Characteristics
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[The Charakteristik, a characterization or sketch of a character,
was a favorite literary type of the German romantics, the best
known example being the Charasteristiken und Kritken of the
brothers Schlegel (1801). Carlyle adopted the term to apply to
his analysis of the condition of the age, which is the real point
of this essay that purported to be a review of two books, Thomas
Hope's The Origin and Prospect of Man (1830) and Friedrich
Schlegel's Philosophical Lectures (1831). The essay was first
published in the Edinburgh Review in December 1831. Along
with “Signs of the Times,” “Characteristics” proved to be a
seminal essay for Carlyle’s thought and for much of that of the
Victorian age. Here he excoriates the utilitarian self-conscious-
ness of the age and asserts the need for a religious belief to

reanimate society.]

The healthy know not of .their health, but only the sick:
this is the Physician’s Aphorism; and applicable in a far
wider sense than he gives it. We may say, it holds nd less in
moral, intellectual, political, poetical,,than in merely cor-
poreal therapeutics; that wherever, or in what shape soever,
powers of the sort which can be named vital are at work,
herein lies the test of their working right or working wrong.
Inthe Body, for example, as all doctors are agreed, the
first condition of complete health is, that each organ per-
form its function unconsciously, unheeded; let but any
organ announce its separate existerice, were it even boast-
fully, and for pleasure, not for pain, then already has one
of those unfortunate ‘false centres of sensibility’ established
itself, already is derangement there. The: perfection of bod-
ily well-being is, that the collective bodily activities seem
one; and be ‘manifested, moreover, not in themselves, but
in the action they accomplish. If a Dr. Kitchiner boast that
his system is in high order, Dietetic Philosophy may in-
deed ‘take credit; but the true Peptician was that Country-
man who answered that, “for his part, he had no system.”
In fact, unity, agreement is ‘always silent, or, soft-voiced; - it
is only discord that loudly proclaims jtself. -So-long as the
several elements of Life, all fitly adjusted, can pour forth
their movement like harmonious tuned strings, it is a mel-
ody and unison; Life, from its mysterious fountains, flows
out as in celestial music and diapason,—which also, like
that other music of the spheres, even because it is peren-
nial and complete, without interruption and without im-
perfection, might be fabled to escape the ear. Thus t0o, in
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-conscious of it,
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:::gle el:;;g;:ig:gs, ul:itth-e s}tlate of health well denoted by a
to %e, we say that we Z;e\:!vhe;e_?ve feel ourselves as we wish
wlthevt; :twfretl?ls',t it is ‘to b'e feared, are permanently blessed
o o Jel clb ch:f having no system’; nevertheless, most
of us light agérial on young years, may remember seasons
o 2 lig t,h 2o t;a‘xixslucency and elasticity and perfect
freedom; the wasy. had not yet become the prison-house of
pe oo tl-;ou -, its vehicle and implement, like a creature
of the th wﬁ l;aa).dn(}.altogether pliant to its bidding. We knew
through eye and e;TbaS;dw:Ho:\Zn“fted,f ot and leapt;
thr an . : ues of sense,
c1e1;x;:eig:grkt;dmgs from without, and from witcl?i:eiszl::c;
siving anq relés' f_orce;' we stood as in_ the centre of Nature
gviag and e‘a/,mgl,1 in harmony with it all; unlike Virgil's.
Deoandmer in tho appy because we did not know our
esedne t.h v d'dose days, health and sickness were forei
yet One, the whole man like an inarmorted g oS -
e _ ) n incorporated Wi
" ::e liI;:stcgrrltienv::s:J:c;ssful Labour'thg human“llcl)ltl' r?:gclr:{
or i e: a pure, pe unre
isic ) e, P rpetual, unre
e gult)eizgltof perfect white light, rendering all-gt?lriied
whiten’es ut itse nux}:_seen, eveu-'becaus"e‘ it was of that perfe%i
hi co!m,"s o oblrrggu'lar obstruction had yet broken it
oo o _;:on ?d eginning of ‘Inquiry is Disease: all Sci-
fecling of Somv:}l‘.er we}l, as llt must have originated in the
b g of som : ull)g being wrong, so it is and continues to
the wrong -Thu:,' ismemberment, and' partial healing of
e sprin.gs fro" as was of .olc‘l written, the Tree of Knowl-
e prings | Ar: a root 'gf evgl, and bears fruits of good
e am remame_d in Paradise, there had b
pna oniny and no Metaphysics. -
diseasé' aaailoz;ls('the_P}}dosophgr declares, ‘Life itself is g
sion!"[:he worl ing incited by suffering’; action from pas
Shon Unconsc_ory of that first state of Freedom and gr i
droam voonse rll(z‘jushness has faded away into an ideal p%et?::
Knowiedgs, the's ere too conscious of many things: with
how! best'to . tymptor_n of Derangement, we mu’st' l
oo best intes ore a little Order. Life is, in few i e,
ervals, the diapason "of aingavenlvmrs::lr:)?s'
v VA

oftenest the Tic

€ fer i
ce Jar of disruptions and convulsions, which
;th Tegarding. Neverihelc: ’
: ‘ I eless, such
: ::r:j or;four' ehalf; in all vital action
D ane effort is, that we should be un-
ond, alse the _peptic "Countryman, never
ystem." For, indeed, vital action

