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EDWARD CARPENTER

CHAPTER 1
PERSONAL AND INTRODUCTORY

“1 am an acme of things accomplish’d, and I am an
encloser of things to be.””—WALT WHITMAN.

ARGUMENT

At the age of twenty-five, Edward Carpenter
received the creative impulse, and abandoned his
profession to place himself at its disposal. With
the assistance of Walt Whitman's ** Leaves of
Grass ”’ he was delivered of his spiritual child. It
took external form in the poem ‘° Towards Demo-
cracy,”’ tn which he celebrates his experience, and
proclaims it as the promise of an arriving world-
experience. The justification of this announcement
lies in the fact that the Whole expresses itself in
each of its parts in a particular way ; and Car-
penter, by revealing what had come to be in him,
opens a door and discloses that which is coming to
be for the race.

F Cornish descent on his father’s side,

O and of Scottish on his mother’s, Edward

Carpenter was born at Brighton in the

year 1844. He graduated at Cambridge, took
1



2 THE CREATIVE IMPULSE

Holy Orders, and for several years occupied the
position of curate to Frederic Denison Maurice.

These brief notes suffice to indicate his external
history up to the age of twenty-five.

About this time he began to feel the pressure
of a desire to
write some sort of a book which should address itself
very personally and closely to any one who cared to
read it—establish, so to speak, an intimate personal
relation between myself and the reader.

This desire, in some shape or form, is not
uncommon with young men of eager and artistic
temperament. It is the desire to create, to issue
one’s self as logos spermatikos, to bury one’s self
as a seed in the matrix of common human ex-
perience, to incarnate one’s self, to beget children
of one’s own spirit. Often—perhaps most often
—these creative pulses pass unrealized, partly
because of the hardness of the heart, and partly
because of the pitiless dominance of mechanism
and organization in modern life. With Carpen-
ter, however, the desire was so strong and so
vital that, although, in spite of several attempts,
it found no immediate outlet, it became in him,
in the course of time, as a swelling, budding,
multiplying mass of spiritual plasm making itself
felt in consciousness as a vague, insistent, and
increasing urgency.

He was faithful to the calling.! He loosened

! Towards Democracy (Pocket Edition, 1909), p. 511.
2 Cf T.D.,p. 376.
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his life somewhat, in order that, whatever this
urgent Thing in him might be, it might have
more chance for expression. He relinquished his
Orders and became a University Extension Lec-
turer in provincial towns, lecturing chiefly on Music
and Science. During this period of incubation, if
it may be so called, Carpenter read and re-read
Leaves of Grass. For ten years he saturated him-
self with the poems of Walt Whitman ; they “ fil-
tered and fibred "’ into his very blood, as he says.

The relation of Carpenter to Whitman is a
nice problem in higher.criticism. Is he Whitman
—massive, rugged, like a quarry—in miniature ?
Has he simply given form to some fragments
of the gigantic formlessness of the ““ good, gray
poet” ? Is he Whitman set in a lower key?
Did he simply reissue Whitman through the
medium of his own consciousness, much, for
example, as the Hebrews reissued the Babylonian
myths through their race-consciousness, com-
municating its peculiar quality and texture to
them ? Can we accept Carpenter’s own modest
confession that he is the moon to Whitman’s
sun, the moon whose gentler radiance permits sight
of the stars behind and beyond it, but shining
by reflected light only ?

Carpenter’s acknowledgment of indebtedness
is unequivocal.

“1 find it difficult to imagine what my life would
have been without it,”” he writes.?

1 T.D.,p. 518,
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Yet he firmly claims his own independence and
originality :

Whatever resemblance there may be between the
rhythm, style, thoughts, constructions, etc., of the two
books (Leaves of Grass and Towards Democracy), must,
1 think, be set down to a deeper similarity of emotional
atmosphere and intension in the two authors—even
though that similarity may have sprung and no doubt
did largely spring out of the personal influence of one
upon the other. Anyhow, our temperaments, stand-
points, antecedents, etc., are so entirely diverse and op-
posite that, except for a few points, I can hardly imagine
that there is much real resemblance to be traced.!

The real question is, precisely in what does
Carpenter’s indebtedness to Whitman consist ?
And while here and there it may be possible to
detect direct literary influence and inspiration,—
for example, that extraordinary poem “ A Mili-
tary Band,”* with its characteristic suggestion
of the constant circumstance of the Invisible
and the Intangible, the suffusion of the particular
by the Universal, of a moment by Eternity, and
Personality as creative and interpretative of all
things, appears to be as a blossom whose seed
may be found in a line of Whitman’s poem “ A
Song of Occupations,” which runs,

All music is what awakes from you when you are
reminded by the instruments,—

yet perhaps the actual relation of the two men

1 T.D,, p. 518, 3 Ibid., p. 195.
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may best be expressed in the figure of speech
that Whitman played the part of midwife in the
deliverance of Carpenter’s spiritual child.

The differences between the two men are ob-
vious, and are deeper than can be accounted
for by personal idiosyncrasy or environmental
influence ; it meant not a little that Whitman’s
psychological roots were in America, while
Carpenter’s were in Cornwall and Scotland, or
that while Whitman served with the army
through a bloody and bitter war, Carpenter
served as a parish curate; and the latter is
justified in claiming a fundamental independ-
ence ; he is an original source, a well-spring ; he
has central spontaneity. In his own rank and
right Carpenter is a Master,

The tension of the *“ mood "'—it is Carpenter’s
own word—increased. It demanded even greater
freedom in external life than peripatetic lecturing
afforded. This, too, had to be given up, although
it was all that he had, “ even all his living.”
He had already for some time, under the necessity
for an outdoor life and manual labour, been
living with a friend who was a farmer in Derby-
shire, and occupying the intervals between his
courses of lectures with farm-work. Now, with
his own hands, he knocked together a small
wooden shanty in the home-field—Ilittle more
than a sentinel box—and therein

or in the fields and the woods, all that spring and summer
(1881) and on through the winter, by day and sometimes



6 THE CRITICAL EXPERIENCE

by night, in sunlight or in rain, by frost and snow and
all sorts of grey and dull weather, I wrote Towards
Democracy—or at any rate the first and longer poem
that goes by that name.!

Precisely what was this mood ? It is necessary
to inquire somewhat closely into this, because
it is the critical experience apart from which
Towards Democracy would not have come into
existence, and apart from which it cannot, either
as a whole or in its parts, be understood. Just
as the whole teaching of St. Paul is centred round,
and derives from, the experience which befell
him on the road to Damascus, so the whole of
Carpenter’s teaching is little more than an in-
tellectual and literary expression of what befell
him at Bradway. He himself when pressed
described it as

the disclosure within of a region transcending in some
sense the ordinary bounds of personality, in the light
of which region my own idiosyncrasies of character—
defects, accomplishments, limitations, or what not—
appeared of no importance whatever, an absolute freedom
from mortality, accompanied by an indescribable calm
and joy.?

In a phrase, reminiscent of Carlyle, he speaks
of it as a Splendour of which, like Sheba’s glory,
the half could not be told. It was an illumina-
tion, coming upon him at times with coruscating
flashes of imaginative insight. It was a ‘‘ central

tT.D,p. 513 3 Ibid., p. 512,
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glow ”’ experienced chiefly as feeling, a kind of
cosmic emotionalism, but continually scintillating
up into the intellectual consciousness in sparks
of thought some of which it was possible for him
to capture and retain in speech-forms. It was
the up-rush of a fountain of living waters, nor-
mally latent in man, which here and there, because
of some special local condition, is able to breach
the barrier of separated individuality. . . .

Let us imagine that individuals are like enclosed
pools or small seas, lying close to the Ocean, but
separated therefrom by natural barriers, some
of which are thicker and stouter than others,
some of which may indeed be strengthened by
artificial means. The barrier looking oceanwards
represents the form of our individuality as opposed
to the Universal. It is at the barrier that our
consciousness of separateness within and from
the great Whole of life, our consciousness of the
not-me, arises. This is the usual condition. The
enclosed waters, which are, indeed, of the same
“ stuff ”’ as the Ocean, know nothing thereof, save
the sound of its endless motion, perchance some
tremor from its constant tidal beating, and
maybe now and again in stress of spiritual weather
a dash of its mighty spray. But here (let us say)
is a barrier which is slighter than others, looser
in structure, more penetrable, worn thin some-
how; and through this, one day—' Ye know
not the day nor the hour when the Son of Man
cometh ’—the Ocean pours triumphantly in,
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unites it with itself and probably with adjacent
pools also, giving the sense of largeness, freedom,
profound joy and peace, but with tremendous
disturbance. The barrier of individuality is
broken through; what remains of it is sub-
merged and is felt as being submerged; the
consciousness of separateness yields to that of
intimate union.

This figure will suffice, on the understanding
that the puncturing of the barrier is from within.
The Ocean lies deeper within, rather than far-
stretching without, the individual. Normally,
the individual is capsuled from the Ocean, but
the film may be burst by the rising of the under-
neath waters, just as a commotion deep within
the earth-crust may drive the molten ore up into
the heart of the mountain.

The prince of love . . . touched the walls of my hut
with his finger from within, and passing through like
a fire delivered me with great unspeakable deliverance
from all evil.? :

It is probable that some such experience as
this lies behind all the phenomena of genius and
inspiration.! It is the urge to all creative work.
It is the second birth which makes the poet,
the artist, the musician, the prophet, the saint.
In the case of some, the emotion is milder, the

1T, D, p. 190.

3 Cf. F. W. H. Myers: “ Genius is . . . a power of appro-

priating the results of subliminal mentation, to subserve the
supraliminal stream of thought,”
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touch gentler, the suffusion quieter—as Browning
says in ‘“ Abt Vogler ” :

God has a few of us whom He whispers in the ear.

With others, it is as a sudden challenge, like
the Light which broke upon Saul of Tarsus, the
effect of which is a profound and permanent
psychological change, a true conversion; the
life receives a dramatic deflection and proceeds
henceforth in a new direction, or finds a new
centre of gravity under the influence of which
familiar facts suffer rearrangement and a new
interpretation. There is a new world, a new
heaven, and a new earth, because there is a
changed centre, a new heart.!

Perhaps it is true of most of those to whom
such experience comes that they simply continue
a personal career under its influence and inspira-
tion, and are content to express their vision and
their ecstatic feeling in what forms of speech,
poetry, music, painting, they can find. They
work in its light; they act under its power.
Carpenter distinguishes himself among them by
concentrating on the experience itself ; he is less
concerned to describe it or give it artistic ex-
pression than he is to emphasize it as a universal
possibility and promise, interpreting it in terms
less of personal redemption than of world-hope,
asserting that his own experience is the harbinger

t Cf. Masefield’s poem * The Everlasting Mercy.”
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of an arriving kingdom destined to bestow upon
Humanity as a whole the priceless gifts of which
it gave him the private possession. He does not
merely write poetry under the influence of this
illumination, he preaches the experience itself
as a world-gospel ; his profound personal in-
spiration becomes the central pivotal argument
of his prophecy.

It is worth while to pause here and consider
the justification of this, though the matter will
be more fully dealt with in the following chapter.
The question is this : By what right does a man
say, ‘“ My personal experience is the promise
of a world-experience; what I am, Humanity
shall be "’ ?

It is not necessary to argue here the hypothesis
of the Unity of Nature which is the fundamental
scientific truth—the hypothesis which best ex-
plains the facts—of the modern world ; nor the
inevitable corollary that Humanity is an organism,
a body with many members. It is important,
however, to emphasize the fact, not commonly
perceived, that of any organic whole it is true
that, while the Parts are within the Whole, the
Whole is also within each and all of the Parts,
The notes in a musical phrase are not as beads
upon a string, or as dewdrops on a gossamer ; the
phrase is a unitary whole; it arose first in the
mind of the composer as a thought-movement or
a pulse of feeling ; it was not built up note by
note ; the phrase, as written, grew not by archi-
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tecture but by exfoliation ; the phrase is not the
arithmetical sum of the notes; each note is a
facet, rather than a fragment, of the whole
phrase, and takes its quality and colour not simply
in relation to the other notes, but in relation to
the phrase as a whole. The phrase is continuous
through all the notes ; check it at any point, and
there will be in the mind the sense of pressure, as
of something coming on, some gathered momen-
tum not only of sound but of significance. Alter
a single note, or even the length of a rest, and you
will “spoil it all””; and the “ spoiling”’ will
not be as if a square bead intruded upon a string
of round beads, or as if a discordant colour were
placed in a graduated series of colours, but as if
a meaning had been completely changed or alto-
gether lost, The whole phrase is one movement,
and the notes are not so much parts of it as they
are moments in it. Until the last note has died
away the full significance of the phrase is not
apparent, yet-the whole phrase as a whole was
in the first and in each successive note.

