OUTLINES OF A PHENOMENOLOGY OF HAVING1
The first point I want to make this evening is that the ideas which I am about to put before you are in my opinion nuclear ideas. They contain the germ of a whole philo​sophy. I will confine myself to the mere adumbration of a great part of it; for if it is sound, others will probably be in a position to elaborate its various branches in forms which I cannot imagine in detail. It is also possible that some of these tracks, whose general direction I hope to indicate, may turn out to lead nowhere.
I think I should tell you, first of all, how it was that I came to ask myself questions about Having. The general consideration was grafted, as it were, on to inquiries which were more particular and concrete, and I think it is essential to begin by referring to them. I apologise for having to quote from myself, but it will be the simplest way of sharing with you the interests which occasioned these researches, otherwise they must seem to you hopelessly ab​stract. (The written summary you have received will have given you their general sense.)
In the Journal Metapbysique I had already begun to state the following problem, which seems at first to be of a purely psycholo​gical order. How, I asked, is it possible to identify a feeling which we have for the first time? Experience shows that such an identifica​tion is often extremely difficult. (Love may appear in such dis​concerting shapes as to prevent those who feel it from suspecting its
1 Paper delivered to the Lyons Philosophical Society in November, 1933-
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real nature.) I observed that an identification of this sort can be realised in proportion as the feeling can be compared with some​thing I have, in the sense that I have a cold or the measles. In that case, it can be limited, defined and intellectualised. So far as this can be done, I can form some idea of it and compare it with the previous notion I may have had about this feeling in general. (I am, of course, just giving you a skeleton at present, but never mind.) On the other hand, I went on to say, in proportion as my feeling cannot be isolated, and so distinguished, I am less sure of being able to recognise it. But is there not really a sort of emotional woof running across the warp of the feeling I have? and is it not con-substantial with what I am, and that to such a degree that I cannot really set it before myself and so form a conception of it? This is how I got my first glimpse of something which, though it was not a clear-cut distinction, was at least a sort of scale of subtle differ​ences, an imperceptible shading-off from a feeling I have to a feeling I am. Hence this note written on March 16th, 1933:
'Everything really comes down to the distinction between what we have and what we are. But it is extraordinarily hard to express this in conceptual terms, though it must be possible to do so. What we have obviously presents an appearance of externality to ourselves. But it is not an absolute externality. In principle, what we have arc things (or what can be compared to things, precisely in so far as this comparison is possible). I can only have, in the strict sense of the word, something whose existence is, up to a certain point, in​dependent of me. In other words, what I have is added to me; and the fact that it is possessed by me is added to the other properties, qualities, etc., belonging to the thing I have. I only have what I can in some manner and within certain limits dispose of; in other words, in so far as I can be considered as a force, a being endowed with powers. We can only transmit what we have.'
From this point I went on to consider the extremely difficult
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question of whether there was anything in reality which we cannot transmit and in what manner it could be thought of.
Here, then, is one approach, but it is not the only one. I cannot, for instance, concentrate my attention on what is properly called my body—as distinct from the body-as-object considered by physi​ologists—without coming once more upon this almost impene​trable notion of having. And yet, can I, with real accuracy, say that my body is something which I have? In the first place, can my body as such be called a thing? If I treat it as a thing, what is this T which so treats it? 'In the last analysis,' I wrote in the Journal Metaphysique (p. 252), 'we end up with the formula: My body is (an object), I am—nothing. Idealism has one further resource: it can declare that I am the act which posits the objective reality of my body. But is not this a mere sleight-of-hand? I fear so. The differ​ence between this sort of idealism and pure materialism amounts almost to nothing.' But we can go much deeper than this. In particular, we can show the consequences of such a mode of representation or imagination for our attitude towards death or suicide.
Surely killing ourselves is disposing of our bodies (or lives) as though they are something we have, as though they are things. And surely this is an implicit admission that we belong to ourselves? But almost unfathomable perplexities then assail us: what is the self? What is this mysterious relation between the self and ourself? It is surely clear that the relation is quite a different thing for the man who refuses to kill himself, because he does not recognise a right to do so, since he does not belong to himself. Beneath this apparently negligible difference of formulae, may we not perceive a kind of gulf which we cannot fill in, and can only explore a step at a time?