her manifest purpos

know that we
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everywhere is emphatically a means, not an end; Life is not-
given us for the mere sake of Living, but always with an ul-
terior external Aim: neither is it on the process, on the
means, but rather on the result, that Nature, in any of her
doings, is wont to intrust us with insight and volition.
Boundless as is the dorhain of man, it is but a small frac-
tional proportion of it that he rules with Consciousness and
by Forethought: what hwmij
altogether X rehend, is essentially the me

now and com

all; the great is evel, in one sense O other, the

mﬂ_n;,s_@ws;ggﬂ&%“

of it ‘ dersiood. But Nawre, 1t mig seem, es,

like a kind mother, to hide from us even this, that she is a

mystery: she will have us rest on_her beautiful and awful

bosom _as 1f it were our secure nhome; On The bottomless
S Deep vhereon a uina i w_ﬁ“ and

wonderfully swim, she

which suppor

instantaneousty bUIn up) were _no ;
foundation. Forever T the neighbourhood of an inevitable
Death, man can forget that he is born to die: of his Life,
which, strictly ‘meditated, contains in it an Tmmensity and
an Eternity, he can conceive lightly, as of a simple imple-
ment wherewith to do day-labour and earn wages. SO cun-
ningly does Nature, the mother of all highest Art, which only
apes her from afar, ‘body forth the Finite from the Infinite’;
and guide man’ safe on his wondrous path, not more by
endowing him with vision, than, at the right place, with
plindness! Under all her works, chiefly under her noblest
work, Life, lies a basis of Darkness, which she benignantly
conceals; in Life too, the roots and inward circulations
which stretch down fearfully to the regions of Death and
Night, shall not hint of their existence, and only the fair
stem with its leaves and flowers, shone on by the fair sunm,
shall disclose itself, and joyfully grow.

However, W_i@!}gg.tﬂﬂﬂl!ln_gﬂmf to the_abstryse, Of too
eagerly asking Why and How, in things where our answer
must needs prove, in great part, an echo of the question,
let us be content tO remark farther, in the merely historical
way, how that Aphorism of the bodily Physician holds good
in quite other departments. Of the Soul, with her activities,
we shall find it no less true than of the Body: nay, cry the
Spiritualists, is not that very division of the unity, Man, into
a dualism of Soul and Body, itself the symptom of disease;

as, perhaps, your frightful theory of Materialism, of his be=-

ii but a Body, and th_erefore, at Jeast, Qocewmore a.unity,
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12 the paroxysm whi as_criti he in-
ning of cure! But omitting this, we observe, with confidence
enough, that the truly strong mind, view it as Intellect, as
Morality, or under any other aspect, iswd

acquail_lted with its strength; that here as before the sign of

. is ) sness. In our inward, as in our outward
world, what 1s mechanical lies open to us: not what is
, c.iy'namlcal and has vitality. Of our Thinking, we might say
it is but the mere upper surface that we shape into articulaté
Tl}ought§;—underneath the region_of argument and con-
scious_discou Ties the region of meditation; here, in its
3 sterious depths, dwells_what_vital force is in us;
d not merely, manufac

here, if aught‘is to be created, an tured

,MWW_M—MW ctureis
intelligib trivial: Creation is great, and canpot.be
understood. hus if the Debater and “Demonstrator, whom
we may rank as the lowest of true thinkers, knows what he
has dg_ne, and how he did it, the Artist, whom we rank as
the highest, knows not; must speak of Inspiration and in
one or the other dialect, call his work the gift of a’divinity.
But on the whole, ‘genius is ever a secret to itself’; of this
old truth we hdve, on all sides, daily evidence. The Shak-
speare takes no airs for writing Hamlet and the Tempest
unqerst_ands not that it is anything surprising: Milton,
again, is more conscious of his faculty, which accordingl);
is an mf.erlor one. On the other hand, what cackling
and strutting must we not nfteme
_shape—of academical prolusion. maiden speech, review ar-

ticle,this or the other well-ﬂedged goose has groduced its
goose-eg of quifc measurable value, were it the Eink'of its

who twonde,
k no !
wFoollsh enough, too, was the College Tutor's "éurprisé ;t
alter Shandy: how, though unread in Aristotle, he could
nev;rtheless argue; and not knowing the name of any dia-
lectic tool, .handled them all to perfection. Is it the skilful-
est anatomist that cuts the best figure at Sadler’s Wells? or
does the boxer hit better for knowing that he has a ﬂéxor
longus and a flexor brevis? But indeed, as in the higher case
of the Poet, so here in that of the Speaker and Inquirer
the true force is an unconscious one. The h % ,
/' standing, we should say, is n 0g

r-
mentative,

<Tthe Intuitive; for the end of ing is not t
"prové’aan find reaso _and_helieve. Of logic

1T imits, and uses and abuses, there were much togbe,
said and examined; one fact, however; which chiefly con-
cerns us here, has long been familiar: that the man of logic
and the man of insight; the Reasoner and the Discoverer, or

bt hiter //M'VI/Q /éﬂ/t" *; ’301""(/'1.;') l'
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ite_separable =<indeed, for mest part,