If one asks why it is that from a fertilized cell
a body of one particular shape and structure
rather than another arises, the only satisfactory
answer is that the whole body is there from the
beginning and itself determines the character
of each fission and of each arrangement of cells.
A body is not formed after the manner of some
fluid material which is poured into a mould, or
of some plastic substance which receives shape
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in the hands of an artist; a spiritual entity, of
great potential energy and according to its own
inherent character and qualities, creates its own
body by a process of self-incarnation ; nor does
it incarnate itself piecemeal, finally binding up
the parts by joints and ligaments into an organ-
ism, but it expresses its whole Self in each part
in a particular way, and requires all such parts
for a complete self-expression on that particular
plane of manifestation. That which Tennyson
declared hypothetically as he gazed upon the
“ flower in the crannied wall,”” Carpenter states
categorically, and with all the fervour of that
experience which made him a prophet :

You are that Whole which Nature also is—and yet
you are that Whole in your own peculiar way.

Were your eyes destroyed, still the faculty of sight
were not destroyed ; :

Out of the same roots again as before would the optic
apparatus spring.

Should you die of starvation you would only begin
immediately after death to take food in another way ;
and the impulse of union which is at the base of sex lies
so deep down that the first reawakening of consciousness
would restore it.

Believe yourself a Whole, indivisible, indefeasible,

Reawakening ever under these, under those, conditions,

Expanding thus far, expanding less far, expanding
farther ;

Expanding this side, expanding that side, expanding
all sides ;

Ever diverse yet the same, the same yet diverse—
inexhaustibly continuous with the rest;
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And made for love—to embrace all, to be united
ultimately with all.

These analogies, from the musical phrase and
from the body, taken in general terms, affirm
the fact that the Whole is present in each of
the Parts, that a Part is not a fragment but a
particularized expression of the Whole. Since,
therefore, Humanity is an organic Whole—past,
present, and future—it is expressed as such in
each individual in a particular way. The race
sings its songs through the lips of the poet,
beholds its visions through the eyes of the seer,
and achieves heights of holiness and deliverance
and communion through the ecstatic consciousness
of the saint; and the profound experiences of
the individual are at one and the same time his
own, and the experiences of the race as a whole
in him,

In considerations such as these lies Carpenter’s
justification for expounding his own experience as
a world-evangel. His sense, also, of his relation
in that experience to the Whole of Things
determines the form in which his message is
delivered. There is a sentence in which he
describes the main function which he would per-
form for those who are willing to listen to him,
He says:

Lol I open a door.?

1 T. D, p. 490. 2 Ibid., p. 154,
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Robert Browning has declared in “ Paracel-
sus’’:

To know
Rather consists in opening out a way
Whence the imprisoned splendour may escape,
Than in effecting entry for a light
Supposed to be without.

Edward Carpenter desires to come to the place
where a man stands and to open a door for him.
It is a great service ; it is a greater service than
to ‘“ go out into the highways and byways and
compel them to come in,”” or to “ pluck them as
brands from the burning ”’; it is perhaps the
greatest service that one man may render to his
kind. To open a door, to make outlet at least
possible, to widen the horizon, to reveal the
vista, to breach the barrier, to unveil the bigger
life—this is human service of the highest order.!
You may be a prisoner, confined within a narrow
and stuffy circumstance; if you are ready and
willing to move out, the open door is your chance
of liberty ; if you are in a dull sort of way content
with what and where you are, drugged by use
and habit into the acceptance of a situation in-
compatible with highest manhood, the open door
is a great allurement, quickening in your heart
the spirit of venture. Carpenter does not try
to frighten you out through the door, in the

1“1 am the Way.” Cf. also the Persian Bib (the
Gate).
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fashion of a so-called evangelistic preacher; nor
would he drag you through it, in the fashion of
a dogmatic philosopher ; he opens the door, and
lets you see through. Itself is the great per-
suasion, unless you are asleep or sick; and if
asleep or sick, yet it gives entrance to currents
of fresh air which, short of any energetic response
on your part, will tend to expand atrophied
parts, awaken slumbering functions, and ger-
minate the seeds of a new health,

The volume entitled Towards Democracy was,
as we have seen, the immediate product of the
experience through which Carpenter passed in
the year 1881. The writing of it began in that
year and continued till 1912—a period of twenty-
one years—during which successively enlarged
editions were published. The volume bears all
the marks of inspiration and spontaneity. It
remains his chief work., In 1883 he tock a small
property in the village of Millthorpe, lying equi-
distant from Sheffield and Chesterfield, and earned
his living by market-gardening, publishing other
volumes at intervals, The more important of
these we shall examine in due course, but they are
of secondary importance compared with Towards
Democracy ; they are, for the most part, elucida-
tions or more detailed expansions of some of the
seed-thoughts of which his first book is a veritable
storehouse. They are by no means unimportant,
but are reflective rather than declaratory, argu-
mentative, scientific, constructive, rather ‘than
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spontaneous, They attempt a reasoned and
systematic statement of some of the intuitive
apprehensions of truth which are found in To-
wards Democracy ; they relate the vision to the
thought-content of the modern mind.



CHAPTER 1I
THE NATURE OF THE SELF

“ It is by love only that we can fully enter into that har-
mony with others which alone constitutes our own reality
and the reality of the universe. We conceive the universe
as a spiritual whole, made up of individuals, who have no
existence except as manifestations of the whole; as the
whole, on the other hand, has no existence except as mani-
fested in them.”-—MCTAGGART.

ARGUMENT

The witness of imtrospection s that that which
begins as Feeling tends to pass outwards through
Thought to Action. Desire precedes structure, and
the complex orgamization of our present human
bodies represents mental and comative processes in
the age-long race-life. The creative race-Ego is in
each tndividual, working on through him. The
fundamental fact of individual selfhood is a Uni-
versal Self. The same conclusion is reached from
an examination of the development of comscious-
ness ; in antmals knower, thing. known, and
knowledge are undifferentiated, but in man there
arvises self-consciousness with its oppositions and
delusions. This differentiation 1inlo separated
selves ministers to the growth and realization of
individuality, and looks towards the ve-fusion of
individuals into a higher unity. Of this higher

2 17
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unity, as being present amid the differences and
antagonisms of self-consciousmess, the experience
of ‘‘ cosmic consciousness’’ is a witness. In this
experience, the individual self recognizes the Great
Self as its own truth and reality.* At the surface,
the individual appears an isolated fragment; but
inwardly and wmore truly he is an all-embracing
kingdom. The true self is a Democracy.

HE Art of Creation is Edward Carpenter’s
most ambitious prose work, and a real

contribution to the solution of the central
problem of finite existence. The book takes its
title from a lecture which is printed as the first
chapter, and its main theme is a fresh, profound,
and very suggestive analytical examination of
the nature of the Self. The reader will not fail
to be impressed with the remarkable anticipa-
tions which the book contains of views which
are associated with the name of Henri Berg-
son.

Reflecting independently upon the problem of
life, Carpenter bases his metaphysics, in strict
accordance with the Bergsonian injunction, upon
an act of the sympathetic imagination whereby
the thinker, no longer content with observing
the external forms in which the life-process
manifests, places himself as it were within the
life-stream which is the core of all objects.

1 “TIf a man worship the Self only as his own true state,

his work cannot perish; for whatever he desires, that he
obtains from the Self ’ (Brihad-aranyaka-Up. 1. iv. 15).



THEORY OF CREATION 19

Carpenter did not hit upon Bergson’s beautiful
and illuminating symbol of the fountain whose
central, perpetually-urgent jet represents the
élan vital of the creative life, the vital force,
the super-consciousness—or whatever it may be
called—which is the “ life of all that hath been
made ”’ ; and from which intellect and matter
each arise in their turn by a kind of lateral or
peripheral relaxation, retardation, curving-back-
wards, in the fashion of the fountain-spray, fine
as mist (intellect) above, and becoming heavier
drops (matter) as the fall proceeds; probably
this view of the creation of matter is original in
human thought with the brilliant French philo-
sopher !; yet, short of this last link connecting
the non-material with the material, Carpenter’s
theory is very similar, We shall now give an
outline of it.

It is inevitable that the first experiments in
this more intimate way of knowing, this know-
ledge from within, should be directed towards
the thinker’s own personality ; for although
the process of introspection, especially as it be-
comes more and more profound penetrating to
the very roots of being, is not easy, the Self is
nearer and more penetrable than any other
object of knowledge. Scrutinizing so, and taking

1 The fundamental identity of spirit and matter has, of
course, often been affirmed : cf. Lao-tzu, “ The two things,
the spiritual and the material, though we call them by
different names, in their Origin are one and the same.”
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the hint of dreams, Carpenter affirms that the
ultimate investigation reveals

a continual ebullition and birth going on within us,
and an evolution out of the Mind-stuff of forms which
are the expression and images of underlying feeling ;
these forms, at first vague and undetermined in outline,
rapidly gather definition and clearness and materiality,
and press forward towards expression in the outer world.?

This suggests the norm of the creative process.

We seem to come upon something which we may call
a Law of Nature—namely, that within ourselves there
is a continual movement outwards from Feeling towards
Thought and then to Action; from the inner to the
outer ; from the vague to the definite; from the emo-
tional to the practical; from the world of dreams to
the world of actual things and what we call reality.?

Creation, therefore—individual and cosmic
(though in the end the two are one and the
same)—is in the nature of a real self-utterance,’
a self-revealment ; the process is taking place
everywhere and at all times; the moment of
Creation is an eternal Now, its locus an omni-
present Here; we are part of it, and partakers
in it; it is possible for us to “learn and to
practise the art in ourselves.” ¢

Consider, for purposes of illustration, the living
body. How does it arise ? Even the protozoon
must be regarded as in some rudimentary sense

1 The Art of Creation (Edition 1907), p. 21.
32 4.C., p. 14. 3 Ibid., p. 53. ¢ Cf. Ibid., p. 220,
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desiring food, and the recurrent desire, exciting
to action, gives rise ultimately to the structure
necessary for the pursuit and capture of food.
Similarly,

fear oft repeated calls forth the long ears of the rabbit
or the donkey, or gives to the monkey its structure for
climbing trees.!

The human hand, a material structure, is the
crystallization of habitual, persistent desire—a
mental process. Just as the complicated mechan-
ism of a modern railway engine did not come
suddenly into being, but was thought out in
detail, and by numerous minds in successive
generations, from very lowly, crude, imperfect
beginnings, each addition or new adjustment
or arrangement of parts being the expression of
a thought and the satisfaction of a need, so the
human body has been literally thought out, and
is the result of ‘‘ the selection and chiselling of
thousands of minds through the centuries.”” With
this creative process we are continuous; our
bodies in all their details of structure and function
are mental legacies, the materialization of a
- mental inheritance ; and the same life-principle
which has through the ages created the body is
here within each of us, and still at work.

The whole life of the Race from which we have come,
the whole route, the whole series of thought-processes by
which we have descended, is within us, in our bodies,
in our subconscious selves.?

1 4. C,, p. 209, ? Ibid,, p. 211.
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Our bodies are ‘“ the race-mind made visible,”
and within each of us, as the root-fact of our
personality, is the race-Ego, the =onial creator
of the body, and the potentiality of all future
creations,

The primal being, in which all thoughts of necessity
inhere, which wunderlies all thoughts, and contains
myriads yet unexpressed, is in us. It is there, and
accessible to our consciousness. When we reach to it
we reach the source of all Power.!

This examination of the conception and process
of Creation leads us to the conclusion that there
is somewhere in the secrets of our personalities
an ‘“ Immortal Self ” with which we may identify
ourselves, and so become conscious partakers in
the eternal ever-proceeding creative act.

Upon this same fact we converge when we
interrogate consciousness itself. For we find
that there are “ three stages or degrees of con-
sciousness.”’

The first is that in which the knower, the know-
ledge, and the thing known are still undifferen-
tiated. This is the characteristic consciousness of
animals ; it embraces the gamut between sen-
tience and instinct. Carpenter would explain the
phenomena of instinct in animals in terms of this
non-differentiation.

Their knowledge is, as it were, embedded in the great
living intelligent whole (of the world), and therefore

ide Co P2l
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each special act of knowledge or perception carries
with it a kind of aura or diffused consciousness extending
far, far around it.?

