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  A Meeting at Carthage




  [image: ]




  It is easier to build up a philosophical system or follow a religion than to devote one's life to it; easier to contribute to the church collection on Sunday than to attain, through overcoming a thousand ordeals, the final stages of a state of prayer. A slack, unexamined credulity is what keeps fortune-tellers in business, and even someone who prides himself on his rationality seldom fails, when he looks through the paper, to take a half ironic, half anxious glance at the daily forecast in the astrology column. The question of whether the stars really determine his fate is conveniently obscured in the mists of his unconscious mind. It is our duty as rational men not to accept any indirect influence which charlatans and cranks might have on our behavior, but the power of myths and their persistence behind the surface clutter of equations and technology are inevitable corollaries of our intellectual laziness. As Pascal observed in trying to demonstrate the objective validity of his personal myths, nothing should be more important than to know, and as a consequence, the most dispassionate exercise of reason imposes on us the obligation to find out.




  I have personally met one, and only one, man who was so convinced that the system of the universe provided by astrology was the ultimate truth that he devoted his life to it as completely as would a Trappist monk to the Catholic doctrine. I spoke only once to this strange man, on an afternoon in February 1958. He did not tell me his name and I have never seen him again. But I have often thought about him since that day. In fact I think of him whenever I wonder about the prospects of a solitary quest for truth, whenever an eloquent speaker argues for the way of solitude and points out the uncertainty of science and the insufficiency of reason.




  It was at Carthage, among the ruins of the Baths of Antoninus. My guide was not about to put himself out for only one visitor, and one who was not even an American at that, and he had left me in a huge desert of collapsed arches and fallen columns. I could hear nothing but the birds, the occasional sound of cars on the Sidi Ben Said road, and the lapping of the sea. Happy in my freedom, I sat in the shade of a colossal capital of sandstone, trying to imagine what the place had been like during the splendor of Rome, or, some centuries earlier, during the terrible last assault by Scipio Africanus' men against the Carthaginian houses, which were already blazing in a voluntary holocaust.




  Suddenly I noticed that I was not alone. A man was sitting near a flowering laurel not far from me and was looking at the capital. At first I only glanced at him. He was a Frenchman, I was sure. In his fifties, fair hair, a calm face, wearing a casual suit and a wedding ring. After a moment he rose, walked around the stone, touched it with his fingers, and said one word:




  “Fate ...”




  “I beg your pardon?”




  “I said: fate. This capital is sandstone from Egypt. Yes, Egypt. Or perhaps it is from Alsace, or Vosges. Unless it comes from England. For hundreds of millions of years it slept, until it caught the fancy of a Roman architect who brought it down here. What a tremendous effort that must have taken, since it weighs quite a few tons. After which he had it sculpted. For some centuries men discussed philosophy, religion, politics and business in Latin and Greek at the foot of the enormous column which must have supported it. Now here it is on the ground. For a few more centuries tourists will wonder at its bulk, and will break off pieces to use on their desks as paperweights―look, see where a hammer has recently been used and chips are missing from it―and then it will slowly return to the earth. Or rather, to the sea, since the sea is gradually gnawing at the coast here, and a part of the site has already been drowned.”




  “Well,” I said, “that's the fate of all stone. And wasn't this sandstone once part of the sand of the sea?”




  “Certainly. But its own particular destiny is unique. This stone is weighted with thoughts, and therefore with powers.”




  “As for the thoughts, they are the thoughts of men and therefore no more unique than those we are exchanging now. They are the result of chance. As for the powers, I don't quite see what you mean.”




  My companion looked at me, it seemed for the first time.




  “Do you really believe that what we are saying is purely the result of chance? All right,” he added, anticipating my reply, “I don't know you, we don't know each other. We are not going to spoil the afternoon by going over the old arguments about free will and predestination. But where do the thoughts of men come from?”




  For a moment I felt like answering “Yes, of course ...” and leaving, after a polite farewell, to go on with my tour alone. But the man seemed cultivated and intelligent, and I couldn't see what he was getting at.




  “Where from? Well, in cybernetics the accumulation of information resulting from a given operation can be calculated, and all mental activity, even the activity of life, adds to that information. Ever since the days of Thales, the information available on the planet Earth has been accumulated from all the thoughts of men and all the discoveries of science. That's the origin of it. At this moment as we talk, a new truth could arise from our conversation. There's nothing mysterious about that.”