- > 3 oy le
i : rs. In practical matters, for exar_pp e,
hlz::eitsiot-become aﬁ‘ne\ost prgverbial that the or;;:\ cc;f“lcs)glsci
is i “whom business-peo; ;
et Pmsp’i'ﬁeg;til;:rlrsa':: V%grd-monger‘; his -vital 'mt:ﬂ:::;
toal o anlies dormant or extinct, his whole force is me an-
tual pated ious: of such a one it is foreseen that, -whlen orld :
1cal,-fc°:;(:i with the infinite complexitiés of the rea dw\\?ant:
c('ml!-t(:l . compact theorem of the world will -.be .fO\lx)n ant:
?r:sg lth:t unless he can throw itl m;er}::ﬁ::! :I;iy e;::‘ me 2
v ill- rily founder. » N
Sper cre?turrt;e{\: ‘tl:g“mg:tc me&ual of -all characters, ge;:;
SPCCUIat‘(:;king Tis: your dialectic man-at-arms; ;lw:ererfect'
erallyd '-ZF; _3-pie in syllogistic ‘mail of proof, and l?eC-'on-
Toast fp lopic-fence, how little does 1t a\{all him! Con-
n):::erth(:a olg Schoolmen, and their pilgru::tagcil x;‘v(v):\::ied
si : _ . eir_ PIg
h: faithfulest endeavour, Inces ve !
Tr“t?z; gf‘:an great natural vigour; only no -progr::l." t:::l:e
ing Lut‘ antic feats of one limb poised against the o her; there
thoy. balanced; somersetted, and m_ade Po?t}lresbérvishes'
v ed swiftl . with some pleasure, like Spinning Ll hes,
o :d iv‘l):ére they. began. So is it, sO will it avalwaystl .
al?d enl? System-makers and builders -of‘,lqg‘gcal mrd£a§t§.
:f“:/haich 'Zlass a certain remnant rln‘gst., l.l; ;m‘:ﬁ. i:sis h oyt
in our own, survive and build. Logic is good,’ S not
tdhzntl);‘tl.r 0The Irretragable Doctor, with his ch:il:s lc:)f i:-,?;l
ion. his corollaries, dilemmas and other cun i g cgo
apeam and apparatus, will cast you a beautiful horos: pe‘
dla:jgrar::k reasonable things; nevertheless your sto_len ](;»f\:z';
a»‘vnhicshpyou wanted him to find Z;ou, i:hnott }Eﬁ;?:rc::ll:\gls ften
i inged as the . :
i)_)llntsxzi-nz Y\Z:l;?:éozozdé;lthi, shall we see lthe ;iiﬂicg:;y :lplltll‘:
’ i ret laid bare; while the [rrefragable, |
::Iur:i!@e rl'o:ril:alnst:g;, hews at it,h_and hovers around it, and
i o hard for him. )
ﬁm:\s l;i::n ?rl\l t11::: dji:t%rence between Oratory and Bhemlli:i
'r%det;zi everywhere in that superiority ‘OE'Wh?ltl lstr(:t!ion
th IN tural over the Artificial, we find a sup:lar illus on.
EIi'll‘: Oarator persuades and carries all with him, he ktl"IOWS nc::
hofv- the Rhetorician can prove that he oug‘ht.toa z;:':t Seof
uad’ed and carried all with him: the one is in  state o
il lthy unconsciousness, as if he ‘had no sy_stemf ; the ¢ besi
i:avin):xe 'of regimen and dietetic punctuality, eehso :: best
‘his system is in high order.” So stands it, in sh L it
thalh forms of Intellect, whether as directed to the nEl g
alfl t e}; Or‘to the fit imparting thereof; to Poetry, toh o-
Sunce to depth of Insight, which is the basis of both these;

quence,
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always the characteristic of right performance is a certain
spontaneity, an unconsciousness; ‘the healthy know not of
their health, but only the sick.” So that the old precept of
the critic, as crabbed as it looked to his ambitious disciple,
might contain in it a most fundamental truth, applicable to
us all, and in much else than Literature: “Whenever you
have written any sentence that looks particularly excellent,
be sure to blot it out.” In like manner, under milder phrase-
ology, and with a meaning purposely much wider, a living
Thinker has taught us: ‘Of the Wrong we are always con-
scious, of the Right never.’ .

But if such is the law with regard to Speculation and the
Intellectual power of man, much more is it with regard to
Conduct, and the power, manifested chiefly therein, which
we name Moral. ‘Let not thy left hand know what thy right
hand doeth’; whisper not to- thy own heart, How worthy is
this action!—for then it is already becoming worthless. The
good man is he who works continually in welldoing; to

whom welldoing is as his natural existence, awakening . no -

astonishment, requiring no commentary; but there, like a
thing of course, and as if it could not but be so. Self-con-
templation, on the other hand, is infallibly the symptom of
disease, be it or be'it not the sign of cure. An unhealthy
Virtue is one that consumes itself to leanness in repenting
and anxiety; or, still worse, that inflates -itself into dropsical
boastfulness and vain-glory: either - way, there ‘is a self-
seeking; an unprofitable looking behind us to measure the
way we have made: whereas the sole concern is to walk
continually forward, and make more way. If in any sphere
of man’s life, then in the Moral sphere, as the inmost and
most vital of all, it is ‘good that there be wholeness; that
there be unconsciousness, which is the evidence of this. Let