I limit myself to these two pointers. There may be others, and we shall notice them as they arise, or at least some of them.
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It now becomes necessary to make an analysis. I must warn you that this analysis will not be a reduction. On the contrary; it will show us that we are here in the presence of a datum which is opaque and of which we may even be unable to take full possession. But the recognition of an irreducible is already an extremely important step in philosophy, and it may even effect a kind of change in the consciousness which makes it.
We cannot, in fact, conceive of this irreducible without also conceiving of a Beyond, in which it is never resolved; and I think that the double existence of an irreducible and the Beyond goes far towards an exact definition of man's metaphysical condition.
We should first notice that the philosophers seem to have always shown a sort of implicit mistrust towards the notion of having (I say 'notion', but we must ask whether this is a suitable expression, and I really think it is not). It almost looks as if the philosophers had on the whole turned away from having, as if it were an impure idea, essentially incapable of being made precise.
The essential ambiguity of having should certainly be underlined from the very beginning. But I think that we cannot, at present, exempt ourselves from going on to the enquiry I am suggesting today. I was prosecuting this enquiry when I first came across Herr Gunter Stern's book Ueber das Haben (published at Bonn by Cohen, 1928). I will content myself with quoting these few lines:
'We have a body. We have.... In ordinary talk we are perfectly clear about what we mean by this. And yet nobody has thought of turning his attention upon what, in common parlance, is intended by the word "have"; no one has attended to it as a complex of rela​tions, and asked himself in what having consists, simply as having.'
Herr Stern rightly observes that when I say 'I have a body', I do not only mean 'I am conscious of my body': but neither do I mean 'something exists which can be called my body'. It seems that there must be a middle term, a third kingdom. Herr Stern then plunges
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into an analysis steeped in Husserl's terminology. I will not follow him there, especially as I know (for he has told me so himself) that the results of his enquiry have now ceased to satisfy him. It is now time, I think, to proceed to the most direct explanation we can manage; and we must take care not to have recourse to the language of German phenomenologists, which is so often untranslatable.
It may be asked why, in these circumstances, I have myself made use of the term phenomenology.
I reply that the non-psychological character of such an enquiry as this must be emphasised as strongly as possible; for it really con​cerns the content of the thoughts which it is trying to bring out, so that they may expand in the light of reflection.
I should like to start with the clearest examples I can, where having is plainly in its strongest and most exact sense. There are other cases where this sense (or perhaps we should more properly call it this emphasis) is weakened almost to vanishing point. Such limiting cases can and should be practically neglected (having headaches, for instance, having need, etc.—the absence of the article is a revealing sign here). In cases of the first type, however, that is, in significant cases, it seems that we are right to distinguish two kinds, so long as we do not forget afterwards to ask ourselves about the relations between them. Having-as-possession can itself develop varieties that are very different, and arranged, as it were, in a hier​archy. But the possessive index is as clearly marked when I say, 'I have a bicycle,' as it is when I assert, 'I have my own views on that,' or even when I say (and this takes us in a slightly different direc​tion), 'I have time to do so-and-so.' We will provisionally set aside having-as-implication. In all having-as-possession there does seem to be a certain content. That is too definite a word. Call it a certain quid relating to a certain qui who is treated as a centre of inherence or apprehension. I purposely abstain from the use of the word subject, because of the special meanings, whether logical or epistemological,
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which it connotes: whereas it is our task—and difficult for this very reason—to try to blaze a trail for ourselves across territory outside the realms either of logic or of the theory of knowledge.
Notice that the qui is from the first taken as in some degree trans​cendent to the quid. By transcendent I just mean that there is a difference of level or degree between the two of them, but I make no attempt to pronounce on the nature of that difference. It is as clear when I say, 'I have a bicycle,' or 'Paul has a bicycle', as when I say 'James has very original ideas about that'.
This is all perfectly simple. The position becomes more compli​cated when we observe that any assertion about having seems to be somehow built on the model of a kind of prototypical statement, where the qui is no other than myself. It looks as if having is only felt in its full force, and given its full weight, when it is within 'I have'. If a 'you have' or a 'he has' is possible, it is only possible in virtue of a kind of transference, and such a transference cannot be made without losing something in the process.