  “That's your opinion, Do you think that by measuring the accumulation of information, and even by explaining the laws underlying it, you have explained the origin? It's as though, having solved all those school problems about filling and emptying buckets by turning on and off faucets, you claim to have discovered where the water came from.”




  “It seems to me,” I said, “that all this has been analysed by the cyberneticists, Wiener, von Neumann, and various others.”




  “Don't you believe it, cybernetics is limited to calculations. And how could it be otherwise, since it is a branch of mathematics, To put it more precisely, one must admit that when a scientist discovers a new law of physics, say, he has only rediscovered that law. He doesn't invent it since it was a law of the universe before the first appearance of man, before the origin of the earth, since the universe began. The scientist is limited to the perception of the law. There is information in the minds and arguments of men, but this information existed before its discovery. If it did not, then it would be impossible to discover.”




  We had strayed far from the subject of the capital and its fate, and I pointed this out to him.




  “No,” he said, “not as far as you might think. If all our thoughts pre-existed in the universe, then this capital, and the purpose which led to its excavation, the design according to which it was carved, the speculations it induced in the minds of men, including our own, all these things are only existing for the second time in the thoughts of men—of ourselves—as a kind of addition. Everything we do and everything we are (and what we take for the essence of reality) is only a kind of vague reflection on the surface of the true reality, which eludes us and yet guides us, and gives us our deepest and only true meaning.”




  “The Hindus have already expressed all that, and so too has the Koran, in its way. And so, basically, have all religions.”




  “Certainly, but I believe that the fact that these truths were first perceived by the religions prevents us from realizing that they ought to be and are the proper subject of scientific study.”




  “Science? For heaven's sake, what science?”




  My companion smiled and looked briefly at his watch.




  “You strike me as a well-read man,” he said. “I don't know if you've come across this science fiction story. The author explains how, around the year 3000, progress in radio-astronomy and other methods of penetrating space had greatly improved the range of their instruments of observation, so that men were at last in a position to define the limits of the universe. After a long series of calculations they undertook the job of putting together an image of it. First they found out that when all the calculations had been made, the universe, though enormously long in the four directions of the sky which faced each other, seemed oddly narrow in the other two directions. In short, it was very flat, like the page of a book. Toward the center, their explorations pinpointed a huge system of galaxies which were also flat and shared, to a remarkable degree, the same place in the range of the spectrum, namely, red. Some centuries later these cartographers of space made further progress, and the central galactic system began to reveal a curiously symmetrical arrangement in its general contours. When plotted on a graph it could be seen as an enormous leaf-like form ; it resembled a rather blunt spearhead, or an ivy leaf, red in color.




  “At the same time another team of astronomers came to the end of their more distant calculations, and reached the outer limits of the rest of the universe. These limits were superimposed on the same graph where the central formation had already been plotted. And then at last, the ultimate word rose simultaneously in the minds of all these astronomers, the word which revealed the final secret of space-time, the word which answered all the questions which have always been raised by philosophies and religions. And this word was: 'Gin!' For the universe was nothing but a huge playing card, a trump ace of hearts which an even more colossal hand was laying down at the end of a game which had been going on for several billions of centuries.




  “I see you're laughing. But did you laugh the first time you read Pascal's Two Infinities and came across the mite which he invited us to contemplate, do you remember? 'An infinity of universes, each one with its own firmament, planets, earth, and in that earth animals and, finally, mites.' Without cease and without end, as the expression goes. You didn't laugh because Pascal, God knows why, refrained from applying to the infinitely large that which he had imagined for the infinitely small. I deliberately said 'God knows why'; it would certainly have upset him to have imagined his God in the form of a mite. I realize that we now know enough microphysics, three hundred years after Pascal, not to believe any longer in mites packed one inside the other endlessly, like Chinese dolls. The atom is not a miniature version of the solar system, the nucleus is not a star, electrons are not planets. But the two infinities certainly do exist as he had foreseen, although they are a great deal more complicated than he could have guessed, and ultimately a great deal more interesting. Pascal's conception was of an endless series of universes, each contained inside the other but knowing nothing of it. Each followed an independent though possibly identical course, just as the images reflected in the opposing mirrors of a barber's shop repeat each other endlessly without being able to make contact. But instead of that, as we know through physics, chemistry and biology, there is a continual interaction at all levels. The particle influences us and we influence the particle. As a consequence, only the conceit which insists on man as the center of all things can prevent us from realizing that the infinitely great constantly influences us just as we influence the particle.”