- the free, reasonable Will, which dwells in us, as in our Holy

of Holies, be indeed free, and obeyed like"a‘-Divinity, as is its
right and its effort: the perfect obedience will be the silent
one. Such perhaps were the sense of that maxim; enunciat-
ing, as' is usual, but the half of a truth: To say that we have
a clear conscierice, is' to ‘utter a solecism; had we never
sinned, we should have had no conscience: Weré' defeat un-
known, neither would victory be celebrated by songs of tri-
umph, = '

This, true enough, is an ideal, impossible state of being;
yet ever the-goal towards which our actual state of ‘ being
strives; whichi it is the more perfect the nearer ‘it “can ap-
proach. Nor, in our actual world, where Labour must often
prove ineffectual, and thus in all senses -Light -alternate with
Darkness, and the -nature of an ideal Morality be much
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dified, is th , thus far, terially diff It _ .
[fzzt lg;?cl:se;c:pzssgo 2::: t?nratm;e;er:lr?lg' s;)ezz?ltg IWl:Zsz spair, and type of bedrid valetudinarian i -
is acquainted with his wo;th h'('zs but a little .s‘tock, to cul- : emphatically a Virtue that has becom::?llthl:‘;s(g);egsz':ylggr;s
tivate acquaintance with. Above all, the public acknowledg- ' g‘f)“sl:‘z“s 03 léself; it is all sick, and feels as if it were made
ment of such acquaintance, indicating that it has reached wofk it 2:n d: r;;t[}:?t touch or be touched; in the shape of
8 gu‘;te an tm;]lmatl: fc:oltlx(ng, -boc}i\es ‘;ll.‘tA\l,r_eidy,.totLhe %o?ulatr and'c,audling keep it;r;%f', :It. the :tm:“v by incessant nursing
i judgment, he who taixs much about Virtue in the abstract, . ’ ‘ ive. As the last stage of all
’ !)egins to be su;pect; it is sl'wrewdl)_' guessed t.hé_lt .where the:re \b,t:(r:z)l::,e i;(;?:::y asodca]led, has ceased to begpractise,d ?V;‘sg
[ is great preaching, there will be little almsgwmg. Or again, of Sophists de;c “t. a mere remembrance, we have the era
on a wider s;\:;le, w;hg:lan re}r‘nar{(/_that ag;s of Herongm a}:'.e it, mechanic allyar‘lalcr::go ;ft,‘ts,e’““e“?e, proving it, denying
?ot alg:s (ci)f ] c})‘ral . ilosophy; 1rtfu§, \a{/f en it i?n e_dpbl- demonstrators cannot o eraltngt'“for -it;—as - dissectors and
osop 1set od, 1;}5 e;::me a\:/are o lt}?eb',t 1slslc“y an ; e- _ Thus is true Moral Pgen.e, ! l.;:nt:e the body be dead.
ginning to decline. spontaneous habitual a -pervading ; . . | ius, like. true Intellectual, whi
spirit of Chivalrous Valour shrinks together; and perks it- 'll?}?ee: 1slbut a lower phasis thereof, ‘ever a secret to itsell‘;l.]'
self up into shrivelled Points of Honour; humane Courtesy e healthy moral nature loves Goodness, and without

and Nobleness of mind dwindle into punctilious Politeness, , wonder wholly lives in it: the unhealthy makes lo i
‘avoiding meats’; ‘paying tithe of mint and anise, neglecting - ] ?nd' would fain get to live in it; or, finding such cVe to i,
the weightier matters of the law.’ Goodness, which was a ‘ fruitless, turns round, and not without contempt gurtshlp
rule to itself, must now appeal to Precept, and seek strength ‘ it. These curious relations of the Voluntar ang (? oo
from Sanctions; the Freewill no longer reigns unquestioned - to the Involuntary and Unconscious, and t{le sm llonscnous
and by divine right, but like a mere earthly sovereign, by ‘, tion which, in all departments of our life, the fo: N roars
expediency, by Rewards and Punishments: Or rather, let us to the latter,—might lead us into deep ,questio mer bears
say, the Freewill, so far as may be, has abdicated and with- chology aqd Physiology: such, however, belon ns of Psy-
drawn into the dark, and 2 spectral nightmare of a Necessity : present object. Enough, if the fact itself bcacog T oarent
usurps its throne; for now that mysterious Self-impulse of ] that Nature so meant it with us; that in thisme' A
the whole man, heaven-inspired, and in all senses partaking ,_ made. We may now say, that view man's indi\y :lse " Exist.
of the Infinite, being captiousty questioned in a finite dialect,  ence under what aspect we will, under the hi h‘ tual.l?’xm'
and answering, as it needs must, by silence,—is conceived ’ as under the merely animal aspect, ever, whge Pt
as non-extant, and only the outward Mechanism of it re- :_ vital energy, while in its sound state, is z)iln ure the grand
mains acknowledged: of Volition, except as the synonym of ;Clous one; or, in the words of our old Ans;.en_ aneon
Desire, we hear nothing; of ‘Motives,” without any Mover, 1 . healthy know not of their health, but only the si I])( orism, the i
more than enough. . ' ck. :
. So too, when the generous Affections have become well- , _ To understand man, however, we must look be
nigh paralytic, we have the reign of Sentimentality. The : individual man and his actions or interests, and oeyond the
greatness, the profitableness, at any rate the extremely orna- : gomblnatlon with his fellows. It is in éoci tweW him in
mental nature of high feeling, and the luxury of doing good; 1 rst feels what he is; first becomes what he ety that man
charity, love, self-forgetfulness, devotedness and all manner _ ciety an altogether new set of spiritual activitic e o
of godlike magnanimity,—are everywhere insisted on, and : in him, and the old immeasurably ‘Guickene des a:jre evolved
pressingly inculcated in speech and writing, in prose and T.ned.. Society is the genial element wherein hian surength-
verse; Socinian Preachers proclaim ‘Benevolence’ to all ives and grows; the solitary man were but a e
the four winds, and have TRUTH engraved on their watch- : of himself, and must continue forever folded i small portion
seals: unhappily with little or no effect. Were the limbs in only half alive. ‘Already,’” says a deep Thinl:n’ stu.nted and
right walking order, why so much demonstrating of mo- & meaning than will disclose itself at once, ‘m er, with more
tion? The barrenest of all mortals is the Sentimentalist. conviction, gains infinitely in strength and sury Wi
Granting even that he were sincere, and did not wilfully 1 ment a second mind has adopted it.’ Such e:nesie" the mo-
deceive us, or without first deceiving himself, what good is : plest form, is association; so wondrous the en in its sim-
in him? Does he not lie there as a perpetual lesson of de- . 3 soul with soul as directed to the mere actc ot;? mﬁl:;(:;l_ Ofl
: ing!
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her higher acts, the wonder _is.\stgll more ntx:::lf;{s;,r a??
i that ortion of our being which we name Moral
in that perl indeed, all communion is of a Tc;rf know:
il e el commnien (L X0%

