his own conscience,
he can well do without the approbation of his friends,
without money, without a family or even a home. But as no
one can possibly reach the right conclusions without a thorough
examination of all the pros and cons of every problem,
people must be given a chance to discuss all questions with
complete freedom and without interference on the part of the
authorities.”

Unfortunately for the accused, this was exactly the wrong
statement at the wrong moment. Ever since the Peloponnesian
war there had been a bitter struggle in Athens between
the rich and the poor, between capital and labor. Socrates
was a “moderate”—a liberal who saw good and evil in both
systems of government and who tried to find a compromise
which should satisfy all reasonable people. This, of course,
had made him thoroughly unpopular with both sides but
thus far they had been too evenly balanced to take action
against him.

When at last in the year 403 B.C. the one-hundred-percent
Democrats gained complete control of the state and
expelled the aristocrats, Socrates was a doomed man.

His friends knew this. They suggested that he leave the
city before it was too late and this would have been a very
wise thing to do.

For Socrates had quite as many enemies as friends. During
the greater part of a century he had been a sort of
vocal “columnist,” a terribly clever busy-body who had made
it his hobby to expose the shams and the intellectual swindles
of those who regarded themselves as the pillars of Athenian
society. As a result, every one had come to know him. His
name had become a household word throughout eastern
Greece. When he said something funny in the morning, by
night the whole town had heard about it. Plays had been
written about him and when he was finally arrested and
taken to prison there was not a citizen in the whole of
Attica who was not thoroughly familiar with all the details
of his career.

Those who took the leading part in the actual trial (like
that honorable grain merchant who could neither read nor
write but who knew all about the will of the Gods and therefore
was loudest in his accusations) were undoubtedly convinced
that they were rendering a great service to the community
by ridding the city of a highly dangerous member of
the so-called “intelligentsia,” a man whose teaching could
only lead to laziness and crime and discontent among the
slaves.

It is rather amusing to remember that even under those
circumstances, Socrates pleaded his case with such tremendous
virtuosity that a majority of the jury was all for letting
him go free and suggested that he might be pardoned if only
he would give up this terrible habit of arguing, of debating,
of wrangling and moralizing, in short, if only he would leave
his neighbors and their pet prejudices in peace and not
bother them with his eternal doubts.

But Socrates would not hear of it.

“By no means,” he exclaimed. “As long as my conscience,
as long as the still small voice within me, bids me go forth
and show men the true road to reason, I shall continue to
buttonhole whomsoever I happen to meet and I shall say
what is on my mind, regardless of consequences.”

After that, there was no other course but to condemn the
prisoner to death.

Socrates was given a respite of thirty days. The holy
ship which made an annual pilgrimage to Delos had not yet
returned from its voyage and until then, the Athenian law
did not allow any executions. The whole of this month the
old man spent quietly in his cell, trying to improve his system
of logic. Although he was repeatedly given the opportunity
to escape, he refused to go. He had lived his life and had
done his duty. He was tired and ready to depart. Until
the hour of his execution he continued to talk with his
friends, trying to educate them in what he held to be right
and true, asking them to turn their minds upon the things
of the spirit rather than those of the material world.

Then he drank the beaker of hemlock, laid himself upon
his couch and settled all further argument by sleep everlasting.

For a short time, his disciples, rather terrified by this
terrible outburst of popular wrath, thought it wise to remove
themselves from the scene of their former activities.

But when nothing happened, they returned and resumed
their former occupation as public teachers, and within a
dozen years after the death of the old philosopher, his ideas
were more popular than ever.

The city meanwhile had gone through a very difficult
period. It was five years since the struggle for the leadership
of the Greek peninsula had ended with the defeat of
Athens and the ultimate victory of the Spartans. This had
been a complete triumph of brawn over brain. Needless to
say that it did not last very long. The Spartans, who never
wrote a line worth remembering or contributed a single idea
to the sum total of human knowledge (with the exception of
certain military tactics which survive in our modern game
of football) thought that they had accomplished their task
when the walls of their rival had been pulled down and the
Athenian fleet had been reduced to a dozen ships. But the
Athenian mind had lost none of its shrewd brilliancy. A
decade after the end of the Peloponnesian war, the old harbor
of the Piraeus was once more filled with ships from all parts
of the world and Athenian admirals were again fighting at
the head of the allied Greek navies.

Furthermore, the labor of Pericles, although not appreciated
by his own contemporaries, had made the city the
intellectual capital of the world—the Paris of the fourth
century before the birth of Christ. Whosoever in Rome or
Spain or Africa was rich enough to give his sons a fashionable
education, felt flattered if the boys were allowed to visit
a school situated within the shadow of the Acropolis.

For this ancient world, which we modern people find so
difficult to understand properly, took the problem of existence
seriously.

Under the influence of the early Christian enemies of
pagan civilization, the impression has gained ground that the
average Roman or Greek was a highly immoral person who
paid a shallow homage to certain nebulous Gods and for the
rest spent his waking hours eating enormous dinners, drinking
vast bumpers of Salernian wine and listening to the
pretty prattle of Egyptian dancing girls, unless for a
change he went to war and slaughtered innocent Germans
and Franks and Dacians for the pure sport of shedding
blood.

Of course, both in Greece and even more so in Rome, there
were a great many merchants and war contractors who had
accumulated their millions without much regard for those
ethical principles which Socrates had so well defined before
his judges. Because these people were very wealthy, they
had to be put up with. This, however, did not mean that
they enjoyed the respect of the community or were regarded
as commendable representatives of the civilization of their
day.

We dig up the villa of Epaphroditus, who amassed millions
as one of the gang who helped Nero plunder Rome and
her colonies. We look at the ruins of the forty room palace
which the old profiteer built out of his ill-gotten gains. And
we shake our heads and say, “What depravity!”

Then we sit down and read the works of Epictetus, who
was one of the house slaves of the old scoundrel, and we find
ourselves in the company of a spirit as lofty and as exalted
as ever lived.

I know that the making of generalizations about our
neighbors and about other nations is one of the most popular
of indoor sports, but let us not forget that Epictetus, the
philosopher, was quite as truly a representative of the time
in which he lived as Epaphroditus, the imperial flunkey, and
that the desire for holiness was as great twenty centuries
ago as it is today.

Undoubtedly it was a very different sort of holiness from
that which is practiced
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