  We had been walking side by side along the beach, stopping sometimes to follow the movements of a boat sailing far away in front of the white walls of Korbus. But at these last words I felt, like James Bond, something click in my brain.




  “Good Lord,” I said, rather disappointed. “Aren't you trying to prove to me that the most recent discoveries of science bear out the claims of astrology, that old favorite?”




  “I concede that as it exists today, astrology is a collection of absurdities, like the constructions of Rube Goldberg. But imagine that in a thousand years' time a series of catastrophes had destroyed all record of the mathematics of our time, except for the immortal works of that comic-strip character. Imagine how the learned scholars, having studied them, would come to the conclusion that mathematics had never existed, except as an obvious nonsense.”




  “Do you mean that our newspaper astrologers are the farcical descendants of a time when astrology had its Einsteins and von Neumanns?”




  My companion was silent; he seemed to be reflecting.




  “Listen,” he said, “you don't know me, and we will probably never see each other again. What I'm going to tell you is only a personal belief and can only have for you, shall we say, a moral significance. Think of it, if you like, as an example of the innumerable eccentricities which can be born and grow in the minds of men. So I can tell you that, having studied the principles of traditional astrology (the principles, not the methods, which are erroneous) I have found in it ... (he hesitated) ... I have found in it the key which everyone looks for before he dies. I want to tell you so that you won't get me wrong, that this key has nothing to do with horoscopes and other nonsense of that sort. Let us call it, if you like, a path or an ascent. In the rag-bag of ideas which is astrology as it is studied today, among the old conjuring books which claim an inspired source there is one, single truth. It is that of the identity of microcosm and macrocosm. But science gives us a more accurate and illuminating image of this identity.”




  “If I understand you correctly, astrology, such as it is today, is like a fortune teller straying among realities which await their Galileo?”




  “Yes.”




  We were both silent: he because he seemed to be thinking of something else, and I through politeness, for I was hardly convinced by all this. The proposition that the macrocosm is subject to the influence of this microcosm, and even that it is made up from it, was self-evident. It was true enough that I was composed of atoms, molecules and cells and that any chemical reaction in my body would affect my being and even my thought, especially if that reaction occurred in my brain, but what need was there of astrology to illuminate such a trite and obvious fact? Astrology was surely the opposite, seeking to show the macrocosm formulating and fashioning the microcosm. How could one image a universe which influenced mankind in the particular?




  I recalled the words which Voltaire addressed to a nun who had claimed that her sparrow had been cured by the intervention of Providence:




  “My sister, there is nothing so good as some Hail Marys, especially when a girl recites them in a district of Paris. But I do not believe that God concerns himself very much with your sparrow, pretty though it is. Bear in mind, please, that he has other things to think about. He has continually to direct the courses of sixteen planets and the ring around Saturn, in the middle of which he has placed the sun, which is as big as a million of our earths. There are billions and billions of other suns, planets and comets to control. His immutable laws and his eternal confluence are the motive forces of the whole of nature. If some Hail Marys had made your sparrow live a moment longer than he ought to have lived, these Hail Marys would have violated all the laws set up for all eternity by the Great Being. You would have put the Universe out of order. You would have necessitated a new world, a new God, a new order of things.”




  Finally, not seeing how my companion's theory could overcome the objections of Voltaire, I decided to put them to him, in a more up-to-date form.




  “I grant you,” I said, “That men are always falling into the trap of taking themselves for the center of the world. Anthropomorphism is what you rightly condemn. But are you sure that you yourself have avoided making the same mistake? You say that one must be blind not to admit that the infinitely great constantly influences us, just as we influence particles. But in fact we never do influence particles, not, that is, if they are considered on a particular, individual level. My hand is composed of particles, and, naturally, I can lift it. But that is a question of billions of billions of these minute entities and not of one or a few.




  “Similarly, it is the attraction of the sun, certainly, which enables earth to float in space second by second, and when the earth floats there so do you and I, and all the living and dead things on it. But to go from there and say that the sun concerns itself with you and me individually, well, that's quite a step! The universe destroys us or permits us to live without knowing about us, like Voltaire's god. By believing that the stars can have a select, particular influence on your life you are imitating the nun who conceives of the Creator of the universe changing his eternal laws on behalf of her sparrow. Saturn doesn't care much about you and me! And anyway, Saturn is only a mass of various chemical components. There was a time when he was taken for a god, and that was when astrology came into being.