: . . . . u . - t
oty :it s?:fisa?ne;:;gl;'we might almost say, tha; Mora;;:)é
o c.a_ll.e h : e at least it takes an altogether new Tgrmﬁuties
e 'e!‘de as in living growth, expans l.tself. e Do
on every si himself, to what is Highest in himself, ma ¢ but
e Fir t’ol‘ ble of the Law: to the First Table is now sbpe ‘
oy FlrStS iond with the Duties of Man to his Neigh ou.i's, .
by eiso th,e significance of the First now assurrfes i .
o atance Man has joined himself with man; scl);
acts lmcf ofzacts on soul; a mystic miraculous unfatht(:ma :
z{;:Itlstloal‘lneslrablishes itself; Life, inl all: it§ ele;\airll(ts,otfla§r hz‘:xogtl]:t

ightning-s aght,

'Lntensateéi ' g? n::;ra::?t;ethll\Zavegn-kingled, in thq soll.tari
i akens its express likeness in another mu}d, in b
e a;v aother minds, and all blaze-up together in c\c:::\h
tl}ousag . reverberated from mind to mind, fed als.ohl th
?:::t? fll::i in each, it acquires incal(;ulabtled nic;.\vtvo l:fction
i s converte .

By et mcak(::g;b;]eo: e:tvorr;ei:f E}[‘hought can .accuml.llate:
B e :mitted as an everlasting possession: Litera
e, hu:;\[;r as preserved in the memory of Bardi, :;

Runes ed Hieroglyphs engraved on stone, or in Boc;)e s of

it o rinted paper, comes into existence, and begi s

written o_: pwondrous part. Polities are formed; the we;e-

to play i Sto the strong; with a willing loyalty, giving t(‘)(m-

s‘.'bmlm;:gt he may receive guidance: or say rather, in hon-

ot ou ature, the ignorant submitting to the wise; for

:: ritoii ?: ral[l1 even'the rudest communlities, nt\gnmr:)er\gr C)i':-:at-
i brute Force, but always ;

::ar;s'eltfh\::h?l:lzy L:?\iversal title of ;{.sge;;t,d g:sm (;2:, nO:(l)enotlz::

Shei,k. from the §achem of tt;; w; omnWe m,ean e onour

!English Sl'r'rmll..[:alsl:3 sag‘?ge t::c:wn and all-suppor.ting. keysftc:::

of the sfe nb,oic' Reli,gion arises. The devout meditation o the

gi)lt;id am:m, which flitted through his slc)ul(,jshk:,c ;util;zrslscer-
, unknown lands,

g Lot":su?:lgeA\:'vt?erflr?tn}s shared-in by ‘h.is brother me::é

Eamty' ci):o or thréé are gathered together’ in the :tmme‘a

e i hest, then first does the Highest, as it is writ enkug;

o 'ng gn‘ them to bless them’; then first does fai:rt pltar

) ant1 ofg united Worship open a way frcfm Earth to

?-;l:av?:ﬁ' whereon, were it but a simple Jacob's-la )

heavenly Messengers Wwill travel, with glad tidings and un-
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spcakable gifts for men. Such is SociETY, the vital articula-