The world as constructed by instinct must be
vastly different from the world as constructed
by intellect ; and the root of the difference lies
in the fact that while in the case of the former
the focus or nucleus of the perceived system is
comparatively dim and undefined but is associated
with a very extensive fringe, in the case of the
latter the presented object is much more clear-
cut and the fringe correspondingly restricted ; an
animal feels its way in the world, we reason it
out ; in other words, it ““ sees’’ as a whole that
which we construct out of definitely related
parts.

Then the process of differentiation begins;
it begins very early in the life of a human infant ;
and the second stage of consciousness arises in
which (with greater or less clearness) knower,
knowledge, and thing known are distinguished
and partially opposed or held together by a per-
ceived relation. This is the stage of self-con-
sciousness, of the opposition of subject and object,
_of the growth of the brain, of the development
of thought ; in a word, the normal human con-
dition at the present time.

As the differentiation deepens and advances,
there sets in the dominance of the consciousness of
separateness—of the individual from the Whole,

1 4.C, p. 55
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and from other individuals; the illusion of
discrete and isolated individuality arises; the
devil (Diabolos, the divider who flings mists
between) enters the Garden of Eden; grief and
pain ensue; and the whole labyrinth of human
problems, religious, political, social, comes into
being,

In a characteristic passage, Carpenter describes
the tendency of this period :

The subject and object of knowledge drift farther and
farther apart. The self is left face to face with a dead
and senseless world. Its own importance seems to
increase out of all reason ; and with the growth of this
illusion (for it is an illusion) the knowledge itself becomes
dislocated from its proper bearings, becomes cracked and
impotent, and loses its former unity with Nature.
Objects are soon looked upon as important only in so
far as they minister to the (illusive) self; and there
sets in the stage of Civilization, when self-consciousness
becomes almost a disease; when the desire of acquiring
and grasping objects, or of enslaving men and animals,
in order to minister to the self, becomes one of the main
motives of life; and vghen, owing to this deep funda-
mental division in human nature and consciousness,
men’s minds are tormented with the sense of sin, and
their bodies with a myriad forms of disease.l

The application of the epithet “ illusive”’ to
this second stage of consciousness must be re-
garded as descriptive only, and not as a criticism ;
for the second is necessary to the arrival of the
third stage, and the experiences of this inter-

1 4.C.,p. 58.
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mediate period minister to the development and
deliverance of the deeper areas of personality.

Just as a mass of water, falling from a height,
becomes separated up, before it reaches the
ground, into a multitude of isolated drops, so the
Infinite Self descending into finite conditions is
differentiated into a multitude of individualized
fragments. Instead of an original solidarity
there is apparent isolation ; instead of close and
intimate cohesion there is apparent opposition ;
the sense of the Whole is lost in the sense of
separation, Round each of the multitude of
raindrops there is a well-defined circumference
within which the drop is self-contained, and by
reason of which it distinguishes itself and is
separated from every other ; within the original
water-mass, however, those well-defined boun-
daries did not exist, though all the drops were
there. If we could attribute consciousness to
the raindrops, we should say that they were
conscious of separateness from each other, and
that this consciousness, non-existent in the
original water-mass, arose for each drop on the
circumference-surface as it gradually differentiated
itself from the others in the descent. In the
original mass the consciousness of union was
dominant ; in the rain-shower, on the contrary,
the consciousness of separateness would be
dominant.

Individuals are something like that. We are
the fragmentary expressions on this finite plane
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of being of a Unitary Life, a Cosmic Self. Deep in
our hearts there may be some slumbering echo of
the far-off home which we have left as we came
“ trailing clouds of glory” into this mortal
sphere ; there may be some fading glimmers of
the ‘“ vision splendid,” some latent pulse of that
original life from which we can never really be
cut off, any more than the raindrops can be for
ever cut off from the cloud-land, but must return
thither after fetching their wide compass through
stream and river and ocean; but for the most
part our dominant consciousness is one of sepa-
rateness both from one another and from our
primal source. It is the fount and origin of all
world-delusion and world-wrong and world-woe.
It is the Devil, the sunderer, the flinger of mists
between man and man, and between man and
God, the cause of all our misconception and mis-
understanding, error, false relationship, wayward-
ness, and the whole brood of human wrongs.
But this consciousness of separateness is not
evil in itself; it is a necessary moment in the
perfect development of that which may, in con-
trast, be called the love-consciousness. If we
return to our raindrops again, and consider them
as endowed with a consciousness of separated
individuality, it is clear that in the jostle and
tumble of the rain-shower wherein they were
opposed to each other, and sometimes came into
collision and were broken upon each other, they
would interiorly discover and develop some-
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thing the possession of which would make the
consciousness of unity, when they shall be re-
ceived again into the cloud, of a different quality
than could have been possible prior to their
separation from each other,

If mankind ever gets back ! again to the Eden-
garden—as surely it must—into a state of simple,
unsullied, pure, pervasive consciousness of one-
ness with God (the All-life) and with each other
in joy, it is clear that that consciousness of union
will be of a different quality than could have been
realized by those who first ‘“ walked and talked
with God in the garden ”’ ; and that added some-
thing, whatever it may be, that growth and
development of deeper personal powers and
properties, will have been mediated through ex-
perience in a world wherein the consciousness of
difference and opposition submerged for a time
that of union and communion.

The period of illusion, then, is a necessary stage
in the development of the perfect knowledge and
the attainment of the perfect existence. It is
like the ‘ knowledge of good and evil” which
makes possible the rise of man from a primitive
innocence into holiness,

When, however, the depths of this illusion of
separateness have been sounded, and the lessons
of strife and pain have been duly learned, the
process of differentiation reaches to its term

1 This ‘“ getting back,” however, is not mere return: the
figure to be kept in the mind is that of a spiral.
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and one of redintegration sets in ; with this comes
the third stage of consciousness, which has been
called the Cosmic Consciousness, The name is
bad enough, but the experience, even though it
is fitful and fragmentary, is indubitably real,

There is a consciousness in which the subject and the
object are felt, are known, to be united and one—in
which the Self is felt to be the object perceived (“‘I am
the hounded slave”), or at least in which the subject
and object are felt to be parts of the same Being, of
the same including Self of all.?

Carpenter illustrates the difference between
these two orders of consciousness by the figure of a
tree,

in which two leaves observe each other externally for a
long enough time, mutually exclusive, and without any
suspicion that they have a life in common. Then the
‘‘ self-consciousness ”” of one of the leaves, deepening
inwardly (down the twig or branch), at last reaches the
point whence the ‘‘self” of the other leaf branches
off—and becomes aware of its unity with the other.
Instantly its external observation of its fellow-leaf is
transformed ; it sees a thousand meanings in it which it
never saw before. Its fellow-leaf is almost as much an
expression of self as itself is; for both now belong to a
larger self—that of the spray or branch from which
they depend.?

The evidence for this experience, which is here
called the third stage of consciousness, is ample
enough. Classical examples have been collected

1 4, C., p. 6o. 3 Ibid., p. 62.
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in such a book as Dr. Bucke's Cosmic Conscious-
ness. Carpenter himself, .as we have seen, was
the subject of it. Perhaps it is not so rare as is
usually imagined, but the ordinary man coming
under the influence of its passing touch fails to
realize what it is, and gives it another name,.
In form and method it is similar to the first stage,
but infinitely richer in content because of the
second stage on which it supervenes. It is the
perfect knowledge, and the only true existence.

All things, and the whole universe of space and time,
really exist and are in this third state. . . . This is the
state of absolute Being in which all things are, and from
which the things which we ordinarily see and know
proceed by disintegration or ignorance. It is the state
from which they lapse or fall by disintegration into
ordinary consciousness or thought.?

Carpenter’s indebtedness to Plato and his
affinities with Bergsen are obvious here. Indeed,
important portions of the latter’s Creative Evolu-
tion might almost be elaborations of the following
eloquent and profound words in which Carpenter
discusses the Pathway to Reality and finds that
the intellect cannot bring us to the goal.

All the universe exists, and is in this third state of
consciousness ; but we in the strange condition of illu-
sion which belongs to the second stage—exiles from the
Eden-garden, persuaded of the separateness of our
individual selves, and unable to enter into true know-

1 4. C., p. 68. Cf, the last sentence with Bergson’s simile
of the Fountain.
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ledge—are content to gnaw off tiny particles, which we
call thoughts, from the great Reality. Assimilating and
digesting these as best we can, we are persuaded that
some day, putting all the results together, we shall arrive
at the Reality. But the quest by this method is obvi-
ously hopeless. Infinities of infinity stretch before us,
and vistas of brain-gnawing misery. Arrive "doubtless
we shall, but it will be by another route.!

Intellectual knowledge advances as it were in
ever-widening circles in a superficies, and reaches
towards a goal at the imagined end of a horizontal
line ; the true knowledge will come rather by an
inward descent along a vertical line, not giving
new facts so much as a new point of view, and,
therefore, a new perspective and significance to
facts already known,

But we cannot stop here. We must inquire
as to what is implied in this experience, this
third degree of consciousness.

Briefly, it is that the * final and real Self is
one and universal.”

There is a real universal Self—a one absolute Ego and
knower, underlying all existences, the essence and life
of the whole universe, and true self of every creature.?

For if A, attaining to the true and perfect
knowledge, realizes his essential identity with
all objects ; if B, also the same; then A and B
must be essentially identical with each other. In
that state of existence and knowledge each looks

t 4. C., p. 69. 2 Ibid., p. 79.
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out upon and embraces the Whole from a par-
ticular point or centre. The areas, so to speak,
are identical, but the focus-point is different.
Each is the Whole, but in a peculiar aspect.
The ultimate fact of a man’s personality is a uni-
versal Being. Each and every personal “ me”
is an individualized aspect of a super-personal
Ego ; and each develops differently according to
its own law and order of exfoliation * under the
influence of experience, which serves to elicit the
inner latent powers and qualities.

This development takes time, but there is
plenty of time. The ultimate fact lies buried
deep down and far removed from the conscious-
ness of the normal man, but it is there for all
that. The thing waits. It may tarry, but it
will not delay ; that is to say, it is coming on all
the time, but there are hindrances.

To take an example, God—if we may give our
traditional religious name to the Universal Self—
in reality is our Home, our great Companion, our
enfolding Lover, the deepest Self within the self,
the larger Self which embraces all our narrower
selves ; He is the all-flooding Light within which
we arerays ; Heis the creative Fire, within which
we are as flames and sparks ; language is all too
feeble to describe the closeness and intimacy with
which He enfolds and enthuses us; penetrative
as light, pervasive as air ; in subtler contact with
us than is the ether to the inflow and through-

1 Vide pp. 129 and fl, in Civilization © its Cause and Cure,
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flow of which the solidest material offers no bar
or hindrance ; more intimate in His embrace of
our spirits than that wherewith the ocean gathers
the drops of water within it, or the earth-crust
enfolds indistinguishably the mountain-roots ;
Life of our life, Breath of our breath, Soul of our
soul; all-shadowing, all-indwelling; the * ful-
ness that filleth all things.”

Something at which these words but feebly
hint is what God is to us in reality, but the con-
sciousness of separateness has placed Him far
away, fashioned Him as a mighty Individual in
opposition to us, to be feared, to be hidden from
in the bushes of the garden, to be wrestled with
in prayer and turned if may be. Much Christian
theology is based upon this superficial illusive
consciousness ; it is “ of the devil ”’; it creates
a gulf between us and God which never existed
and does not exist; and in the train of this
fundamental illusion comes the whole crop of
errors, false doctrines, competitive theologies,
which have caused untold trouble and despair in
the hearts of men.

Through this stage we are destined to pass,
and the deliverance will come with a new experi-
ence rather than with a new theology. Not a
few have received the harbingers of this libera-
tion ; sometimes there are ‘‘ flashes struck from
midnights”’ and “ stars which noondays kindle,”
there are rare ‘‘ moments when the spirit’s true
endowments stand out plainly from its false

mﬁ:‘:.{:—gA =
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ones '’ ; intuitive experiences of amazing range
in which, for example, Wordsworth apprehended
the spiritual continuum which makes the varied
procession and panorama of the visible universe
a Unity, and in which—the gaze being more
definitely inward than outward—Walt Whitman
found solid ground for the tremendous assertion,

I am an acme of things accomplished, and I am an
encloser of things to be;

and Jesus for the vibrant, world-illumining ex-
clamation,

Before Abraham was, I am.

Of the promise of this experience Carpenter is
among the prophets. It is his gospel, many-
faceted, which through these pages we shall hold
up to the light.

Be still, O Soul, and know that thou art God.?