This can be made somewhat clearer if we think of the reladon which plainly joins possession to power, at any rate where the possession is actual and literal. Power is something which I experi​ence by exercising it or by resisting it—after all, it comes to the same thing.
I should be told here that having is often apt to reduce itself to the fact of containing. But even if we admit that this is so, the im​portant point must still be made, that the containing itself cannot be defined in purely spatial terms. It seems to me always to imply the idea of a potentiality. To contain is to enclose; but to enclose is to prevent, to resist, and to oppose the tendency of the content towards spreading, spilling out, and escaping.
And so I think that the objection, if it is one, turns, on a closer examination, against the man who makes it.
At the heart of having, then, we can discern a kind of suppressed
159

dynamic, and suppression is certainly the key-word here. It is this which lights up what I call the transcendence of the qui. It is signifi​cant that the relation embodied in having is, grammatically, found to be intransitive. The verb 'to have' is only used in the passive in exceptional and specialised ways. It is as though we saw passing be​fore us a kind of irreversible progress from the qui towards the quid. Let me add that we are not here concerned with a mere step taken by the subject reflecting upon having. No, the progress seems to be carried out by the qui itself: it seems to be within the qui. Here we must pause for a moment, as we are drawing close to the central point.
We can only express ourselves in terms of having when we are moving on a level where, in whatever manner and whatever degree of transposition, the contrast between within and without retains a meaning.
This is completely applicable to having-as-implication, of which it is now time to say a few words. It is really perfectly clear that when I say, 'Such-and-such a body has such-and-such a property,' the property appears to me to be inside, or, as it were, rooted in the inside, of the body which it characterises. I observe, on the other hand, that we cannot think of implication without also thinking of force, however obscure the notion may be. I think that we cannot avoid representing the property or character as defining a certain efficacy, a certain essential energy.
But we are not at the end of our investigations.
Reflection will, in fact, now bring before our eyes the existence of a kind of dialectic of internality. To have can certainly mean, and even chiefly mean, to have for ones-self, to keep for one's-self, to hide. The most interesting and typical example is having a secret. But we come back at once to what I said about content. This secret is only a secret because I keep it; but also and at the same time, it is only a secret because I could reveal it. The possibility of betrayal or dis​covery is inherent in it, and contributes to its definition as a secret.
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This is not a unique case; it can be verified whenever we are con​fronted with having in the strongest sense of the word.
The characteristic of a possession is being shewable. There is a strict parallel between having drawings by X in one's portfolios, which can be shewn to this or that visitor, and having ideas or opinion on this or that question.
This act of shewing may take place or unfold before another or before one's-self. The curious thing is that analysis will reveal to us that this difference is devoid of meaning. In so far as I shew my own views to myself, I myself become someone else. That, I suppose, is the metaphysical basis for the possibility of expression. I can only express myself in so far as I can become someone else to myself.
And now we see the transition take place from the first formula to the second one: we can only express ourselves in terms of having, when we are moving on a level implying reference to another taken as another. There is no contradiction between this formula and my remarks just now on 'I have'. The statement 'I have' can only be made over against another which is felt to be other.
In so far as I conceive myself as having in myself, or more exactly, as mine, certain characteristics, certain trappings, I consider myself from the point of view of another—but I do not separate myself from this other except after having first implicitly identified myself with him. When I say, for instance, 'I have my own opinion about that,' I imply, 'My opinion is not everybody's'; but I can only exclude or reject everybody's opinion if I have first, by a momentary fiction, assimilated it and made it mine.
Having, therefore, is not found in the scale of purely interior relations, far from it. It would there be meaningless. It is found, rather, in a scale where externality and internality can no longer be really separated, any more than height and depth of musical tone. And here, I think, it is the tension between them that is important.
We must now return to having-as-possession in its strict sense.