tion of many individuals into a new collective individual:
greatly the most important of man’s attainments on this
earth; that in which, and by virtue of which, all his other
attainments and attempts find their arena, and have their
value. Considered well, Society is the standing wonder of
‘our existence; a true region of the Supernatural; as it were,
a second all-embracing Life, wherein our first ‘individual
Life becomes doubly and trebly alive, and whatever .of In-
finitude was in us bodies itself forth, and becomes visible
and active.- ,
To figure Society as endowed with life is scarcely a meta-
phor; but rather the statement of a fact by such’ imper-
fect methods as language affords. Look at it closely, that
mystic Union, Nature's highest work with man, wherein
man’s volition plays an indispensable yet so subordinate a_
part, and the small Mechanical grows so ‘mysteriously ang
indissolubly out of the infinite Dynamical, like Body out of
Spirit,—is truly enough vital, what- we .can -call *vital, and
bears the distinguishing character of life. ‘In ‘the same style
also, we can say that Society has its periods -of sickness .and
vigour, of youth, manhood, decrepitude, dissolution. and
new birth; in one or other of which stages we may, :in all
times, and all places where men ‘inhabit, discern it; .and do
ourselves, in this time and place, whether as codperating or
as contending, as healthy members or as diseased .ones, to
our joy and sorrow, form part of it. The question; What is
the actual condition of Society? has .in these days unheppily
become important enough. No one -of ‘us ‘is unconcerned .in
that question; but for the majority of thinking' men “a:true
answer 1o it, such is the state of matters, -appears.almost -ag

, the one thing needful. Meanwhile, as the true answer, ‘that
' is to say, the complete and fundamental answer .and Settle-

ment, often as it has been demanded, is nowhere forthcom-
ing, and indeed by its nature is ..impossible',.any'honut-_ -
proximation towards such is not without value. The feeblest
light, or even so much as-a more JPrecise recognition of: the
darkness, which is the first step ‘to attainment of light,
will be welcome.

This once understood, ‘let it not-seem idle if we remark
that here too our old Aphorism -holds; that again .in the
Body' Politic, as in the animal body, the sign of right: per-
formance is Unconsciousness. Such indeed ‘is virtually the
meaning of that phrase, ‘artificidl state .of society,’ as: con-
trasted with the natural state, and indicating something ‘so
inferior to it. For, in all vital things, men distinguish an

Artificial and a Natural; founding on some dim perception
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or sentiment of the very truth we here insist on: the artificial
is the conscious, mechanical; the natural is the unconscious,
- dynamical. Thus, as we have an artificial Poetry, and prize
only the natural; so likewise we have an artificial Morality,
an artificial Wisdom, an artificial Society. The artificial So-
ciety is precisely one that knows its own structure, its own
internal functions; not in watching, not in knowing which,
but in working outwardly to the fulfilment of its aim, does
the wellbeing of a Society consist. Every Society, every
Polity, has a spiritual principle; is the embodiment, tentative
and more or less complete, of an Idea: all its tendencies of
endeavour, specialties of custom, its laws, politics and whole
procedure (as the glance of some Montesquieu, across in-
numerable superficial entanglements, can - partly decipher),
are: prescribed by an Idea, and flow, naturally from it, as
movements from the living source of motion. This 1dea, be
_jt of devotion to a man or class of men, to 2 creed, to an
institution, or even, as in more ancient times, to a piece of
land, is ever a true Loyalty; has in it something of a reli-
gious, paramount, quite infinite character; it is. properly the
Soul of the State, its Life; mysterious as other forms of Life,
and like these working secretly, and in a depth beyond that

of consciousness.’

Accordingly, it is not in the vigorous -ages’ of a Roman
Republic that Treatises of the Commonwealth are written:
while the Decii are rushing with - devoted bodies on the
enemies of Rome, what need of preaching Patriotism? The.
virtue- of Patriotism: has already sunk from jts- pristine all-

~ transcendent condition, before it has received a name. So
long as the Commonwealth continues rightly athletic, it
cares not to dabble in anatomy. Why teach obedience to the
Sovereign; why so0 much as admire it, or separately recog-
nise it, while a divine idea of Obedience perennially inspires
all. men? Loyalty, like Patriotism, of which itis'a form, was
not praised till it had begun to decline; the Preux Chevaliers
first became rightly admirable, when ‘dying for their king'
had ceased to be a habit with chevaliers. For if the mystic
significance of the State, let this be what it may, dwells vi-
tally in every heart, - encircles every life- as with a second
higher life, how should it-stand self-questioning? 1t must
rush outward, and express itself by works. Besides, if per-
fect, it is there as by necessity, and. does not excite inquiry:
it is also by mature infinite, has no limits; therefore-can be
circumscribed by no conditions and definitions; :cannot be
reasoned of; except musically, or in the language of Poetry,
cannot yet so much as be spoken of. ' .
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Phariseeisms, and vain jangling of sects and doctors, give
token that the soul of it had fled, and that the body itself,
by natural dissolution, ‘with the old forces still at work,. but
working in reverse order,” was on the road to final -disap-

pearance.