  “Astrology continues to exist because the ignorant don't know that the god is dead. If you were right, if the stars concerned themselves with each one of us taken separately like the guardian angels in Christian theology, then Earth would concern itself with the Martians. By the Prophet, as they say around here, it would do better to concern itself with us, but you must admit it doesn't seem to give two pins for us. One of the oldest subjects of man's meditation has been the indifference of the earth to the people who live on it. Do you not accept this indifference? But if the Earth shows no more interest in us than in a block of marble, how the devil could the other stars, hidden in the depths of the sky, have any influence on us whatever?




  “All these illusions are the products of minds which have been incredibly taken in by appearances. The stars are points in the sky which our ancestors took for supernatural beings because they didn't have telescopes to see the mountains of the moon, the clouds of Venus, Jupiter or Saturn. And even with the telescope, and even knowing that the earth is a very ordinary star, the imagery of our unconscious minds whispers our desires to us; our loves and dreads have not advanced with our awareness of the world. They remain infantile, emotional, and rooted in myth. Our hearts refuse to accept what our reason both demonstrates and provides evidence for: that the clouds of Venus and the ring of Saturn are inanimate physical masses, obedient to the laws of physics alone, and not vast heavenly caricatures of man, busy watching over the fate of our enterprises and the health of our sparrows. Do you remember what the king said in anger when his court was laughing at the terror produced by the appearance of a comet? 'You can talk about it without worrying,' he told them. 'You are not princes.' As if the comet made any difference! Poor, ignorant little king!”




  My companion had stopped to look at me. When I finished, he slowly shrugged his shoulders.




  “All that is true,” he said, “but you've missed the point completely. It would be useless for me to try to make you understand in an hour something which can only come from yourself. Truths which are reached by means of explanation are small truths. The others, the only ones which count, are the result of a mental, or if you prefer, a spiritual transformation as laborious as the solution of a puzzle or the construction of a temple from a heap of stones. So I'll confine myself to telling you this. First, the old idea of the identity of the microcosm and macrocosm corresponds to the modern conception of external data existing in the universe before being taken into the consciousness of men. I don't ask you to believe but only to imagine the possibility that all your ideas, contradictory though they be, should have a fundamental existence in universal reality: an existence which is as comparable to the idea you have of it as is the intact temple to the model which the architect constructs from its ruins.




  “All your dreams exist in the immense universe in a way which is real but inconceivable to your mind. And they do not exist because you dream them; on the contrary, you can only dream that which exists. As for the apparent absurdity of the macrocosm affecting the microcosm, of huge bodies like stars affecting the destiny of a man or a sparrow, I suggest that you consider whether the voluntary action of your thought on the movements of your body is not a sufficient refutation. To me, the evidence is as clear as day, and every one of my acts is illuminated by it. From it I draw a happiness and security which I would wish for you, since I find you sympathetic. Even suffering has a place there, and death fits in as a scarcely perceptible transition. And with that, sir, I bid you goodbye.”




  And with those words he left me, a little surprised at so abrupt a conclusion.




  As I said, I have since had many an occasion to reflect on this curious conversation which took place at Carthage, a conversation of which all the ideas, if not the words, have remained imprinted on my memory. In particular, the final remark of my brief companion seemed to me for a long time enigmatic and even a deliberate evasion. Why should the voluntary movements of my body demonstrate the possibility of a particular influence of the stars for each individual?




  Illumination came to me several years later with the chance fact that two books were arranged side by side on my desk: my friend Charles-Noel Martin's book, The Thirteen Steps to the Atom (les Treize marches vers l'atome), and Professor Lapicque's work, The Neural Machine (la Machine nerveuse). In a phrase of Professor Lapicque's on the electrical nature of the neural impulse, I suddenly imagined I heard the elegant and ironic voice of the mysterious gentleman at Carthage.




  “This time,” he was saying to me, “I think you have understood.”




  What actually happens in my organism when, for instance, I hold out my hand or when I write? Leaving aside the initial problem of my freedom to decide the movement, let us consider in detail the process which, beginning at the brain, the organ of consciousness, ends at the hand which writes these lines. What guides my hand, what animates it (and how significant the etymology of the word “animate” seems here) is a complex combination of neural impulses directed toward it by the brain. This combination of neural impulses has been known to be of an electrical nature since Galvani, Matteucci and Dubois-Reymond. But what is an electric current? The displacement of electrons. Therefore my will both knows and can put into movement a few tiny bundles of electrons exactly as it wishes.