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Take the simplest case, possession of any object whatever, say a picture. From one point of view we should say that this object is exterior to its possessor. It is spatially distinct from him, and their destinies are also different. And yet this is only a superficial view. The stronger the emphasis placed on having and possession, the less permissible is it to harp upon this externality. It is absolutely certain that there is a link between the qui and the quid, and that this link is not simply an external conjunction. But in so far as this quid is a thing, and consequently subject to the changes and chances proper to things, it may be lost or destroyed. So it becomes, or is in danger of becoming, the centre of a kind of whirlpool of fears and anxieties, thus expressing exactly the tension which is an essential part of the order of having.
It may be said that I can easily be indifferent to the fate of this or that object in my possession. But in that case, I should say that the possession is only nominal, or again, residual.
It is, on the other hand, very important to notice that having already exists, in a most profound sense, in desire or in covetousness. To desire is in a manner to have without having. That is why there is a kind of suffering or burning which is an essential part of desire. It is really the expression of a sort of contradiction; it ex​presses the friction inseparable from an untenable position. There is also an absolute balance between covetousness and the pain I feel at the idea that I am going to lose what I have, what I thought I had, and what I have no longer. But if this is so, then it seems (a point we had noticed before) that having in some way depends upon time. Here again we shall find ourselves confronted with a kind of mysterious polarity.
There is certainly a two-fold permanency in having: there is the permanency of the qui, and the permanency of the quid. But this permanency is, of its very nature, threatened. It is willed, or at least wished, and it slips from our grasp. The threat is the hold exerted
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by the other qua other, the other which may be the world itself, and before which I so painfully feel that I am I. I hug to myself this thing which may be torn from me, and I desperately try to incor​porate it in myself, to form myself and it into a single and indis​soluble complex. A desperate, hopeless struggle.
This brings us back to the body, and corporeity. The primary object with which I identify myself, but which still eludes me, is my own body. We may well think that we are here at the very heart of the mystery, in the very deepest recesses of having. The body is the typical possession. Or is it?
Before pursuing this further, let us return once more to having-as-implication. In this, the characteristics to which I have been drawing attention seem to disappear. Let us go right to one extreme end of the ladder which links up abstract and concrete, and con​sider the statement, 'A certain geometrical figure has a certain property'. I confess that I cannot, without recourse to pure sophis​try, find in this anything at all like that tension between external and internal, that polarity of the same and the other. It is therefore a proper question whether, in taking Having into the very heart of essences—for what I have just said of the geometrical figure seems to me to cover also the living body or species exhibiting certain characteristics—we are not making a sort of unconscious transfer​ence which is in the last analysis unjustifiable. That point I will not press, at any rate not now, for it seems to me of secondary interest. But I think that the setting-up of my body as the typical possession marks an essential stage in metaphysical thought.
Having as such is essentially something that affects the qui. It is never reduced, except in a completely abstract and ideal way, to something of which the qui can have the disposal. Always there is a sort of boomerang action, and nowhere is this clearer than in the case of my body, or of an instrument which is an extension of it, or which multiplies its powers. Perhaps this has some analogy with
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the dialectic of the master and the slave as Hegel has defined it in The Phenomenology of the Mind. This dialectic has its spring in the tension without which real having does not and cannot exist.
The point we are discussing now lies at the very heart of the world of every day, the world of daily experience with its dangers, its anxieties, and its techniques. At the heart of experience, but also at the heart of the unintelligible. For the fact must be faced, that this tension, this fateful double action, may at any moment turn our lives into a kind of incomprehensible and intolerable slavery.
Before going further, let us once again sum up the position in which we stand.
Normally, or (if you prefer it) usually, I find myself confronted with things: and some of these things have a relationship with me which is at once peculiar and mysterious. These things are not only external: it is as though there were a connecting corridor between them and me; they reach me, one might say, underground. In exact proportion as I am attached to these things, they are seen to exercise a power over me which my attachment confers upon them, and which grows as the attachment grows. There is one particular thing which really stands first among them, or which enjoys an absolute priority, in this respect, over them—my body. The tyranny it exercises over me depends, by no means completely, but to a considerable degree, upon the attachment I have for it. But—and this is the most paradoxical feature of the situation—I seem, in the last resort, to be annihilating myself in this attachment, by sinking myself in this body to which I cling. It seems that my body literally devours me, and it is the same with all the other possessions which are somehow attached or hung upon my body. So that in the last analysis—and this is a new point of view—Having as such seems to have a tendency to destroy and lose itself in the very thing it began by possessing, but which now absorbs the master who thought he controlled it. It seems that it is of the very nature of my body, or of
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my instruments in so far as I treat them as possessions, that they should tend to blot me out, although it is I who possess them.