We might pursue this question into innumerable other
ramifications; and everywhere, under new shapes,.ﬁnd the
same truth, which we here soO imperfectly enm'mate, dis-
closed; that throughout the whole wprld of man, in all man-
ifestations and performances of his nature, outward and
inward, personal and social, 'the Perfect, the Great 15 a
mystery to itself, knows not itself; whgtspever does kt;‘ow
itself is already little, and more or less imperfect. Or other-
wise, we may say, Unconsciousness belongs to pure un-
mixed life; Consciousness to a diseased'mlxtur'e and con-
flict of life and death: Unconsciousness is the sign of-crea-
tion; Consciousness, at best, that of manufacture. So deep,
in this existence of ours, is the significance of Mystery. Well
might the Ancients make Silence a god; for it is the elen?ent
of all godhood, infinitude, or transcc'andental greatness; at
once the source and the ocean wherein all such Pegms and
ends. In the same sense, too, have Poets sung Hyrpns to
the Night’; as if Night were nobler than Day; as if Day
were but a small motley-coloured veil 'spread transiently
over the infinite bosom of Night, and did but deform ?nd
hide from us its purely transparent et;rna] deeps. So hke&
wise have they spoken and sung as if Silence were the .grand
epitome and complete sum-total of all Harmony; an
Death, what mortals call Death, properly the beginning
of Life. Under such figures, since except in figures there is
no speaking of the Invisible, have men epdeavoured tcl) ex-
press a great Truth;—a Truth, in our Times, as near yhas
is perhaps possible, forgotten by the most; which nevert eﬁ
less continues forever true, forever. all-important, and wi

one day, under new figures, be again brought home to the
bosoms of all.

But indeed, in a far lower sense, the rudest mind has still

some intimation of the greatness there is in Mystery. .If
Silence was made a god of by the Ancients, he still contin-
ues a government—clerk among us Moderns. To all quacks,
moreover, of what sort soever, the effect of Mystery 1s
well known: here and there some Cagliostro, even 1n latter
days, turns it to notable account: the blocl.chead' al:so, who is
ambitious, and has no talent, finds sometimes in the. talent
of silence,” a kind of succedaneum. Or again, looking on
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the opposite side of the matter, do we not see, in the com-
mon understanding of mankind, a certain distrust, a cer-
tain contempt of what is altogether self-conscious and
mechanical? As nothing that is wholly seen through has
other than a trivial character; so anything professing to
be great, and yet wholly to see through itself, is already
known to be false, and a failure. The evil repute your
‘theoretical men’ stand in, the acknowledged inefficiency of
‘paper constitutions,” and all that class of objects, are in-
stances of this. Experience often repeated, and perhaps a
certain instinct of something far deeper that lies under such
experiences, has taught men so much. They know before-
hand, that the loud is generally the insignificant, the
empty. Whatsoever can proclaim itself from the house-tops
may be fit for the hawker, and for those muititudes that
must needs buy of him; but for any deeper use, might as
well continue unproclaimed. Observe too, how the con-
verse of the proposition holds; how the insignificant, the
empty, is usually the loud; and, after the manner of a drum,
is loud even because of its emptiness. The uses of some
Patent Dinner Calefactor can be bruited abroad over the
whole world in the course of the first winter; those of the
Printing Press are not so well seen into for the first three
centuries: the passing of the Select-Vestries Bill raises more
noise and hopeful expectancy among mankind than did the
promulgation of the Christian Religion. Again, and again, we
say, the great, the creative and enduring is ever a secret to it-
self; only the small, the barren and transient is otherwise.

If we now, with a practical medical view, examine, by
this same test of Unconsciousness, the Condition of our
own Era, and of man’s Life therein, the diagnosis we arrive

. at is nowise of a flattering sort. The state of Society in our

days is, of all possible states, the least an unconscious-one:
this is specially the Era when all manner of Inquiries into
what was once the unfelt, involuntary sphere of man’s ex-

