
A SYMPOSIUM 

The Achievement of Ortega y Gasset 

The Revolt of the Masses, together with his other books, made Josh Ortega y Gasset, who 
died only some months ago, one of the most influential serious writers of the past century. 
We print in the following pages some remarks on Ortega by one of his principal disciples, 
Seiior Juliin Marias, written just after Ortega’s death. And we print also two short essays 
of Ortega’s not previously published in America : “Morbid Democracy,” written in 1917, 
and “Pedagogy and Anachronism,” written in 1922. These have been translated by Mr. 
Anthony Kerrigan. 

Neither of these essays has lost by the passage of time. Of “Morbid Democracy,” Mr. 
Kerrigan writes, “The very qualities which make some of these sentences sound old-fash- 
ioned are the ones which best demonstrate Ortega’s political and social clairvoyance.” As 
for “Pedagogy and Anachronism,” this is, as Mr. Kerrigan says, “a minor classic on the 
absurdity of modern captive education and its hollow claim to modernity. Names and dates 
substituted, Ortega’s argument is as telling now as then; for instance, the German Im- 
perial State might be made to read the German Totalitarian State. As for Herr Kerschen- 
steiner, his name has become legion, and any one of a great number of teachers’-college 
deans might be substituted to stand in Kerschensteiner’s place.” We Americans made some 
endeavor, indeed, to force Kerschensteiner-type educational fancies upon conquered Ger- 
many and conquered Japan. 

Jose Ortega y Gasset 
IT HAS BEEN twenty-five years since I began 
to read Ortega. I began reading him in 
those days when I discovered the fields of 
Castille in Antonio Machado and in “Azor- 
in”; when I met with the lyric agitation in 
Juan Ram6n Jimhnez; when, reading Una- 
muno’s Tragic Sense of Life, I found lumps 
in my throat; when I knew that pressure 
upon the heart that comes from the pages 
of Unamuno’s Life  of Don Quixote and 
Sancho, the book which taught me most 
about love, back in those five years before 
I was twenty. 

Now in Ortega I found something more: 
I did not know quite what. There was a 
tremor, but a serene tremor; there was a 

mystifying lucidity, a diamond-like hard- 
ness; an extraordinary trick of turning 
things round in the mind and yet simul- 
taneously retaining them. I began to read 
Ortega with a confused sense of cupidity: 
every page gave me a sense of possession, 
of enrichment. It was not a question of 
knowing, but of being; reality itself was 
enriched. I did not then know that what 
was happeniug, in the midst cf lyric phrases, 
in the midst of splendid rhetoric, was really 
my first encounter with theory. I neither 
tripped on Ortega’s metaphors, nor did I 
disdain them; and thus I gained what has 
come to be the prize of my life. 

I met Ortega shortly afterward, in 1932, 
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