But if I think again, I shall see that this kind of dialectic is only possible if it starts from an act of desertion which makes it possible. And this observation at once opens up the way to a whole new region.
And yet, what difficulties we find! What an array of possible objections! In particular, could it not be said, 'In so far as you treat the instrument as pure instrument, it has no power over you. You control it yourself and it does not react upon you.' This is perfectly true. But there is a division or interval, hardly measurable by thought, between having something, and controlling or using it: and the danger we are speaking of lies just in this division or interval. Spengler, in the very remarkable book he has just pub​lished on The Decisive Years and the state of the world today, some​where notices the distinction that I am getting at here. In speaking of investments or shares in companies, he emphasises the difference between pure having (das Blosse Haberi), and the responsible work of direction which falls to the head of the undertaking. Elsewhere he insists upon the contrast between money, treated as an abstract, in the mass (Wertmenge), and real property (Besitz), in a piece of land, for example. There is something in this to throw indirect light upon the difficult piece of thinking which I am now trying to explain. 'Our possessions eat us up,' I said just now: and it is truer of us, strangely enough, when we are in a state of inertia in face of objects which are themselves inert, but falser when we are more vitally and actively bound up with something serving as the im​mediate subject-matter of a personal creative act, a subject-matter perpetually renewed. (It may be the garden of the keen gardener, the farm of a farmer, the violin of a musician, or the laboratory of a scientist.) In all these cases, we may say, having tends, not to be destroyed, but to be sublimated and changed into being.
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Wherever there is pure creation, having as such is transcended or etherialised within the creative act: the duality of possessor and possessed is lost in a living reality. This demands the most concrete illustration we can think of, and not mere examples taken from the category of material possessions. I am thinking in particular of such pseudo-possessions as my ideas and opinions. In this case, the word 'have* takes on a meaning which is at once positive and threatening. The more I treat my own ideas, or even my convictions, as some​thing belonging to me—and so as something I am proud of (un​consciously perhaps) as I might be proud of my greenhouse or my stables—the more surely will these ideas and opinions tend, by their very inertia (or my inertia towards them, which comes to the same thing) to exercise a tyrannical power over me; that is the principle of fanaticism in all its shapes. What happens in the case of the fanatic, and in other cases too, it seems, is a sort of unjustified alienation of the subject—the use of the term is unavoidable here— in face of the thing, whatever it may be. That, in my opinion, is the difference between the ideologist, on the one hand, and the thinker or artist on the other. The ideologist is one of the most dangerous of all human types, because he is unconsciously en​slaved to a part of himself which has mortified, and this slavery is bound to manifest itself outwardly as tyranny. There, by the way, may be seen a connexion which deserves serious and separate examination. The thinker, on the other hand, is continually on guard against this alienation, this possible fossilising of his thought. He lives in a continual state of creativity, and the whole of his thought is always being called in question from one minute to the next.
This throws light, I think, on what I have left to say. The man who remains on the plane of having (or of desire) is centred, either on himself or on another treated as another; the result is the same in either case, so far as the tension or polarity goes which I was emphasising just now. This point needs a much more detailed
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development than I can give it at present. The notion of the self, and of one's-self, should really be firmly seized upon. We should then realise that, contrary to the belief of many idealists, particularly the philosophers of consciousness, the self is always a thickening, a sclerosis, and perhaps—who knows?—a sort of apparently spiritu​alised expression (an expression of an expression) of the body, not taken in the objective sense but in the sense of my body in as far as it is mine, in so far as my body is something I have. Desire is at the same time auto-centric and hetero-centric; we might say that it appears to itself to be hetero-centric when it is really auto-centric, but its appearing so is itself a fact. But we know very well that it is possible to transcend the level of the self and the other; it is trans​cended both in love and in charity. Love moves on a ground which is neither that of the self, nor that of the other qua other; I call it the Thou. I should think a more philosophical designation would be better, if it could be found; but at the same time I do think that abstract terms here might betray us, and land us once more in the region of the other, the He.