Normally, however, we are not conscious of
these profound and universal roots of being ; we
do not know who we are. The reason for this
has now been made clear; it is because we
habitually live our lives on the surface-planes
which divide us from each other, In each per-
sonality there is core and there is crust, and our
usual consciousness is that of the crust. We are
intensely self-conscious; but the self of which
we are aware is the separated ““ me,” the empirical

T I,y 461
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ego, which is simply an ‘‘ associative bond ’ ?
unifying our manifold mental and emotional
experiences in the phenomenal world. We tend
to regard this ‘““me” as fixed and final; also
to confuse it with the objective world in which
it is reflected. Our first knowledge of ourselves
is “ in a mirror, darkly,” and we take the image
for the reality. Wandering and labouring amid
the illusions of self-consciousness, we have not
yet learned our true identity; yet experience
is the right pathway; we need more of it and
deeper; we need a new orientation towards it ;
we are like a child

regarding its own reflection—say in the tiniest of tiny
pools. So small is the little mirror that it only reflects
the smallest portion of the child—a lock of hair, a portion
of its dress. The child does not in the least recognize
what the reflection is. But it has a water-can and pours
water into the pool, and the pool grows. Now the child
can see its own entire hand in the water. It is fascinated,
and tires not to pose its fingers in every way for re-
flection. But again the pool goes on growing, and more
of its body becomes visible, till at last, lo! the child
can see itself complete. i

So to us. Each new thought, each new experience
that is added to the Me, is like a drop of water that is
added to the pool, till it becomes large enough—the Me
becomes sufficiently universal—to reflect the universality
of the 1.2

The addition of another thought will lead us
from this chapter to the next. It is not enough

i 4. C.,p. 86 X 3 Ibid., p. 89.
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to see that in each personality there is core and
crust, and that while the ‘‘ crust” is unstable
and impermanent the * core” is one with the
Universal—

Man that art God yet perishest as grass?!;

we must see also the implication of the central
truth, If the inmost self partakes of the nature
of the Universal, it must embrace all within it.
The true individual is not a pin-point of con-
scious personality opposed to a myriad other
similar points ; the true individual is the Whole,
and this is potential in each of us. The inner
self is a social self. As consciousness deepens,
we leave behind us the sense of individuality set
contra mundum, we come to the sense of a com-
munity of selves in which each of us is at one
and the same time a member and the Community
as a whole ““ in a peculiar way.” The Universal
Self, which is the true self of every creature, is

an Eternal City of selves, ever united and ever arriving
at the knowledge of their union with each other.?

The deepest self of a man is less an individual
than it is a kingdom. The Soul is not a unit, it
is a Democracy.

1 T. D, p. 324. 2 4.C., p. 76.



CHAPTER III
DEMOCRACY

‘ Fed with the blood and tears of living things,
Nourished and strengthened by Creation’s woes,
The god unborn, that shall be King of kings,
Sown in the darkness, through the darkness grows.”
RoBERT BUCHANAN

ARGUMENT

Democracy, which Carpenter defines as the *‘ rule
of the Mass-man in the unit-man,”’ is used in a
mystical sense. Statically, it is the love-kingdom
realized in the heart, but it urges dynamically to
the creation of social structure. In the present
social body, Democracy exists in potentiality, *“ a
body within the body,” after the fashion of the
tmago within the larval covering., Its gradual
deliverance therefrom is the ultimate significance of
all changes wn social structure, the ‘‘ telos”’ of all
world-movements ; it determines these from within ;
it is a spiritual plasm which creates its own body,
under the protection of existing organization which
in time must be either assimilated or discarded.
Beginning first as Feeling in the individual heart,
tts progress to realization tn social organization
(especially on a world-scale) is slow,; but ever
and again it may be expected to leap forward into

36
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manifestation in a ‘‘ great individual,”’ one who
will come to be acknowledged as a Master and a
Saviour,

HIS is one of the critical words in Car-

I penter’s teaching. His usage of it is

peculiar, and must be thoroughly grasped

at the outset, since it is the key to a large portion
of his writings.

By “ Democracy ”’ Carpenter does not mean
some definite form of political organization and
government ; in announcing the word, he is
standing in a region which lies behind organiza-
tion and is prior to it. In the phrase “ Towards
Democracy ’ some form of organization is obvi-
ously implied, but the emphasis throughout is
upon the Idea which ever tends to take form,
upon the Spirit which always creates its own
body. ‘ Democracy ”’ is conceived after the
fashion of one of the: Platonic Ideas; and the
word is used chiefly in a mystical, idealistic,
religious sense., It is the mood of the world-
soul which, in the eternal process of self-utter-
ance and self-realization, creates, fulfils, and
destroys organized forms and remains identical
and equal with the forms it creates. It is the
““Son of Man ” which, ascending to its perfect
blossom, exfoliates like a Tree of Life into
human races (branches) and human individuals
(leaves).

Regarding it in its more static aspect, Car-
penter says
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the Great Self sums itself up to form 4 vast affiliation of
selves—a Celestial City of equals and lovers.!

As we have seen in the previous chapter, this
“ Great Self ” is the most inward and true self
of each individual ; the individual becomes con-
scious of his identity with it by a process of
inward withdrawal from the surface-planes of
normal self-consciousness ;

here in this perennial, immeasurable consciousness sleep-
ing within us we come again to our Celestial City, our
Home from which as individuals we proceed, but from
which we are never really separated ;2

and when we touch this inner depth, learning
in experience our true identity, we realize for
the first time in our life the meaning of Joy and
Rest and Deliverance.

Let it not be imagined, however, that the Way
of Life ends with this consciousness of individual
blessedness ; the centripetal movement is neces-
sarily followed by, indeed coexists with, a centri-
fugal. What has been said, in classical passages,
of Jesus and of Gautama, is true of all those who
really attain to union with the Universal Self—
they ““ count it not a thing to be grasped at, to
be equal with God,” but find the “ way of down-
going,” as Nietzsche calls it, and humble them-
selves, taking upon themselves the form of a
servant. This is less of choice than of necessity ;

1 4. C., p. 9L 3 Ibid., p. 266.
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for to be identified with the Great Self is to
become one with the Creative Life which is ever
proceeding forth from itself to find a more perfect
form of utterance and realization. To become
one with the Universal, in whatsoever degree,
is, in that degree, to become part of the creative
effort and redemptive passion which unceasingly
operates in the world. The world-burden is
always borne upon the shoulders of the mystic,
the idealist, the saint, the lover.

It is this dynamic aspect of the Great Self, of
‘“ Democracy,” which Carpenter chiefly empha-
sizes. It is something which is tremendously
urgent in the heart of the individual and of
society. It is the ever-ascending life. It is
something which forms, grows, expands within,
and ever and anon bursts forth and breaks
through, bringing disorganization and destruction
to existing forms that it may create the higher
form. It is a perpetual Will to new incarnation,
new creation,

Carpenter speaks of it as a ““ body within the
body.”

The figure behind this phrase is that of the
imago, or perfect insect, being preformed within
the larva, Underneath the larval covering, all
the while the normal life of the larva is proceed-
ing, the frame and fashion of the perfect insect
dimly appear; sometimes its harder parts
almost protrude from beneath the skin, so that
the body of the imago seems. to lie slumbering
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there, enfolded in a thin, half-transparent birth-
shroud. In due time this protective sac bursts
and falls away, and the insect is liberated, un-
folds its wings, and rises into the life for which
it has been prepared.

There can be but little doubt—if we may pause
for a moment on this figure, for it is important—
that the human order issued from the sub-human
in some such fashion as this. The sub-human
order was the larva, the human order the imago
preformed within it. The human order arose
out of the sub-human by a process inconceivably
slow and inappreciably gradual. While the
‘“animal kingdom " went on its usual way,
lived out its normal life of alternating hunger
and sleep, of wild, free loves and prolific season-
able births and deaths, the new kingdom was
forming within it, a “ body within the body.”
Nothing but the patience of an infinite God could
have watched with joy the first faint beginnings
of human things,—the dawn of Reason, flicker
after flicker with long intervals, like the coming
of the grey light on a dull winter morning, only
immeasurably protracted; the first pulses of
what was to become Conscience, so faint, so
germinal, so spasmodic, so easily quenched, so
easily let slip, falling back again into the mystery
out of which they came, with such painful,
arduous slowness making their way, being re-
jected so many times, but always returning
strangely reinforced ; the breaking light of self-
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consciousness emerging out of a group-conscious-
ness, a herd-consciousness ; one individual oppos-
ing itself to all the rest, either by some accident
of circumstance, or by some dimly-conceived,
ill-directed, slackly-held purpose; the seemingly
interminable stretches of half-light, the ages-long
twilight of the coming race; not to be hurried,
tarrying long, for the ascending life must have a
fitting organism wherethrough to express itself,
and the requisite physical and physiological
changes could only be accomplished by infini-
tesimal steps.

The suggestion is of an imago forming itself
within, and ultimately issuing from, the larval
covering ; and one of the central affirmations in
Carpenter’s gospel is that something of this kind
is happening within the structure of modern
society. He surveys the present social order,
and does not by any means blind himself to the
wrong and evil things that are manifest therein.
It is like a ghastly panorama, he says, passing
before the eye of the spirit; it is full of disease,
weariness, and suffering ; the cancer of greed and
selfishness has its roots entwined in the vitals;
it is subject to sudden accidents which plunder
the world of valuable lives, devastate homes, and
fling whole communities into mourning and sad-
ness; death and destruction roam to and fro
over its length and breadth. He does not deny
these things, or try to explain them away; but
affirms that they are, after all, larval, surface
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things. Looking deeper, and seeing clearly, he
announces :

Then somehow, underneath it all,

I seem to see that the strands of affection and love,

Auroral, shooting from one to another—so tender, so
true and life-long,

And longer than life—holding together the present
and past generations ;

The currents of love and thought streaming in the
watches of the night from far and near, from one to
another,

(Streaming all the more powerfully for the very hin-
drances and disasters which arrive or threaten,)

And building in the bustle of the day such likeness of
their dreams as may be,—

That these inner are after all more real in some sense
than the outer things—that they surpass in actual
vitality and significance even all this artillery of horrors.

I dream that these are the fibres and nerves of a body
that lies within the outer body of society,

A network, an innumerable vast interlocked ramifica-
tion, slowly being built up—all dear lovers and friends,
all families, groups, all peoples, nations, all times, all
worlds perhaps—

Of which the outer similitudes and shells, like the
minute cells of an organism, are shed and die in endless
multitudes with continual decay and corruption ;

But the real individuals persist and are members of a
Body, archetypal, eterne,

Glorious, the centre and perfection of life and or-
ganization,

And the source of all the Light in the universe.!

Evangel indeed ! It announces that the varied
and manifold ‘ good work "’ done here and there

1 7. D, p. 492.
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throughout society by individuals and groups,—
by saints, heroes, reformers, saviours, lovers,
nurses, sisters of mercy, religieux, quiet kindly
folk, and all ministering spirits; by churches,
philanthropic organizations, scientific move-
ments, legislative enactments, hospitals, créches,
reformatories, cantines maternelles, infant care,
personal service, sympathetic strikes, old-age
pensions,—are not fragmentary and unrelated
spasms (more or less prolonged) of love, dependent
entirely upon the enthusiasm of the private
heart ; no more unrelated are they than different
water-jets, fountains, well-springs, and river-
sources are unrelated which all arise from, the
same subterranean reservoir ; they are simply
the more obviously protruding points of the more
perfect society which is being preformed within
the less perfect ; they reveal a ““ body within the
body,” and the greater part of that inner body—
the true Democracy—is invisible, deeply-lying,
subtly pervasive, ready to appear at unexpected
places, and slowly being strengthened and
fashioned from within, It announces also that
the ultimately availing power does not neces-
sarily lie with the things which, at any particular
moment, may have the sceptre of authority ;
that the real strength is not with the things
which fill the largest space in the world, * take
the eye and have the price”; that it is both
natural and inevitable that the inner should
triumph over and supersede the outer ; and that
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the inward spiritual kingdom must liberate itself
just as surely, and triumph gloriously over the
world-kingdoms, whatsoever they may be, as
the imago must at last ascend out of the shattered
and discarded cerements of the larva.