  The mechanism of these voluntary impulses may still be obscure, I may not know at all how the thing works, but the fact remains that among the billions of billions of electrons in my body there are some, which I can control as I please, displaced along the fibres of my conscious nervous system. I have no awareness of it, I would know nothing about it if neurophysiology had not taught me, but I spend my life doing it as M. Jourdain spends his life writing prose. And more important still, these electrons which are displaced or stabilized at my will represent the indispensable infrastructure of the whole of my conscious and unconscious life. And if the materialists are right, I am nothing other than these movements of electrons.




  But what is the size of these minute particles which, under the control of my nervous system, enable me to write these lines and to think these ideas which I am expressing? Opening Charles-Noel Martin's book at pages 13 and 14, we find a table of what he has called The Thirteen Steps, which are thirteen gradations of the infinitely small. In this table the elemental particle is found on the thirteenth step, toward the fermi, namely one thousandth of one billionth of a millimeter. That then is the lower limit of my voluntary action in space, the most ordinary action which controls and directs my bodily movements. And that is the lower limit only on the assumption that even lower levels will not be ultimately found.




  A man 1.75 meters in height is capable of voluntarily controlling the courses of certain physical bodies 1,750,000,000,000,000, times smaller than himself. If this reciprocal influence of spatial objects separated by such extremes of size does really occur, then its possibility cannot be doubted. And if it is possible, then what will be our conclusions if we extrapolate this figure and apply it to the macrocosm?




  It seems to me that this was what my companion at Carthage had meant. He believed in the possibility of an influence from the infinitely great universe controlling the destinies of men, because a man can in his own body control entities 1,750,000,000,000,000 times smaller than himself. In order to establish the range of this extrapolation we should now ask: if we multiply the size of the human body 1,750,000,000,000,000 times do we reach the order of magnitude implicit in astronomical distances? The calculation is simple enough, the answer being about two thousand billion miles. This figure far exceeds planetary distances, since Pluto, the most remote planet, moves on an axis less than four billion miles from the sun. The relation of this figure to the solar system is 500 to 1, which means that proportionately the human body is far nearer to the stars than to the particles which compose it. By multiplying the size of an elemental particle by 10, and then again by 10, and so on till the end, 500 more such multiplications are required to attain the size of the human body than to reach the furthest planet by similarly multiplying the size of the human body. Or, if the electrons which are now being stimulated in my brain suddenly became as large as myself, and I grew in proportion, the entire solar system would appear to me as a tiny whirlpool three and a half millimeters in extent.




  That, then, is where the matter stands. The argument which appeals to common sense to reject the likelihood of the stars' influence on men by reason of the vast gap in size between the two may be an excellent one. But nature has made nonsense of our probabilities by constructing a whole living world—and man in particular—on an even more absurd gap in size. And it has seemed to work well enough up to the present.




  But is it legitimate, as my companion thought, to apply this size-ratio to the distances between the stars? Here one can only say what it is wise to say about all extrapolations: that at first it should be developed as a game, as a means to stimulate experiment, and as a kind of stock-taking. Michel Gauquelin has devoted his life to drawing up the inventory. In this book he gives us the fullest account of his work to the present date. It must be acknowledged as the most conscientious, profound and convincing of all the refutations of journalistic and traditional astrology yet produced. At the end of a massive statistical study there remains nothing of the horoscope so beloved of our illusion-sellers. But, as generally happens in science, this cheerful and salutary demolition of eccentric fancies set up two or three thousand years ago and based on a forgotten idea has led to something else: the revelation of a new and little known field, where the influence of the stars is indeed established, but at a statistical level very different from what the authors of the black books had in mind.




  The ancient astrologers no doubt had a presentiment of this new world of astral influences. Failing to find the key to it, they gave way to the prompting of all primitive thought: they constructed myths, sometimes ingenious and profound (as Jung has shown), which will always remain as a monument of our collective unconscious. But these have been overtaken by the positive investigation of a phenomenon which can still only be glimpsed. Michel Gauquelin will have been the pioneer in this arduous enquiry. No one can yet say where the thread will one day take him, but the dark labyrinth where minds as great as Newton and Kepler once wandered hopelessly is beginning, thanks to him, to lead toward the light.




  [image: ]




  The Scientific Basis of Astrology




  [image: ]




  [image: ]




  Introduction




  [image: ]




  We need not launch man into interplanetary space, we need not even take him from his own country or home to subject him to the influence of the cosmos. Man is always at the center of the universe, for the universe is everywhere.