Love, in so far as distinct from desire or as opposed to desire, love treated as the subordination of the self to a superior reality, a reality at my deepest level more truly me than I am myself—love as the breaking of the tension between the self and the other, appears to me to be what one might call the essential ontological datum. I think, and will say so by the way, that the science of ontology will not get out of the scholastic rut until it takes full cognisance of the fact that love comes first.
Along these lines, I think, we can see what is to be understood by the uncharacterisable. I said that, underlying our mental picture of things, as subjects possessing predicates or characteristics, there must be a transference. It seems plain to me that the distinction between the thing and its characteristics cannot have any meta​physical bearing: it is, shall we say, purely phenomenal. Notice, too, that characteristics can only be asserted in an order which
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admits of the use of the word 'also'. The characteristic is picked out from others; but at the same time, we cannot say that the thing is a collection of characteristics. Characteristics cannot be juxtaposed, and we do not juxtapose them except in so far as we ignore their specifying function and treat them as units or homogeneous entities; but that is a fiction which does not bear examination. I can, strictly speaking, treat an apple, a bullet, a key, and a ball of string as objects of the same nature, and as a sum of units. But it is quite different with the smell of a flower and its colour, or the consistency, flavour and digestibility of a dish. In so far, then, as characterisa​tion consists in enumerating properties, placing one beside the other, it is an absolutely external proceeding; it misleads us, and never, in any circumstances, gives us the least opportunity of reach​ing the heart of that reality which we are trying to characterise. But, speaking philosophically, the really important point to recognise is that characterisation implies a certain setting of myself in front of the other, and (if I may say so) a sort of radical banishment or cutting-off of me from it. I myself bring about this banishment, by myself implicitly coming to a halt, separating myself, and treating myself (though I probably am not conscious of so doing) as a thing bounded by its outlines. It is only in relation to this implicitly limited thing that I can place whatever I am trying to characterise.
It is plain that the will to characterise implies, in the man who is exerting it, a belief at once sincere and illusory that he can make abstraction from himself qua himself. The Leibnizian idea of charac-teristica universalis shows us how far this retention can go. But I am inclined to think that we forget how untenable, metaphysically speaking, is the position of a thought which believes that it can place itself over against things in order to grasp them. It can certainly develop a system of taking its bearings by things, a system of increasing and even infinite complexity: but its aim is to let the essence of things go.
To say that reality is perhaps uncharacterisable is certainly to
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make an ambiguous and apparently contradictory pronouncement, and we must be careful not to interpret it in a way which conforms with the principles of present-day agnosticism. This means :-If I adopt that attitude to Reality, which all efforts to characterise it would presuppose, I at once cease to apprehend it qua Reality: it slips away from my eyes, leaving me face to face with no more than its ghost. I am deceived by the inevitable coherence of this ghost, and so sink into self-satisfaction and pride, when in fact I ought rather to be attacked by doubts of the soundness of my undertaking. Characterisation is a certain kind of possession, or claim to possession, of that which cannot be possessed. It is the construction of a little abstract effigy, a model as English physicists call it, of a reality which will not lend itself to these tricks, these deceptive pretences, except in the most superficial way. Reality will only play this game with us in so far as we cut ourselves off" from it, and consequently are guilty of self-desertion.
I think, therefore, that as we raise ourselves towards Reality, and approach it more nearly, we find that it cannot be compared with an object placed before us on which we can take bearings: and we find, too, that we are ourselves actually changed in the process. If, as I believe, there is an ascending scale of dialectic, in a sense not so essentially different as one might suppose from the Platonic doc​trine, then this dialectic is two-fold, and relates not only to reality but also to the being who apprehends it. I cannot, at this time, go into the nature of such a dialectic. I will be content to point out that such a philosophy would give a totally new direction to the doctrine, for example, of the Divine Attributes. I confess that, to myself at any rate, the attributes of God are exactly what certain post-Kantians have called Grentzbegriff. If Being is more uncharacterisable (i.e. more unpossessable and more transcendent in every way) in proportion as it has more Being, then the attri​butes can do no more than express and translate, in terms that are completely inadequate, the fact that Absolute Being is as a whole
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rebellious to descriptions which will never fit anything but what has less Being. They will only fit an object before which we can place ourselves, reducing ourselves, to some extent, to its measure, and reducing it to ours. God can only be given to me as Absolute Presence in worship; any idea I form of Him is only an abstract expression or intellectualisation of the Presence. I must never fail to remember this, when I try to handle such thoughts; otherwise the thoughts will suffer distortion in my sacrilegious hands.