It announces further—and not least welcome
of all—that the larva is in no sense the enemy
of the imago; it bounds it close, lies upon it
like a grave-cloth, is round it like a confine ; but
this which looks like imprisonment is really
protection. The imago’s chance of perfection
lies in this pressure and imprisonment of larval
circumstance, So did the grossness, thickness,
opaqueness of the sub-human order lie round the
germinal human society as a protective covering
rather than as an impeding limitation ; its walls
were the walls of a womb, not of a tomb. Even
so—though it requires a visionary to see it—the
grosser and more carnal elements in human
society, the things commonly spoken of as wrong
and evil, the things we antagonize and strive to
break down, the earthier heavier oppressive crust,
the lower viler body, are but the encasement
which lies round the as yet unformed higher
organism ; they call for a resistance, in the
offering of which the inner Body becomes more
and more compact together; we fight against
them, not simply because it would be better that
they should not be there, but in order that we
may be able to stand the firmer when they shall
be overcome,
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This figure and its implications have detained
us; but the time will not have been wasted, if
the figure is allowed to remain now as a general
scheme in the mind; it will give point and
significance to many apparently obscure and
irrelevant passages in Towards Democracy which,
after the lapse of thirty years, remains not only
the most original, profound, and inspired of all
Carpenter’s writing, but also one of the few
works of real genius which have appeared within
the memory of any living man.

In the study of the Old Testament it is at times
a perplexing problem to make sure whether the
first personal pronoun stands for the individual
who is actually uttering the words, or for the
nation as a whole, or for a group within the
nation. A quite similar question arises in regard
to Towards Democracy—who, or what,isthe ‘1" ?
Carpenter himself has said that he does not know,
His sole confession is that he has striven at all
times to be perfectly genuine and true to his
feeling, using terms—without too much laboured
reflection upon them—which seemed to make
most vividly clear what he felt and saw. Ex-
amining the internal evidence of the writings
themselves, we shall find that sometimes the
content of the “I” is intensely individual, and
sometimes intensely sympathetic, practically uni-
versal,

If T am not level with the lowest I am nothing; and
if 1 did not know for a certainty that the craziest sot in
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the village is my equal, and were not proud to have him
walk with me as my friend, I would not write another
word—for in this is my strength.!

Here the consciousness is poignantly individual ;
but on the very next page the 1" is equated
with Nature,

I am the ground; I listen the sound of your feet.
They come nearer. I shut my eyes and feel their tread
over my face.

I am the trees; I reach downward my long arms and
touch you, though you heed not, with enamoured fingers ;
my leaves and zigzag branches write wonderful words
against the evening sky—for you, for you—say, can you
not even spell them ? 2

Still again, in many passages,® the “ 1" is quite
evidently the world-soul, Democracy itself, be-
coming articulate.

Perhaps, bearing in mind what was said in the
last chapter, it is not necessary to distinguish too
carefully between these different contents; they
represent different strata of the same conscious
personality, and vary—now deeper, now more
superficial—with the mood, thought, or feeling,
or outlook of the moment.

The poem Towards Democracy opens with a
great burst of joy, a pzan of the deliverance of
the soul into the Universal Life:

I breathe the sweet ather blowing of the breath of
God.

L T.D.,p.6. 3 Ibid,, p. 7.
3 E.g. Ibid,, pp. 16, 28, 33.
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Deep as the universe is my life—and I know it;
nothing can dislodge the knowledge of it; nothing can
destroy, nothing can harm me.!

For the moment, the soul is content to bathe
itself, dancing and laughing, in the waves of
this new-found delight—“1 dash me with
amorous wet,”” as Whitman puts it; but anon
the consciousness of union with nature and all
humanity passes into the sense of power, especi-
ally of redemptive power :

O child of mine!

See! you are in prison, and I can give you space ;

You are choked down below there, by the dust of
your own raising, and I can give you the pure intoxicating
air of the mountains to breathe ;

I can make you a king, and show you all the lands of
the earth ;

And from yourself to yourself I can deliver you.2

And when the freed soul surveys ‘‘ all the lands
of the earth ” they look different from what they
did before; a new interest and hope arises ; the
gaze does not terminate in externals, but pene-
trates beneath them, and wherever it penetrates
it beholds the promise of the ascending life, the
grain within the husk, the birth within the agony.
Flash the understanding eyes east and west,
backward and forward along the river of human
life—

Mighty long-delaying vagrant stream! Of innumer-
able growing rustling life! Out of some cavern mouth

el -DED.. 25 2 Ibid,, p. 8.
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long ago where the cave-dwellers sat gnawing burnt
bones, down to to-day—with ever-growing tumult, and
glints of light upon thee in the distance as of half-open
eyes, and the sound of countless voices out of thee,
nearer, nearer, past promontory after promontory wind-
ing, widening, hastening!—1

and all the process of history is unified and ex-
plained by the vision of the slow rising from
within of the Son of Man, the true, the human
society, Democracy. Its final emergence will
not be without a struggle, for the crust is thick
and the husk is tough ; there is no use in denying
this, or in underrating the obstacles; organized
society is full of self-deceit, smooth-faced re-
spectability, cowardice, infidelity, soul-stifling
mechanism, rule-of-thumb morality, formal
religion, mutual distrust, alienation from nature,
greed, selfishness, slavery, conventionalism, the
puppet dance of gentility, condescension, charit-
able proprietorship; and heavily overlaid with
a heaped-up mass of

exclusiveness, and of being in the swim ; of the drivel
of aristocratic connections ; of drawing-rooms and levees
and the theory of animated clothes-pegs generally; of
belonging to clubs and of giving pence to crossing-
sweepers without apparently seeing them ; of helplessly
living in houses with people who feed you, dress you,
clean you, and despise you; of driving in carriages; of
being intellectual ; of prancing about and talking glibly
on all subjects on the theory of setting things right—
and leaving others to do the dirty work of the world;

t T, D, p. 11,




“TOWARDS DEMOCRACY ” 49

of having read books by the score, and being yet unable
to read a single page; of writing, and yet ignorant how
to sign your name ; of talking about political economy
and politics, and never having done a single day’s labour
in your life; of being a magistrate or a judge, and
never having committed a common crime, or been in the
position to commit one; of being a parson and afraid
to be seen toping with Christ in a public; a barrister
and to travel in a third-class carriage ; an officer and to
walk with one of your own men.?

All this, and much more that might be named
of the same sort, is apparently enough to stifle,
choke, strangle any pulse of spiritual idealistic
life; and truly there are many hearts of men
and women that are exhausted, prostrated,
bruised, broken, and brought nigh unto death
beneath it; but Democracy passes in and out
among all, touching all, forgetting none, giving
everywhere the answers of faithfulness, under-
standing everything, despising nobody, accepting
all, waiting its own time, and ever bearing on;
delicate, frail, impalpable as it is, yet as sure to
triumph over the oppressive incubus and smother-
ing dead-weight of the status quo, as the growth
from the living seed can force its way through,
and shatter, the asphalt road. It is bound to
come. The meanings slowly unfold, but the full
word shall at last be uttered, resuming and making
all plain, the End which was in the Beginning.
Democracy cannot be deceived, and cannot fail ;
1 shall arrive.”

1T, D.,p. 26,
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As it ever was and will be—

As a thief in the night, silently and where you least
expect,

Unlearned perhaps, without words, without argu-
ments, without influential friends or money—leaning
on himself alone—

Without accomplishments and graces, without any
liniments for your old doubts, or recipes for constructing
new theological o1 philosophical systems—

With just the whole look of himself in his eyes,—

The Son of Man shall—yes, shall—appear in your
midst. O beating heart, your lover and your judge
shall appear.

He will not bring a new revelation ; he will not at first
make any reply to the eager questions about death and
immortality ; he will present no stainless perfection ;

But he will do better: he will present something
absolute, primal—the living rock—something necessary
and at first-hand, and men will cling to him therefor ;

He will restore the true balance; he will not con-
demn, but he will be absolute in himself ;

He will be the terrible judge to whom every one will
run ;

He will be the lover and the judge in one.?

For the moment, however, Democracy tarries ;
sometimes it seems as one who sleeps enmeshed
in dreams :

I see the stretched sleeping figure—waiting for the
kiss and the reawakening.?

But its issue is predetermined—even now it
appears to be opening its eyes and peeping—and
with it shall emerge faithfulness, self-reliance,

L Ty, p. ST. 2 Ibid., p. 58.
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self-help, passionate comradeship, and freedom,
Slowly it disentangles itself. . . . Then the soul
of the visionary, like a submarine suddenly drop-
ping to lower oceanic levels, withdraws into the
deeper regions of consciousness, no longer surveys
the constructed order from without, but enters
within the life-stream that laves all shores, be-
comes aware of itself as Democracy, and, as a
Divine Artist, entering into all experience. He
feels his identity with each; and the experience
of each as his very own.

In silence I wait and accept all.

I am a painter on the house-side. . . . I help the
farmer drive his cattle home. . . . I go mowing in the
early morning while the twilight creeps in the north-
east. . . . I am one of the people who spend their lives
sitting on their haunches in drawing-rooms. . .. I
enter the young prostitute’s chamber. . . . I dance at
the village feast, . , .}

It matters not who it may be—the young
woman at the refreshment bar, or the military-
looking official at the door of the hotel; the
railway lamp-foreman, or the bright sunny
girl-child with poignant blossoming lips and eyes ;
it matters not what the experience may be—
winter or summer, day or night, eastern or
western, youthful or aged, facile or struggling,
average or exceptional, chaste or unchaste, wild
or regular, pagan or Christian, primitive or
civilized, anxious or careless; he unifies and

1 T. D, p. 67.
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embraces it all within himself ; it is his own ; he
seems to spread himself as the common soul
beneath it all ; he arises into a new significance
through it all; he comes to you who are now
reading these words, touches you, holds you for
a space—

Hand in hand for an hour I sit with you in the Great
Garden of Time?;

he might just as well stop with you for ever, for
the end of all things is with you as well as with
every one else, but he arises and passes, he departs,
yet never to depart again,

And I heard (in the height) another voice say,

I am.

In the recluse, the thinker, the incurable and the
drudge, I aM. I am the giver of Life, I am Happiness,

I am in the good and evil, in the fortunate and the
unfortunate, in the gifted and the incapable, alike; I
am not one more than the other.

The lion roaring in its den, and the polyp on the floor
of the deep, the great deep itself, know ME.

The long advances of history, the lives of men and
women—the men that scratched the reindeer and mam-
moth on bits of bone, the Bushmen painting their rude
rock-paintings, the mud-hovels clustering round medieval
castles, the wise and kindly Arab with his loving boy-
attendants, the Swiss mountain-herdsman, the Russian
patriot, the English mechanic,

Know Me. I am Happiness in them, in all—under-
lying. I am the Master, showing myself from time to
time as occasion serves.

L T. D, p. 97.
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I am not nearer to one than the other; they do not
seek me so much as I advance through them.?!

This, then, is Democracy, according to €ar-
penter’s use of the term ; a body within the body ;
the slowly ascending love-kingdom ; the ultimate
truth of Society,—not waiting our arrival at the
end of a long history of social experiment and
reform, but itself determining from within each
revolution, each rearrangement of parts, each
restatement of function. From the outside, we
appear to be seeking through antagonisms and
failures to discover the perfect political and social
organization ; from the inside, which is the truth-
side, that Perfect Thing is seeking to utter itself
amid the intractableness of materials, among
which our human minds and wills are by no means
the least difficult of handling, Democracy is
like a spiritual plasm hidden deep within the
secrets of human society; and as the human
body is the ark of the germ-plasm, so is the status
quo to Democracy, protecting it until time and
opportunity serve for it to go forth in creative
pulses to the fashioning of another body. De-
mocracy exists first as feeling, consciousness,
potency, but contains within itself the inalien-
able and irresistible possibility of the destruction
of all established organization whatsoever, break-
ing this down and issuing to form new structure.

It is important to lay tenacious hold on this

L T.D, p. 108.
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fact of the priority of the inwardness of Demo-
cracy. All social watchwords are, first of all,
spiritual facts. Nihil in intellectu, they used to
say, quod non fuerit in sensw; and nothing is in
society as organized which was not first in the
heart. ANl proceeds from within. Structure
follows desire, as desire follows vision. Revela-
tion precedes reformation. The seer is prior to
the doer. The practical man—Iliable to become
the idol of the modern world—would be impotent
were it not for the dreamer, The lover and the
saint make possible the effective labours of the
statesman and the statistician. The builder waits
upon the man who talks with God in the Mount.
The man who generates and spreads abroad
from his own vital centre sincere, true, profound
feeling has a more important place in the building
up of the social fabric than the man who estab-
lishes an institution. The birth of a new feeling,
or a new idea, strikes the hour of doom for ancient
and deep-rooted thrones. The philosopher
rationalizes the intuition of the prophet; the
scientist formulates the imagination of the poet ;
the reformer institutionalizes the vision of the
mystic. Liberty, Equality, Fraternity derive
all their power as social watchwords, and all their
significance for social organization, because they
are already realities in the heart. The reason
why it is not possible suddenly to make all men
free by some forcible altering of external relation-
ships in society ; the reason why, if such arrange-
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ments could be made at once, disaster would be
inevitable ; is because Freedom is not an endow-
ment which simply waits the opportunity for its
exercise—that is to say, all men would not be free
if they had the chance. Freedom is an attain-
ment, something to be won, disentangled, realized
in the heart first, and the needful arrangements
for its exercise in external relationships will follow
naturally and certainly-; indeed, inward attain-
ment and outward arrangement are but the
aspects of the same one process.

