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... Since, then, it is certain that man is able to understand the laws and the causes of some
phenomena, it is reasonable to assume, in regard to any given problem, that it would get rightly solved
by man, if a sufficiency of time and attention were devoted to it. Moreover, those problems that at first
blush appear utterly insoluble receive, in that very circumstance, as Edgar Poe remarked in his “The
Murders in the Rue Morgue,” their smoothly-fitting keys. This particularly adapts them to the Play
of Musement.

[—] There is no kind of reasoning that | should wish to discourage in Musement; and | should lament to
find anybody confining it to a method of such moderate fertility as logical analysis. Only, the Player
should bear in mind that the higher weapons in the arsenal of thought are not playthings but edge-
tools. In any mere Play they can be used by way of exercise alone; while logical analysis can be put to
its full efficiency in Musement. So, continuing the counsels that had been asked of me, | should say,
“Enter your skiff of Musement, push off into the lake of thought, and leave the breath of heaven to
swell your sail. With your eyes open, awake to what is about or within you, and open conversation with
yourself; for such is all meditation.” It is, however, not a conversation in words alone, but is illustrated,
like a lecture, with diagrams and with experiments.
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There is a certain agreeable occupation of mind which, from its having no distinctive name, | infer is
not as commonly practiced as it deserves to be; for indulged in moderately - say through some five to
six per cent of one’s waking time, perhaps during a stroll - it is refreshing enough more than to repay
the expenditure. Because it involves no purpose save that of casting aside all serious purpose, | have
sometimes been half-inclined to call it reverie with some qualification; but for a frame of mind so
antipodal to vacancy and dreaminess such a designation would be too excruciating a misfit. In fact, it is
Pure Play. Now, Play, we all know, is a lively exercise of one’s powers. Pure Play has no rules, except
this very law of liberty. It bloweth where it listeth. It has no purpose, unless recreation. The particular
occupation | mean - a petite bouchée with the Universes - may take either the form of aesthetic
contemplation, or that of distant castle-building (whether in Spain or within one’s own moral training),
or that of considering some wonder in one of the Universes, or some connection between two of the
three, with speculation concerning its cause. It is this last kind - | will call it “Musement” on the whole -
that | particularly recommend, because it will in time flower into the N.A. [—]

If one who had determined to make trial of Musement as a favorite recreation were to ask me for
advice, | should reply as follows: The dawn and the gloaming most invite one to Musement; but | have
found no watch of the nychthemeron that has not its own advantages for the pursuit. It begins
passively enough with drinking in the impression of some nook in one of the three Universes. But
impression soon passes into attentive observation, observation into musing, musing into a lively give
and take of communion between self and self. If one’s observations and reflections are allowed to
specialize themselves too much, the Play will be converted into scientific study; and that cannot be



pursued in odd half hours.