And so we come at last to what is for me the essential distinction— the central point of my essay on The Ontological Mystery, to be published in a few days— the distinction between problem and mystery, already presupposed in the paper you have just heard.
I venture to read now a passage from a paper delivered last year to the Marseilles Philosophical Society. It will appear in a few days from now as the appendix to a play, le Monde Casse.1
'In turning my attention to what one usually thinks of as onto-logical problems, such as Does Being exist? What is Being? etc., I came to observe that I cannot think about these problems without seeing a new gulf open beneath my feet, namely, This I, I who ask questions about being, can I be sure that I exist? What qualifica​tions have I for pursuing these inquiries? If I do not exist, how can I hope to bring them to a conclusion? Even admitting that I do exist, how can I be assured that I do? In spite of the thought which comes first into my head, I do not think that Descartes' cogito can be of any help to us here. The cogito, as I have written elsewhere, is at the mere threshold of validity; the subject of the cogito is the epistemological subject. Cartesianism implies a severance, which may be fatal anyhow, between intellect and life; its result is a deprecia​tion of the one, and an exaltation of the other, both arbitrary. There is here an inevitable rhythm only too familiar to us, for which we are bound to find an explanation. It would certainly not be proper to deny the legitimacy of making distinctions of order within the

 1 Published by Desclee de Brouwer.
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unity of a living subject, who thinks and strives to think of himself. But the ontological problem can only arise beyond such distinc​tions, and for the living being grasped in his full unity and vitality.
This leads us to ask what conditions are involved in the idea of working out a problem. Wherever a problem is found, I am work​ing upon data placed before me; but at the same time, the general state of affairs authorises me to carry on as if I had no need to trouble myself with this Me who is at work: he is here simply presupposed. It is, as we have just seen, quite a different matter when the inquiry is about Being. Here the ontological status of the questioner be​comes of the highest importance. Could it be said, then, that I am involving myself in an infinite regress? No, for by the very act of so conceiving the regress, I am placing myself above it. I am recog​nising that the whole reflexive process remains within a certain assertion which I am—rather than which I pronounce—an asser​tion of which I am the place, and not the subject. Thereby we advance into the realm of the metaproblematic, that is, of mystery. A mystery is a problem which encroaches upon its own data and invades them, and so is transcended qua problem.'
We cannot now go on to make further developments, indispen-sible though they are. I will limit myself to one example in order to give definiteness to my conceptions, and that shall be the mystery of evil.
I am naturally inclined to consider evil as a disorder which I look into; I try to make out its causes, the reason for its existence, and even its hidden ends. How is it that this machine is so defective in its functioning? Or is this apparent defect due to a defect, not apparent but real, in my own vision, a kind of spiritual myopia or astigmatism? If so, the real disorder would lie in myself, and yet would remain objective in relation to the mental censorship which unmasked it. But evil simply recognised, or even contemplated, ceases to be evil suffered, in fact I think it simply ceases to be evil. I
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only really grasp it as evil in proportion as it touches me; that is, where I am involved in it in the sense that one is involved in busi​ness. This being involved is fundamental, and I can only discount it by an act of the mind, legitimate in some cases, but fictional, and which I must not allow to deceive me.
Traditional philosophy has tended to reduce the mystery of evil to the problem of evil. That is why, when it touches realities of this kind—evil, love and death—it so often gives the impression of being a game, or a kind of intellectual sleight-of-hand. The more idealist the philosophy, the more strong the impression; for the thinking subject is then more deeply intoxicated with an emancipation which is in fact deceptive.