.. To affirm these things is to affirm the necessary
function of Religion in Society. Carpenter says
here and there some hard things against the
Church,and most of the things he says are justified.
An institution cannot, in the nature of things, be
perfectly true to its Ideal, and is bound to mani-
fest a progressive falling-short (if the oxymoron
may be allowed) from the primal purity of the
spiritual impulse which brought it into being ;
and the Church is no exception.

But Religion is not to be identified with the
Church as an organization, or with its theologies
and sacraments., Religion in its broadest sense,—
the bond which links the individual with the
universal, the temporal with the eternal, the
actual with the ideal, practical movement with
underlying spiritual purpose; the unifier; the
common denominator of all effort and aspiration ;
faith in the invisible ; belief in the Infinite mani-
festing in the finite; belief in the bigger life
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which oceans mortality; belief in the tran-
scendence of That whose immanence is the secret
of every created thing; the unfailing and frank
witness to the permanent, whose manifold forms
change, but itself abides; commerce and com-
munion—in prayer, praise, meditation, silence,
and all self-losing—with the Unseen; and all
this, issuing in reverence, humility, patience,
optimism, venturesomeness, self-reliance, love ;—
Religion in this sense is the first vital necessity for
the health, stability, and progress of Society.

Carpenter does not traffic in the jargon of the
churches, but names matter little; the fact, the
experience, is the thing ; and Democracy, as he
interprets it, is essentially a religious fact ; right
well does he speak of its development through
the ages, in a memorable phrase, as

the organic growth of God himself in Time?;

and one of his own names foritis ¢ the Master ’—

Where the Master is there is paradise.?

, Indeed, allowing for differences of philosophical
system and general outlook, there is much pro-
found similarity, reaching almost to identity,
between Carpenter’s Democracy and the “ Christ ”
of the New Testament.

From what has been said, the importance also
of the place and value of the individual to De-

t T. D, p. 353 ? Ibid., p. 233.
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mocracy will be clear. Walt Whitman, the
“ poet of Democracy,” cried,

Underneath all, individuals.

Produce great men, he said, and the rest
follows, Carpenter’s theory reveals the implicit
logic of this challenging assertion. There is no
real incompatibility between Individualism and
Socialism. In their extreme forms they only
represent the opposite terminal positions of the
same pendulum. The inner self of the individual
is a society, a kingdom. Democracy appears
first in the individual heart.

In the deep cave of the heart, far down,

Running under the outward shows of the world and
of people, ;

Running under geographies, continents, under the
fields and the roots of the grasses and trees, under the
little thoughts and dreams of men, and the history of
races,

Deep, far down,

1 see feel and hear wondrous and divine things.

Voices and faces are there; arms of lovers, known
and unknown, reach forward and fold me;

Words float, and fragrance of Time ascends, and Life
ever circling.!

Just as it is true that most men are better than
their creed, and this is the ground of expectation
for the formulatiod of higher and truer expres-

L T.D,p. 335
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sions of faith, so also the hearts of most men
are broader than the artificial limitations, deeper
than the conventional standards, of the social
organization wherein they are placed, and this
is the ground of the expectation of the truer,
more human society. Many a man continues to
live more or less satisfactorily within the prison-
house of public opinion, in whose heart throb the
pulses of personal liberty which make him in-
wardly a defier and scorner of the powers-that-be,
and which, should they find adequate expression
in action, would probably make him an outcast.
Many a man, bowing the knee in the House of
Rimmon, conforming daily to the conventions
and codes of his class, has a heart big enough to
receive and embrace all men in equality and
brotherhood.. All such men are the potential
saviours and redeemers of the world. If the
world could become outwardly that which their
hearts are inwardly, the agony of the ages would
be accomplished, the perfect society would be
here. And surely it shall come; for they carry
the foreshadowing and promise of it with them.
But, alas! the Will lags; the bonds are many,
the fetters are heavy ; the outlet is not apparent,
and they cannot break through the thickset since
the Inward Reality does not find all at once a
power equal to its authority. They wait the
arrival of the great individual, the Christ who
descends to the spirits in prison. They them-
selves are the promise of the great individual ;

RS L S PR S
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they are his body ; they wait their Head. They
wait the emergence from among them of him
who will summon their slack and fragmentary
powers, unify their forces, represent them, make
their potential energy kinetic, fashion them into
an organism, deliver themselves to themselves,
express in terms of erect, challenging, independent
Manhood that which is embryonic in them. He
comes as the light-beam upon the explosive
engine. He comes as Siegfried to cut the re-
straining links of the heavy overlaying armour,
to awaken the sleeping Brunhilde with a kiss, to
set her free into the true divine knowledge and
power of Love, and from that love-union to
create the new race which at once destroys and
fulfils the old.

This great individual is Democracy articulated,
personalized. He is, par excellence, the Master,
the Saviour. Democracy is the content of his
heart ; the quality, the orientation, of his spirit.
He is the ‘‘ kingdom that is among you.” He
is the leader of an invisible host ; he is the host ;
the host is his brood. What happens to him as
an individual matters not; he is the ‘ semen of
Democracy ”’; he impregnates the womb of
Time, and all the invincible powers of the uni-
verse watch over his offspring.

Of his own power and peace and joy we shall
now have to write more in detail; and since
he is himself the potency of the Love-kingdom,
since its reality is with him, since what is con-






CHAPTER 1V
NATURE AND A NATURAL LIFE

‘“ And Death no longer terrible, but full
Of poignant strange Expansion ; Labour too
(Which is our daily death
And resurrection in the thing created)
An ever-abiding joy—
A life so near to Nature, all at one with bird and plant
and swimming thing,
So near to all its fellows in sweet love—
In joy unbounded and undying love.”
EpwaARD CARPENTER,

ARGUMENT

“ Towards Democracy "’ issues from a soul which
had homed itself in the heart of Nature. It evinces,
therefore, an intimate love of all natural things,
and pleads for a life in closer co-operation and
assoctation with the Great Mother. Carpenter’s
feeling for Nature is simple, dirvect, glowing ; to
live in her bosom s the Open Secret ; she is intensely
alive and even personal ; at times she will take her
lover into her embraces, and the boundaries of in-
dividuality will be transcended. All natural things
are pure, all natural functions are sacved ; the
Body is the dwelling-place of the gods ; and Death
can only be an enlargement of life. The modern
Western world is largely divorced from Nature ;
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the centralization of population, the elaboration of
machinery, the hardening of conventions, and the
teaching of the Church help to account for this;
the result is much unreality and infidelity. A
return to a more natural life is imperative; the
way of this return is not easily indicated, and
Carpenter contenis himself for the most part with
depicting the kind of human society which would
thereby arise,; he would create and veinforce the
will to a more natural life, sure that it would find
its own way.

E have now to examine some of the
principal characteristics of this De-
mocracy in the heart, as evidenced

in Carpenter’s own experience,

Reference has several times been made to a
surface consciousness and a deeper consciousness,
to an outer self and an inner self, and to this latter
as being a social self ; and it will be convenient
to retain for a time this notion of an inward
descent, as it were, along a vertical line. The
figure is of a cone whose sectional circles continu-
ally increase in radius as the perpendicular from
the apex approaches the base. If we imagine
consciousness deepening from the apex of separate
individuality, it is natural to suppose that it
picks up the strands of a wider and ever wider
life as it descends, and passes from smaller to
greater unities, Moments of pause in this line
of descent are artificial enough, and are simply
points in a logical analysis; if any ‘‘ schema ”
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of the experience is offered, it must be with the
necessary proviso that the ‘“ spirit bloweth where
it listeth,” and irregularity here may be the rule ;
and further, that the particular kind of experience
here referred to is, as yet, comparatively so rare,
and the scientific study of it so rudimentary,
that its type or norm—if there be such—has not
yet been clearly defined.

But there is a certain a priors probability, if
the evolutionary hypothesis be accepted, that,
since human individuality has arisen from the
cosmic life as the term of a certain process, the
return journey (if we may so speak of it) into
conscious union with the universal should pass
through similar stages in the reverse order.
That is to say, the first unity realized by the
deepening consciousness would be a unity with
one’s fellow-men, in narrower and wider groups—
the family, for example, the clan, the tribe, the
nation. The second and profounder unity would
be that of the spiritual continuum which is the
basis of humanity as a whole, and which may
be called the Ideal Humanity, or the Christ, or
the Son of Man. The third unity would be
that of the still wider organism of Nature.

It is not suggested that this logical order is
the actual psychological order ; nor is it affirmed
that every individual who attains ‘‘ cosmic con-
sciousness '’ passes through these various strata
with any definite quality of feeling relating to
each in turn. Most probably this is not the case,
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“Love,” as Carpenter reminds us, ‘“ whether
taken in its most ideal or its most sensuous signi-
fication, is a form of the Cosmic Consciousness ;
a man who, in moments of ecstasy and enthusiasm,
or along quieter ways, loses himself in the family,
or the clan, realizes to that extent a true deliver-
ance from the consciousness of separateness and
a true self-emancipation, although he may never
be conscious of original creative power, and may
not be to any relevant degree a ‘“ lover of nature.”
His line of descent is arrested, for the time being
at any rate, at the first unity. On the other hand,
there are those who first experience the quickening
of the Universal within them in touch with
Nature; they drop suddenly as it were from the
apex of the cone to the base, and attain the widest
unity at once, entering subsequently into the
others (if at all) by a retroactive process, an
aftermath of the great experience.

But for the purposes of this study we will take
the scheme suggested by the figure of a cone, and
associate with the first unity the idea of Equality,
with the second that of Freedom, and with the
third the subject of this present chapter.

In Carpenter’'s own case the psychological
order appears to have been the reverse of the
logical order as we have described it. He seems
to have entered the third unity as a beginning.
He has told us how Towards Democracy took shape
in intimate association with the woods, fields, and
streams ; it was uttered from the heart of Nature ;
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and if we had not this autobiographical confession,
there is sufficient internal evidence in the book
itself to suggest it. We have seen how that, in
those earlier days, he felt the call of the open air,
and the demand laid like a necessity upon him
for manual work. A cultured youth, intellectu-
ally well above the average, academically success-
ful, and with considerable professional prospects,
he seemed destined for another kind of career,
but this insistent call was in his heart. It is
the homing instinct in the soul. The return to
Nature, in the sense that Carpenter made it, is
the restoration of the exile; it is the ‘‘ prodigal
son,”’ wasting his spiritual substance in the ‘* far
country ’ of intellectualism and mechanism,
““coming to himself,”” arising, and returning
(perhaps in this case we had better say) to the
Mother.

The demand for manual work is a fundamental
manifestation of the creative impulse. ‘‘ To
come near to understanding the use of materials
is divine.” * One of the most hopeful signs
of modern times is the quickening of interest in
the homelier arts and crafts on the part of educated
and refined people. This fact has probably more
significance for the future religious life of this
country than any ‘‘new theology,” or any Dis-
establishment Bill, or any effort after the reunion
of the churches. It is essentially a religious
phenomenon. It is a revolt—at last l—against

t T.D., p. 97.
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the tyranny of mechanism, the elaboration of
which is the greatest existing threat against the
soul of humanity; for mechanism incessantly
produces, without educing; it copies, but does
not create ; and to the extent that it standardizes,
it despiritualizes. According as we manage
machines, as Mr. Gerald Stanley Lee has so
forcibly pointed out, we tend to become machines.
How hardly shall they who perpetually handle
machines enter the Kingdom of Heaven! The
greatest tragedy walking the streets of all our
great centres of population is the tragedy of un-
used hands. We wait for our hands to give back
to us the art of living and the secret of life. The
division of labour, issuing in a multitude of
mechanical perfections, has almost brought real
human progress to a standstill.