  PICCARDI. Lecture at the Palais de la Découverte, 1958.


  





  “It is as illusory for the scientist to decide that science has reached an end as it is for an historian to think that history will come to an end.” This sentence was written by the last French winner of the Nobel Prize for Physics, Professor Louis de Broglie. It should be inscribed in golden letters on the pediment of every scientific institute, for men too often forget that science is something which lives and evolves. At every period of time the same mistake is made: the generation which is established believes the scenery of the universe is permanently fixed, and takes as unassailable what is only provisional by definition. “The known is not necessarily the real,” as Jean Charon has rightly said. The “Old Guard” will not understand or admit that a new team of researchers might want to change the old scenery, or at least its color.




  Hence the disillusioned judgment of another great physicist, Max Planck: “Great scientific theories do not usually conquer the world through being accepted by opponents who, gradually convinced of their truth, have finally adopted them. It is always very rare to find a Saul becoming a Paul. What happens is that the opponents of the new idea finally die off, and the following generation grows up under its influence. He who holds the allegiance of the young holds the future.” 1




  And so the young must find the right road, which reminds me of a small incident which befell me personally. Not long ago (it was in 1956) I happened to be visiting the Astronomy exhibit at the Palais de la Découverte. At that time I was interested in the curious results of my studies on the influence of the stars and felt very much a beginner in many of the fields of astronomy. There was an assistant there, a pleasant and well-intentioned young man, and I asked him about the most recent discoveries relating to the planets. What had been discovered of late regarding their courses, their radiation, the part they played in the solar system? These questions left the young astronomer amazed.




  “But we know everything about the planets,” he answered after a long pause. “That's a field we don't study any more, no one is interested in it any longer. The new discoveries are being made in the distant galaxies. Really,” he went on, with a shake of his head, “I don't see what you can hope to find that's new in the study of the planets.” Then he added, suddenly rather uneasy, “You haven't asked me that question because you're involved in astrology, by any chance?”




  A year later, when the first Sputnik was launched, humanity entered the space age. In the excitement shared by both America and Russia, the study of the planets again took first place as an object of scientific investigation. Now that there was hope of sending a member of the human race to another planet it was realized that hardly anything precise was known about them and that everything to do with their movements, their behavior, their atmosphere, their mass, their radiation, had to be learned again from the beginning. That is why there are now dozens of experimental satellites sent to planets which were apparently so well-known but were in fact hardly known at all.




  What does the young astronomer of the Palais de la Découverte think about that today? Is he still of the opinion that there is no need to bother with the planets, and that the subject is totally out of date? Is it still of no further interest to astronomers, who are too busy with the distant galaxies? But it is true, and also a great pity, that this young scientist was doing no more than repeating what he had been taught by his masters.




  The experts profess to know everything about the stars and do not like having to change their comfortable habits of thought. But when one asks if the stars have any influence on the human species, one meets an even more hostile reception. Just as it was claimed for so long that we knew everything about the planets, so it is now claimed that everything is known about the relationship between man and the universe. For man is an even more prohibited subject than the sky.




  The influence of the stars on man remains an apparently insoluble problem, since we are naturally a long way from knowing everything about the subject. Here two varieties of experts come into conflict without convincing each other: the astronomers and the astrologers. The former refuse a priori to allow that the stars might have an influence on our destinies. The latter believe it without need of proof; as far as they are concerned, twenty centuries of progress have made no difference at all. The universe as it appears to us remains the universe to them, unassailably and forever. And so the argument goes on, with both sides deaf to each other.




  But astrology, the study of the relations between man and the heavens, does have a venerable ancestry. It was part of the earliest human inquiries into our role and our place in the universe, and it has been the inseparable companion of most of the great religions and civilizations. But all that is left of it today is an arid doctrine of prices and rates, ordered according to arbitrary rules.




  In the twentieth century our ideas about the relation between man and the cosmos have ended up in one of two dead-end streets: an unyielding science and a market-place astrology. Confronted with these the public gives up, cheated of the truth. Whichever way a man's interest or sympathy may take him, he will soon run up against a wall of ignorance.




  The feud between these two groups has been endless, but of late a new school of scientists has managed to break the vicious circle. For some years now these scientists have been discovering that there are certain unexpected but close connections between man and the solar system, and between man and the galaxy. So today we are in the middle of a scientific revolution. Traditional astrology still lingers on, but science should carefully reconsider some of its principles and admit that beside the superstitions of astrology there is a place for a “new and different cosmobiology.”