I ought now (though there is hardly time) to go over the whole of the first part of my paper, and try to shew how light can be thrown upon it by these distinctions. It seems clear to me that the realm of having is identical with the realm of the problematic—and at the same time, of course, with the realm where technics can be used. The metaproblematic is in fact metatechnical. Every technic pre​supposes a group of previously made abstractions which are the condition of its working; it is powerless where full-blooded Being is in question. This point might be drawn out in several directions. At the root of having, as also at the root of the problem or the tech​nic, there lies a certain specialisation or specification of the self, and this is connected with that partial alienation of the self which I mentioned earlier. And this brings us to the examination of a distinction which, to me, seems extremely important and with which I will end this already overloaded lecture—I mean the dis​tinction between autonomy and freedom.
It is essential to note that autonomy is above all the negation of a heteronomy presupposed and rejected. 'I want to run my own life' —that is the radical formula of autonomy. It is here that we can see that tension between the Same and the Other, which is the very pulse of the world of having. We should further recognise, I think,
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that autonomy bears on any realm which admits of administration, however conceived. It in fact implies the idea of a certain sphere of activity, and can be more closely defined when this sphere can be closely circumscribed in space and time. Anything in the nature of interests, whatever the interests are, can be treated with relative ease as a sphere or district with fixed boundaries. And further, I can, to a great extent, treat my own life as capable of being administered by another or by myself (myself here meaning the not-other). I can administer anything which admits the comparison, however in​direct, with a fortune or possession. But it is quite different when the category of having can no longer be applied, for then I can no longer talk of administration in any sense, and so cannot speak of autonomy. Take, for example, the realm of literary or artistic talents. To a certain extent a talent may be administered, when its possessor has taken the measure of it, when his talent resides in him as a possession. But for genius, properly so-called, the idea of such administration is a complete contradiction; for it is; of the essence of genius to be always outrunning itself and spilling over in all direc​tions. A man is a genius, but bos talent (the expression 'to have genius' is literally meaningless). I really think that the idea of auto​nomy, whatever we may have thought of it, is bound up with a kind of reduction or particularisation of the subject. The more I enter into the whole of an activity with the whole of myself, the less legitimate it is to say that I am autonomous. In this sense, the philo​sopher is less autonomous than the scientist, and the scientist less autonomous than the technician. The man who is most autono​mous is, in a certain sense, most fully involved. Only this non-autonomy of the philosopher or the great artist is not heteronomy any more than love is hetero-centricity. It is rooted in Being, at a point either short of self or beyond self, and in a sphere which transcends all possible possession; the sphere, indeed, which I reach in con​templation or worship. And, in my view, this means that such non-autonomy is very freedom.
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It is not our business here even to outline a theory of freedom, if only because we should have to begin by asking whether the idea of a theory of freedom did not imply contradiction. Here I will point out just one thing: the self-evident truth that in the scale of sanctity and of artistic creation, where freedom glows with its fullest light, it is never autonomy. For the saint and the artist alike, auto-centricity and the self are entirely swallowed up in love. We might perhaps seize this opportunity to show that most of the defects of Kant's philosophy are essentially bound up with the fact that he had no suspicion of all this; he never saw that the self can and should be transcended without there being any need for heter-onomy to replace autonomy in consequence.
I must come to a conclusion, and this is not easy. I will simply return to my preliminary formula. I said then that we should end by the recognition of an irreducible, but that we should also find something beyond this irreducible; and I said that such a duality seemed to me part of the very nature of man's metaphysical condi​tion. What is this irreducible? I do not think that we can, properly speaking, define it, but we can in some measure locate it. It is the ontological deficiency proper to the creature, or at least to the fallen creature. This deficiency is essentially a kind of inertia, but apt to turn into a sort of negative activity, and it cannot be eliminated. On the contrary, our first task is to recognise it. It makes possible a certain number of autonomous and subordinate disciplines; each of them certainly representing danger to the unity of the creature in so far as it tends to absorb it, but each also having its own worth, and partial justification. And therefore it is also necessary that these activities and autonomous functions should be balanced and harmonised by the central activities. In these, man is recalled into the presence of mystery, that mystery which is the foundation of his very being, and apart from which he is nothingness: the grand mystery of religion, art and metaphysic.
174