It is not a question merely of the dignity of
labour, about which much pious and false senti-
mentalism has been spoken; it touches deeper
than that; labour with raw materials is like the
creative agony of lovers, bruising and exhausting
each other. It islike a child, or a l]amb, or many
a young thing, tugging and thrusting at the milk-
breasts of its mother. There is a leisureliness, and
an amplitude of setting, about all natural pro-
cesses which give the right condition for soul-
development to the man who is engaged with
them—though it may not be the only condition.
To see a whole process through from beginning to
end oneself, to select the materials and literally




FEELING FOR NATURE 67

to manufacture the finished product, is to incar-
nate oneself, and that is to create. It may be a
wheel, or a gem, or a crop, or a piece of fabric, or
a sandal (as with Carpenter himself); and the
man who tears a reed from the riverside and makes
a pipe, and produces therewith maybe not even a
melody, but only a bird-note or a love-call, per-
forms a godlike act. Better make pipes with Pan
than play a pianola. You will not get a living
out of it, but much more than that. Happy the
man who, even if it is only in the interstices of
making a living, finds life. Happier he who is
bold and venturesome enough to widen the inter-
stices, until the Living and the Life exchange
proportions, and change places.

There is something unique about Carpenter’s
feeling for Nature. It is extraordinarily simple,
direct, naive. There are no purple patches to be
quoted. This is one of his many distinctions.
Let us open Towards Democracy at the first page,
and take the passage that immediately presents
itself for examination :

The sun shines, as of old; the stars look down from
heaven; the moon, crescent, sails in the twilight; on
bushy tops in the warm nights, naked, with mad dance
and song, the earth-children address themselves to love ;

Civilization sinks and swims, but the old facts remain
—the sun smiles, knowing well its strength.

The little red stars appear once more on the hazel
boughs, shining among the catkins; over waste lands
the pewit tumbles and cries as at the first day; men
with horses go out on the land—they shout and chide ~
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and strive—and return again glad at evening; the old
earth breathes deep and rhythmically, night and day,
summer and winter, giving and concealing herself.?

This is quite a characteristic passage. Notice,
in passing, how impossible it is for Carpenter
to keep “ civilization” and “men” out of the
picture; for him, Nature is a seamless dress
woven throughout from lowest to highest; in-
animate or animate, wild or civilized, subhuman
or human—itis all of a piece ; he persists in seeing
Man in his natural setting ; there is no question
with him of turning from Man to Nature, or from
Nature to God—all is one life ; he can only with
difficulty think of them apart, so profoundly does
he feel them to be one. Nature is not a back-
ground before which Man plays his brief part and
then vanishes behind the scenes. The careful and
scrupulous critic may pick out exceptions here
and there to this high doctrine—as, for example,
that deliciously humorous poem ‘‘ Squinancy-
Wort,” in which this little flower, having estab-
lished its place on the earth long before Man
came, having watched from its high places the
ponderous tournaments of the giant sauroids,
complains mildly that Man has come with his gift
of giving a name to everything under the sun, and
has rewarded its humble beauty and innocence
with the burden and disgrace of so cacophonous
an appellation—Squinancy-Wort !

t T.D.,p. 3
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What have I done ? I'linger

(I cannot say that I live)

In the happy lands of my birth ;
Passers-by point with the finger ;

For me the light of the sun

Is darkened. Oh, what would I give
To creep away and hide my shame in the earth |—
What have I done ?

Yet there is hope. I have seen

Many changes since I began.

The web-footed beasts have been

(Dear beasts !)—and gone, being part of some wider
plan. '

Perhaps in his infinite mercy God will remove this Man |1

In such cases Carpenter is tilting with playful
irony at the human delusion of separateness and
the consequent sense of superiority, as one way
of affirming the essential unity of all things, from
the least even unto the greatest, in the One Life,.
Man is organic with the rest of creation; and
Carpenter cannot look into the eyes of the cattle
in the field without seeing the human soul gazing
out therefrom.

Although the reader of the specimen nature-
passage just quoted will hardly fail to be aware
of a certain charm which he may not be able at
first to analyse and define, it will seem to him to
be almost so simple and so matter-of-fact as to
be commonplace,

Over waste lands the pewit tumbles and cries as at
the first day.

1 T.D.,p. 153
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Compared with the fervent praises, the elabo-
rate descriptions, the eloquent ecstasies of, say,
Shelley, or Keats, or Meredith, or Browning, this
will appear crude, and without form or come-
liness. Yet it is very typical of Carpenter. Alike
in the precision and the economy of the strokes he
uses, he is the Phil May among nature-painters.
Or, perhaps better, one may compare him to
Giotto, who, deserting the formal, classical, artifi-
cial, stiff, heavily-gilded figures and compositions
of his predecessors (say, Cimabue), determined
to paint what he saw, and just as he saw it;
brought back a natural realism to break down
the tyranny of classical romanticism and idealism ;
in his frescoes, therefore, there is much that may
be found fault with in the matter of drawing, for
example,- yet there is no doubt about the life,
vigour, movement, naturalness of his composi-
tions, nor about the vividness and concrete
reality of the stories they are painted to tell.
The same fact may be stated in another way.
Carpenter describes Nature as one who is at home
in the world of natural phenomena—*‘ at home "’
in the sense of the phrase as used in that lovely
little poem ““ The Open Secret,” which begins :

Sweet secret of the open air—

That waits so long, and always there, unheeded.
Something uncaught, so free, so calm large confident—
The floating breeze, the far hills and broad sky,

And every little bird and tiny fly or fiower

At homeinthegreatwhole,nor feelinglostatallor forsaken.t

V7. D, p. 376.
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A stranger, entering a royal palace crowded
with treasures on wall and ceiling, in chamber and
corridor, will eulogize much that he sees and go
near to exhausting his vocabulary in order to
describe the magic and magnificence of it all;
all the more so, if he happen to be of a much
lower rank and station in life, and unfamiliar
with such splendid circumstance. The son of the
royal house, however, will speak of the same
things—no less aware of their beauty and value—
in a different way.

There are great poets whose descriptions of
Nature are in the manner of the stranger’s ec-
stasies over the royal treasures. Carpenter’s, on
the contrary, are those of one who is as a son in
his father’s house. He has the facile touch of the
boon companion moving among his intimates.
It is enough for him to give the hint, knowing that
the whole unspeakable splendour is there as part
of the mind-texture of those to whom he speaks.
He knows that the thing itself, plainly and vividly
indicated, is far more lovely than any added ves-
ture of words can make it. In other words, Car-
penter does not speak to us of Nature, but rather
allows us to overhear him speaking of it to himself.

In this he follows his own canon of Art :

Art can now no longer be separated from life ;

Her tutelage completed, she becomes equivalent to
Nature, and hangs her curtains continuous with the
clouds and waterfalls.?

1 T, D, p. 264.
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Consequently, the closer you yourself lie to
Nature, and the more you are carried from the
position of an external observer to stand within
the secret of its inmost heart, the more instinct
with truth and beauty will appear such passages
(and they abound throughout Carpenter’s writing)
in which, at first sight perhaps, you found scarce
anything to be desired.

We cannot pass from our typical quotation
without noting another thing. To Carpenter,
Nature is alive, one might almost say personally
alive.

The old Earth breathes deep and rhythmically, night
and day, summer and winter, giving and concealing herself.

It is not that Nature is simply animated, she is
spiritually quick. It is a corollary of his theory
of Creation, already expounded, that ‘‘ objects”’
are not dead matter, but are ‘‘ other egos, and the
egos enter into relation with each other.”” ! Ob-
jects are true selves; and what we call

Knowledge, Perception, Consciousness (in its ordinary
form) are messages or modes of communication between
various selves—words, as it were, by which intelligences
come to expression, and become known to each other and
themselves. All Nature we have to conceive as the
countless interchange of communication between count-
less selves.?

All objects exist for the utterance of a spiritual
Somewhat which is the ground of their manifesta-

1 4. C., p. 43. 3 Ibid., p. 44.
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tion and being. They are ‘ saying’’ something
to us who come to know them. Our truest know-
ledgeof them is not biological, chemical knowledge,
but is spiritual—our clearest reading of their
message.

Carpenter’s theory of Beauty® is based upon
the same feeling. In effect, it is this. We get
the sense of Beauty whenever the spiritual idea
which is struggling for expression and utterance
in us meets with and recognizes itself in objects
presented to us. The beauty of an object, exter-
nally known, is related to its form to the extent
that such form is perceived by us—maybe un-
consciously—to be expressive of the same spiritual
idea that uttersitself in us. Beauty is the recog-
nition of souls. Known internally, all objects
would be beautiful, since then the recognition of
unity would be complete; and we should thus
be brought to the point from which Nietzsche
announced his ideal ‘‘ to see the necessary in all
things as being beautiful.”

Nature, then, is in reality an organism of
spiritual selves. Carpenter glows with prophetic
fervour in his affirmation of this fact.

In the woods a spirit walks which is not wholly of the
woods,

But which looks out over the wide Earth and draws to
itself all men with deep unearthly love.?

The poem entitled ‘* Among the Ferns’ may
well be taken as the classical expression of it.

1 4. C, pp. 1921, 3 Ibid., p. 186,
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In the silence of the greenwood I knew the secret of
the growth of the ferns;

I saw their delicate leaflets tremble, breathing an un-
described and unuttered life ;

And, below, the ocean lay sleeping ;

And round them the mountains and the stars dawned
in glad companionship for ever.

And a voice came to me, saying :

In every creature, in forest and ocean, in leaf and tree
and bird and beast and man, there moves a spirit other
than its mortal own,

Pure, fluid as air—intense as fire,

Which looks abroad and passes along the spirits of
all other creatures, drawing them close to itself,

Nor dreams of other law than that of perfect equality ;

And this is the spirit of immortality and peace.

And whatsoever creature hath this spirit, to it no
harm may befall ; s

No harm can befall, for wherever it goes it has its
nested home, and to it every loss comes charged with an
equal gain ;

It gives—but to receive a thousand-fold ;

It yields its life—but at the hands of love ;

And death is the law of its eternal growth.

And I saw that was the law of every creature—that
this spirit should enter in and take possession of it,

That it might have no more fear or doubt or be at war
within itself any longer.

And lo! in the greenwood all around me it moved,

Where the sunlight floated fragrant under the boughs,
and the fern-fronds winnowed the air ; v

In the oak-leaves dead of last year, and in the small
shy things that rustled among them ;

In the songs of the birds, and the broad shadowing
leaves overhead ;

In the fields sleeping below, and in the river and the
high dreaming air ;
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Gleaming ecstatic it moved—with joy incarnate.

And it seemed to me, as I looked, that it penetrated
all these things, suffusing them ;

And wherever it penetrated, behold! there was
nothing left down to the smallest atom which was not
a winged spirit instinct with life.

It is one thing, however, to theorize about
Nature as an organism of selves entering into
relations with each other, and it is another thing
to be conscious of one’s identity with Nature in
actual experience. The former arises out of the
latter ; that is to say, all that has just been
written about Carpenter’s peculiar feeling for
Nature, and his doctrines concerning it, are the
formulation in artistic and intellectual terms of
his experience of being conscious in what we have
called the third unity. There is nothing for us to
do here except to receive the personal witness.
Such testimonies are constantly multiplying,
and there is no reason to doubt either the sanity
or the sincerity of those who offer them. It
is apparently possible for an individual to enter
a deeply inward and practically boundless area
of consciousness in which the ordinary boundaries
of individuality are dissolved or submerged, and
the man becomes aware not simply of ‘* some-
thing far more deeply interfused,”” but that he
himself ¢s that Something. It is as if the con-
sciousness of the mountain-peak, descending
down through its own heart, and without losing

t7.D., p. 181,
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its own self-awareness, should experience its
identity with the range-consciousness, and more
deeply still with the matrix-consciousness of
that earth-crust in which the ranges are rooted.

It must be exceedingly difficult to give literary
expression to this profound experience ; and not
less difficult for those whose lives are usually far
removed from that mystic region to discover any
sense—as they would say—in words which attempt
to describe it. Such an attempt Carpenter has
made in a poem entitled ‘“ By the Shore.”

I am a bit of the shore ; the waves feed upon me, they
come pasturing over me ;

I am glad, O waves, that you come pasturing over me.

I am a little arm of the sea; the same tumbling,
swooning dream goes on—1I feel the waves all around
me, I spread myself through them.

How delicious! I spread and spread. The waves

tumble through and over me—they dash through my
face and hair. . . .

Suddenly I am the Ocean itself; the great soft wind
creeps over my face.

I am in love with the wind—I reach my lips to its
kisses. . .

I am not sure any more which my own particular bit
of shore is ;

All the bays and inlets know me; I glide along in and
out under the sun by the beautiful coast-line ;

My hair floats leagues behind me; millions together
my children dash against my face ;

I hear what they say and am marvellously content.!