  These researchers who have lately come on the scene are scientists like any others, but their eyes see and their ears hear. No prejudice can stop them in their search for the truth. They will have to fight to get their discoveries accepted, but their ideas will one day triumph. So the problem of the stars' influence which has been considered insoluble up till now is at a turning point at the present time, heading in a new and more promising direction.




  In the following pages I propose to describe the history of the relation between man and the universe. In the course of this long story there will at first be much that is confused, there will be some strange and bewildering twists and turns with occasional shafts of light and moments of rare quality. But gradually the light at the end of the tunnel will become discernible, and finally the issues will be revealed in a new and unexpected manner: amazing issues which have never been discussed before.




  The Space Age has begun, and it is therefore vitally important to construct a solidly based science of the relations which exist between men and the universe, and to find out whether astrology can add any truth to this science. If it has nothing to contribute, then we must find out what lies beyond it. Our motto must be that of all true sciences: to lose our simplicity while keeping our enthusiasm.




  The Arab poet Ibn el Faridh has written that “men do not become stirred up in vain, nor do currents flow by chance. They may fall into mistake, but they are controlled by eternal truth which leads them to a certain goal.”




  




  Footnote




  1 Couderc, la Relativité. p. 28.
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  DIALOGUE BETWEEN MAN AND THE SKY




  CHAPTER I
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  The old division of the universe into an objective development in Space and Time on the one hand, and a spirit which reflects this development on the other, is no longer a suitable point of departure for anyone who wishes to understand modern natural sciences. It is above all the systematic study of relations between man and nature which is the central aim of science.




  HEISENBERG. The Nature of Contemporary Physics.


  





  There are three great questions of humanity. Who are we? Where do we come from? Where are we going? The last would seem to be the most painful and also perhaps the most mysterious.




  Philosophers will undoubtedly treat the question of our destination with much detachment, and discuss the future of humanity as a whole. They will discuss it as paleontologists treat the evolution of the species when they answer the question relating to our origins. But not everyone is a philosopher. For each of us it is our individual future which matters. “What will tomorrow bring? That is the great question,” said Victor Hugo. Men have sought the answer to that question ever since they have been men, ever since they learned how to shape flints and depict their world on the walls of the caves.




  “Will I have good hunting? Will I be able to escape dying of hunger?” Cro-Magnon Man must have wondered that, just as today the student awaiting the result of an exam, or the executive engaged in a new business deal might say to himself: “I would like to be older by one hour, one day, or one month.”




  In every age man has tried to tear aside the veil and discover what the future holds for him. The development of the idea of fate is indistinguishable from the development of human thought itself.




  In the early history of humanity when nothing was certain, men noticed above all how often good and bad fortune were unequally allotted to each person. Such injustice could not be without a reason, for to the people of those days nothing in nature happened by accident. Fate was the opposite of chance.




  “During my stay at Ambrizette,” wrote Monteiro, “three women of the Cabinda Tribe went down to the river to draw water. They were filling their pitchers, standing near one another, when the woman in the middle was snatched by an alligator, dragged under the water, and devoured. The family of this poor woman immediately accused the other two of having put a spell on her so that she would be snatched by the alligator as she stood between them. I argued with them and tried to point out the complete absurdity of their accusation, but they answered: 'Why did the alligator just take the one in the middle, and not one of those who were at each side?' It was impossible to shake them from this notion, and the two women were forced to drink casca in an ordeal by poison. I did not discover the outcome, but it most probably happened that one or both of them died or were made slaves.”




  For primitive man, then, accidents do not happen. Misfortune always has an outside cause and there is always someone or something to blame for what happens to us. But in order to explain this fatal influence, one must first find the cause and identify the natural force which can lead as easily to glorious as to fatal results. So to discover the cause becomes an urgent necessity in order to propitiate it and thereby reduce its severity. Or if this is impossible, one might be able, by bringing some light to its dark aims, at least to forearm oneself against them.




  Behind all the phenomena of nature they saw gods, demons, goblins and magic forces endowed with manlike wills and desires, but possessing an infinitely greater strength. What could man do to resist these forces? He had to organize his resources, and learn to recognize the mysterious afflictions which overcame him. He invented magic and appointed sorcerers, the only ones initiated to a foresight into hostile nature, and the only ones capable of reducing the harshness of its judgments. Sorcerers were the scientists of the time: those who held and withheld knowledge.