And then the inevitable transition of thought
and feeling to Humanity : :
i+ T. D, p. 192,
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I know but I do not care any longer which my own
particular body is—all conditions and fortunes are mine.

By the ever-beautiful coast-line of human life, by all
shores, in all climates and countries, by every secluded
nook and inlet,

Under the eye of my beloved Spirit I glide ;

O joy ! for ever, ever, joy!

I am not hurried—the whole of eternity is mine ;

With each one I delay, with each one I dwell—with
you I dwell. . . .

I take the thread from the fingers that are weary, and
go on with the work ;

The secretest thoughts of all are mine, and mine are
the secretest thoughts of all,

The working-out of this general attitude and
feeling towards Nature into all its details is
beyond the scope of the present study. We
may delay, however, to see it operating in refer-
ence to two conspicuous natural facts—the Body
and Death. There are few better solvents than
Carpenter’s writings for one of the radical errors
of traditional Christian  teaching—namely, that
the flesh is essential enmity against'the spirit,
that there is a necessary schism between body
and soul, that, at best, the body is something to
be perpetually fought against, constantly sup-
pressed and subdued, and, at worst, something to
be ‘‘ cut off,”’ or ‘* plucked out,”’ and cast from us.
Carpenter’s attitude towards the body is entirely
positive and healthy. He admits the value of
pain and discipline ; no one affirms with greater
emphasis the necessity of mastery; but all this
is with a view to gaining the full enjoyment and
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use of the body, not to crushing it and keeping it
under. The body is not meant to be a constant
menace; but to become a dear companion.
““Nor soul helps flesh,”” said Browning, ‘‘ more
than flesh helps soul.”” ‘‘ The body is a root of
the soul.” * It is as if the plane of mortality
were an underground world ; what we see here
of each other are such portions of ourselves as
are buried in the soil of finitude; the soul is
blossoming on another plane, but draws part of its
subsistence from mortal experience, which is
mediated through the body as through a root.
There is no more sense in asceticism, as ordinarily
conceived and usually practised by religious de-
votees, than there is in starving and bleeding
the roots of a plant, though there is such a thing
as root-pruning against rank fruitless growth.

Regarded in another way—as we have already
seen—the body is the race-mind made visible,
it is our race-inheritance made available. It is
stupid to squander that inheritance, but no less
stupid to put it under lock and key. The great
ideals of the race, which Carpenter calls the gods,
focus for the individual in the physiological
centres of the body.

The body is notvile. It is not only a Temple of God,
but it is a collection of temples; and just as the images
of the gods dwell in the temples of a land, and are the
objects of service and the centres of command there, so,
we may say, the gods themselves dwell in the centres

1. T. D, p. 37.
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and sacred places of the body. Every organ and centre
of the body is the seat of some great emotion, which in
its proper activity and due proportion is truly divine,
It is through this bodily and physiological centre that
the emotion, the enthusiasm, that portion of the Divine
Being, expresses itself; and in the pure and perfect
body that expression, that activity, is itself a revelation.
The total physiology of Man is, or should be, the nearest
expression of divinity complete, and the replica or image
of the physiology of the Cosmos itself.?

With outlook no less positive, optimistic,
natural, does Carpenter view the fact of physical
death—of the other form of death, the death to
self, we shall have to deal in another place.?
He lays the ancient ghost. ‘Death is the friend,
the *‘ far-infolder.”” It is the angel of deliverance.

Here in this prison-cell while the walls grow thicker—
of all I was a little spark waits yet its liberation.

Come quickly, Death, and loose this last remainder
of me—shatter the walls,

Break down this body of mine, and let me go.?

In one of his finest poems, he reminds us of
the fact—obvious enough to all who will reflect
a little—that while we are children we do not
possess our childhood ; it is only our later life
which gives us possession of it. It is when we
leave it behind that we really hold it.

Now, leaving it all,

The window truly for you will never stand open again,

14.cC,p. 161,

3 Vide The Dyama of Love and Death.
2 T.D,p. 330.
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nor the sweet night-air through it blow—never again for
you on the little coverlet of your bed will the moonlight
fall ;

And yet mayhap for the first time will the wind really
blow and the moonlight fall,

For the first time shall you really see the face of your
father whom you used to meet so often on the stairs.

All the spaces and corners of the house, and the swing-
ing of the doors, and the tones and voices of those behind
them, shall be full of meanings which were hidden from
you while you dwelt among them.!

Basing upon some such experience as this, he
rises to the generalization that we ‘' take by
leaving,” we ‘‘ hold by letting go’’ *; and applies
the Law thus formulated to Death.

When at last Death comes, then all of Life shall be to
us as the house of our childhood—
For the first time we shall really possess it.?

Death is the great revealer. It strips off the
mask. Itis the wind that drives away the delu-
sive earth-mists. The night of death will make
clear that which has been long hidden from us by
the light-curtain of the day of Life. We live
tented in mortality. Thereisno other world than
Here; and Eternity is Now. In reality, we
exist in a great world, full of visions and glories
and immortal presences ; with boundless horizons,
endless vistas, roofed by Infinity. But we are in
a tent. Within its narrow confines we go about
our work, consort with friends, gaining what may .

1T D, p. son ‘Ibid,, p. 500, 3 Ibid., p. 502}
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be from love and hate, joy and sorrow ; we have
our familiar furniture, our dear household gods.
Many there are who imagine that this is all their
world. But for others, who find from time to
time leisure from themselves, peeps of the bigger
life which oceans our mortality come through
chinks in the tent-wall, ghostly presences cast
their shadows on the threshold or on the curtained
doorway, and far sounds come floating in ; maybe,
at times, a few will make timid, or venturesome,
excursions a little way outside the tent-door ;
but for the most part we are confined within this
““ our house of tabernacle’’ and live in ignorance,
if not without hope, of the Infinite Circumstance,
the world of immortality where ‘‘ the great Voices
sound and Visions dwell.”” Death removes the
tent, and lets us out into the larger life which has
always surrounded us, but from which the tent
has cut us off.

The change will be like that, though it may
not be sudden as that. Perhaps the tent is
manifold, and many deaths will be needed to
deliver us into the perfect knowledge and the
perfect life. - Yet if the change be an zonial pro-
cess, its progression is irresistible, and its end sure.

Death shall change as the light in the morning changes ;
Death shall change as the light ’twixt moonset and
dawn.!

No wonder that the man who had these feelings
1 T,.D,p. 184,
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and thoughts of Nature calls the world of men

.back from its many quests and wanderings into
communion with the Great Mother, and pleads, by
‘“ opening the door,” for a more natural, less
artificial life.

It is a perfectly legitimate question to ask pre-
cisely what Carpenter means by a return to a
more natural life. It may be said at once that
one so eminently sane and sympathetic as he is
has no desire to tantalize us with a policy of
perfection; he would not make us all farmers
and dairymaids; nor does he propound a house
in the country as a panacea for all our evils and
woes.

One or two quotations will make clear the
direction away from which, at any rate, his mind
is looking. In the poem already referred to,
‘““ The Open Secret,” he speaks of man as the
one being who is not ‘‘ at home ’’ in the world :

He, Cain-like, from the calm eyes of the Angels,

In houses hiding, in huge gas-lighted offices and dens,
in ponderous churches,

Beset with darkness, cowers ;

And like some hunted criminal torments his brain

For fresh means of escape continually ;

Builds thicker higher walls, ramparts of ‘stone and
gold, piles flesh and skins of slaughtered beasts,

"T'wixt him and that he fears ;

Fevers himself with plans, works harder and harder,

And wanders far and farther from the goal.

And still the great World waits by the door as ever,

The great World stretching endlessly on every hand,
in deep on deep of fathomless content—
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Where sing the Morning-stars in joy together,
And all things are at home.!

With genuine passion, and prophetic warning
to a world taking the wrong way, he cries, in
another place :

O gracious Mother, in thy vast eternal sunlight

Heal us, thy foolish children, from our sins ;

Who heed thee not, but careless of thy Presence
Turn our bent backs on thee, and scratch and scrabble
In ash-heaps for salvation,?

He has withering scorn for the artificiality of
much that is characteristic of modern life :

In the drawing-rooms I saw scarce one that seemed at
ease ; .

They were half-averted sad anxious faces, impossible
pompous faces, drawling miowling faces, peaked faces
well provided with blinkers,

And their owners kept standing first on one leg and
then on the other.?

Not less so for the timidity, infidelity, un-
reality, and lack of virility so manifest in the
populations of towns and cities:

These populations—

So puny, white-faced, machine-made,

Turned out of factories, out of offices, out of drawing-
rooms, by thousands all alike—

Huddled, stitched up, in clothes, fearing a chill, a
drop of rain, looking timidly at the sea and sky as at
strange monsters, or running back so quick to their
suburban runs and burrows,

Y T.D,p. 377: 3 ]bid., P. 425. 3 Ibid., p. 139.
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Dapper, libidinous, cute, with washed-out small eyes—

What are these ?

Are they men and women ?

Each denying himself, hiding himself ?

Are they men and women ?

So timorous, like hares—a breath of propriety or
custom, a draught of wind, the mere threat of pain or of
danger ? !

The humour and the (probably intentional)
exaggeration of these passages soften the sting
somewhat, but they are home-thrusts. When he
speaks of some of the conditions of modern labour,
however, he is at no pains to put the button on
the foil :

Cross-legged in a low tailor’s den, gasping for breath—

The gas flaring, doors and windows tight shut, the
thick sick atmosphere ;

The men in their shirt-sleeves, with close heat from the
stove, and smell of sweat and of the cloth ;

Stitching, stitching, twelve hours a day, no set time
for meals—

Stitching, cross-stitching, button-holing, binding,

Silk twist, cotton twist, black thread, white thread,

Stouting, felling, pressing, damping,

Basting, seaming, opening seams, rantering,

With sore eyes, sick sick at heart, and furious,

In a low tailor’s den he sits.

All day in his mind—Ilike a hunted criminal—he re-
volves ;

How shall I escape ? »

How change this miserable pittance for Freedom, and
yet not starve ? 2

In such passages, which might easily be multi-
1 T.D., p. 266, 3 Ibid., p. 280

:
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plied, Carpenter suggests the existence in modern
society of great areas of unnatural life. It takes
several forms, but the thing is patent enough in
the factories and in the churches, in the suburban
drawing-rooms and in the East End sweating-
dens. He thinks that it is chiefly the cause of all
the diseases, physical, mental, moral, from which
modern society suffers (vide the scathing Zola-
esque, ‘‘ Surely the Time will come” !). How
has this state of things come about ? How may
it be remedied ? The former is the prior question,
and happily can the more ecasily be answered.
What causes have unhomed us in the world ?
The list is not exhaustive, but three such causes
can be named.

It will scarcely be denied that the Church—the
teachings and presuppositions of orthodox reli-
gion—has a good deal to answer for in this matter.
It has taught us that the world is evil ; a tempta-
tion-haunted house of probation ; a devil’s acre ;
something to be perpetually struggled with; a
siren, so that to enjoy it is one of the great be-
trayals of the spiritual life. All natural things
are evil, lie under the doom of a heavenly decree,
and exist only to be annihilated by shock and
fire. ‘“ We are but pilgrims here, Heaven is our
home.” Mortality is a kind of disease. Natural
passions are sinister. We have been exhorted
- for long time to renounce this world, and to pre-
pare for another one. The Church has set itself

A T, D, p. 388.
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up as a kind of foreign embassy, in which the
citizens of a heavenly kingdom may find refuge
amid the threatening stresses of an enemy’s land.
With its appalling doctrine of original sin, with
its disproportionate emphasis on human sinful-
ness, and by itself creating not a few sins and so
haunting us, as children are haunted by the im-
aginary bogies of nursery-tales, the Church has
done much to drive us out of Nature’s garden, to
hound us out of her bosom, and to make us aliens
in one of the Many Mansions of the Father’s
House. The Church has attempted to wrench
asunder the corporeal and the spiritual aspects
of life, and by proclaiming a doctrine of Salvation
(Health) which applies to one aspect of the life
only (the Soul) has set up a false standard of
holiness (Wholeness).

The second cause—not altogether unconnected
with the first—may be referred to in a general
way as the elaboration of social organization ;
society, acting under an unconscious instinct of
self-preservation, covers itself with an armoury
of scales (conventions, proprieties, and the like)
against the threat of disturbance and disinte-
gration from the natural spontaneous impuises of
the individual. Up to a point this armament is
necessary to the existence of society, and is not
without its advantage to the most venturesome
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