  At the end of the neolithic period the strange formations of the menhirs were erected. They have a wild but impressive aspect, and mark one of the earlist manifestations of the human mind, standing as they do on the borders between history and prehistory. What is the meaning of these puzzling masses of stone and the formations in which they were arranged so many centuries ago? According to one expert, “These monuments had a religious application. We can also guess that they were associated with cults of the sun, since the formation of Kerlescan is equated with the rise of the equinox, and that of Kermario with the beginning of the summer solstice. Many others are arranged in accordance with the start of the winter or intermediate solstices, marked by the following dates: November 8, February 4, May 6, and August 8. These dates are in obvious correspondence with sowing times, the first appearance of the crops, the flowering, and the harvest. These are the only undisputed statements which have been made up to the present time on the subject of these strange monuments.” 1




  At the dawn of civilization, religion, the stars, and earthly life were already connected in the mind of man. At the first appearance of writing, the Sumerian ideogram which stands for divinity is a star. From the time man first considered himself and his place in the world, he turned with awe to the marvels of the heavenly bodies, which he saw as gods and powers ordering his destiny.




  In the clear sky of Mesopotamia, where the stars shine brilliantly every night, astrology was born at the same time as science and religion, the construction of towns and observatory-temples, and the rise of kings, states, government, agriculture and cattle-raising all paralleled one another. At the start astrology actually blended all these together, so that science was interwoven with religion, and the lives of kings depended upon the affairs of their nations and harvests. The whole earth was answerable to and dependent on the movement of the stars, which were believed to be gods controlling the future.




  In the sentence “I was born under a good star; but you were born under a bad one,” none of us would have any difficulty translating the words to mean “I am lucky and you are unlucky.” In all the various phenomena ascribed to fate, and in all the methods used to understand and ward off bad fortune, there was a common denominator: a belief that the prime responsibility for human destinies lay in the sky. For after all was it not always and everywhere present? “This cavern wall which suffocates us,” as the pessimist Baudelaire has called it, is shaken by spectacular and unforeseeable catastrophes. How could they be warded off or understood?




  [image: More than three thousand years ago, the Chaldeans built towers to observe the sky. From the tops of these towers, priest-astrologers watched day and night. The ziggurat of Ur.-Photo Viollet]





  Very soon, men established connections between their daily lives and what they saw in the sky. Agriculture followed the seasons, and the seasons followed the sun. Springtime and harvest depended on it, and everything seemed to run in time with the rhythmic movements of the sky. The men of those days lived in a world which they accepted at face value, and the most striking phenomena came from the sky: thunder, lightning, seasonable or unseasonable rains, refreshing or destructive winds. Men put their gods in the sky, for they felt confusedly that their lives depended on it. They were sure that those glittering points of light which stared down at them from one end of the horizon to the other did not shine there without any meaning. So, behind the planets which hung in the sky or crawled like flies over the turning surface of the globe; the first Chaldeans imagined that powerful deities were concealed. They tried to understand the meaning of these divine lights and to follow their courses in order to read the judgments of fate. A new code would enable them to unravel the secrets of the future, and for a long time this remained as a naive crosscheck on our knowledge of the future. This was astrology.





  If by some miracle a modern scientist were to meet a Chaldean, there would be an almost complete lack of understanding between them on both sides, for modern reasoning is no longer the same as it was at the dawn of civilization. When men were closely bound to nature and yet had practically no knowledge of its laws, all natural phenomena seemed to be alive and endowed with wills of their own. A river could, if it wished, change course and flow upstream. The moon could, if it wished, disappear piece by piece and be reborn anew from nothing.




  Investigation by psychologists into the mentality of children enables us to get a glimpse at what might have been in the minds of the first watchers of the sky. Piaget has recorded this conversation with Hubert (age 10):




  “Can the moon do what it likes?” asked Piaget.




  “Yes,” the child answered. “When we walk it follows us.”




  “Does it follow you, or doesn't it move?”




  “It follows me. It stops when I stop.”




  “And if I walk as well, which of us will it follow?”




  “Me.”




  “Which?”




  “You.”




  “You think it follows everyone?”




  “Yes.”




  “It can follow everyone at the same time?”




  “Yes.” 1




  So for Hubert, as for all children of his age, an optical illusion so familiar to adults as no longer to be noticed is enough to give the moon a will, and therefore a mind of its own. The moon follows us, therefore it must watch us.
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