. istence, find their place, and, as it were, occupy the whole

domain of thought. What, for example, is all this that we
hear, for the last generation or two, about the Improve-
ment of the Age, the Spirit of the Age, Destruction of
Prejudice, Progress of the Species, and the March of In-
tellect, but an unhealthy state of self-sentience, self-sur-
vey; the precursor and prognostic of still worse health? That
Intellect do march, if possible at double-quick time, is very
desirable; nevertheless, why should she turn round at every
stride, and cry: See you what a stride I have taken! Such a
marching of Intellect is distinctly of the spavined kind;
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what the Jockeys call ‘all action and no go.” Or at best, if we
examine well, it is the marching. of that gouty Patient,
whom his Doctors had clapt on a metal floor artificially
heated to the searing point, so that he was obliged to march,
and did march with a vengeance—nowhither. Intellect
did not awaken for the first time yesterday; but has been
under way from Noah’s Flood downwards: . greatly her best
progress, moreover, was in the old times, when she - said
nothing about it. In those same ‘dark ages,” Intellect (meta-
phorically as well as literally) could invent glass, which now
she has enough ado to grind into spectacles: Intellect built
not only Churches, but a Church, the Church, based on
this firm Earth, yet reaching up, ‘and leading up, as high as
Heaven; and now it is all she can do to keep its doors bolted,
that there be no tearing of the Surplices, no. robbery of the
Alms-box. She built a Senate-house likewise, glorious in its
kind; and now it -costs her a well-nigh mortal -effort to
sweep it clear of vermin, and get the: roof made rain-tight.
But the truth is, with Intellect,-as with-most other things,
we are now passing from that first or boastful stage of Self-
sentience into the second or painful one: out of ‘these often-
asseverated declarations that ‘our system is in high order,’
we come now, by natural sequence, t0 the melancholy con-
viction that it is altogether the reverse. Thus, for instance,
in the matter of Government, the period ‘of the ‘Invaluable
Constitution’ has to.be followed by a: Reform ‘Bill; to lauda-
tory De Lolmes “succeed objurgatory Benthams. At any
rate, what Treatises on the Social Contract, on the Elec-
tive Franchise, the Rights of Man, the Rights of Property,
Codifications, Institutions, Constitutions, have we not, for
long years, groaned under! Or again, With a wider ‘survey,
consider, those Essays on Man, Thoughts on Man, Inquiries
concerning Man; not to mention: Evidences-of the Chris-
tian Faith, Theories ‘of Poetry, COnsideratio‘ns"’- on the
Origin of Evil, which during the last century have ‘accu-
mulated on us to a frightful -extent. Never since the begin-
ning of Time was there, ‘that ‘we héar . or read of, so in-
tensely self-conscious a-Society. Our whole relations‘to the
Universe and to our fellow-man- have become an Inquiry, a
Doubt; nothing will go on of its own accord, and doits
function quietly; but’ all "things must ‘be " probed “into, ‘the
whole working of ‘man’s’ world be’ anatornically studied.
Alas, anatomically studied, that it . may be medically aided!
Till at length indeed, we' have come~to such-a pass, ‘that
except in this same ‘nedicine, with its artifices and appli-
ances, few can so much as imagine any strength or- hope to
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i e rich, prosperous in all manner.of increase,
bceoyll:)[:;le:x:r:\ple: buF thePeMen of those countries are E?o(:f,
needier than ever of all sustenance outward and llnwgl:C .Vos
Belief, of Knowledge, of Money, of Fo_od. Tl'xe ru e: Il oo
non vobis, never altogether to be got rid .of in men; dnustr
try, now presses with such incubus weight, tl.\a.t r:i alasy
must shake it off, or utterly be stranglgd under it; anl, l'ké
can as yet but gasp and rave, and aimlessly strugg e:t ;) ©
one in the final deliration. Thus Change, or the meVé c::un-
approach'of Change, is manifest gverywhere. In onel o
try we have seen lava-torrents of fever-fren;y en;‘/e o;;\ a
things; Government succeed Government, like the peven
tasms of a dying brain. In apother Country, we can ove
now see, in maddest alternation, the Peasant governeth iz
such guidance as this: To labour earnestly onel n'}onbum-
raising wheat, and the next month labour earqest y 1:\ pum
ing it. So that Society, were it. not by nature 1.mr‘r;or ai;‘ nd
its death evér a new-birth, n.ught appear, as it oe‘s;, in the
eyes of some, to be sick to dlssolutlon, and even r"to't writh
ing in its last agony. Sick enough we must'adml -lwhere'u;
with disease enough, a,who!e nosology of dlsease;:; heren
he perhaps is happiest that is not called to prescri f. a F;h);t
sician;—wherein, however, one small piece of pl;) |c:z. that
of summoning the Wisest in the Commonwealth, yth e sole
method yet known or thought of. to come to%e ;:rte nd
with their whole soul consult for it, might, but orha
dious experiences, have seemed unquestlopat?le e:nougth. Soir.

But leaving this, let us rather look within, into ; Fos-

itual condition of Society, and see what aspects an E’here
pects offer themselves there. For after all, 111 is there
properly that the secret and origin of the whole |sb Lo be
sought: the Physical derangsen'\e_:\tslofwﬁ?lzlettr):ea;z Dut the
i impress of - its Spiritual; ‘
:?::3%2 :::nd, le other sickness is superficial, a.md' tlertn;t):é
rary. False Action is the fruit of false Sp'eculauon.l f e
spirit of Society be free and strong, that is to say,'t : rue
Principles inspire the members of Society, then 3e| en:u an
disorders accumulate in its -Erachce; each dgsor er'tW|r_SeS
promptly, faithfully inquired into. and !'emedled as it art s
But alas, with us the Spiritual copdltxon f’f 'Socnetly “:so e
less sickly than the Physical. Examine man's mlehrna wo <
in any of its social relations and performances, here 00
seems diseased self-consciousness, collmqn 'and mu 2 ?n
destructive’ struggie. Nothing acts.fron} Wl.thln outtwalramed
undivided healthy force; everything ‘lfes |mpqtenl£‘ ,
its force turned inwards, and painfully ‘listens to itsell.
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To begin with our highest Spiritual function, with Re-
. ligion, we might ask, Whither has Religion now fled? Of
Churches and their establishments we here say nothing;
nor of the unhappy domains of Unbelief, and how innu-
merable men, blinded in their minds, have grown to ‘live
without God in the world’; but, taking the fairest side of the
matter, we ask, What is the nature of that same Religion,
which still lingers in the hearts of the few who are called,
and call themselves, specially the Religious? Is it a healthy
religion, vital, unconscious of itself; that shines forth spon-
taneously in doing of the Work, or even in preaching of the
Word? Unhappily, no. Instead of heroic martyr Conduct,
and inspired and soul-inspiring Eloquence, whereby Reli-
gion itself were brought home to our living bosoms, to live
and reign there, we have ‘Discourses on the Evidences.’
endeavouring, with smallest result, to make it probable that
such a thing as Religion exists. The most enthusiastic Evan-
gelicals do not preach a Gospel, but keep describing how it
should and might be preached: to awaken the sacred fire
of faith, as by a sacred contagion, is not their endeavour;
but, at most, to describe how Faith shows and acts, and
scientifically distinguish true Faith from false. Religion,
like all else, is conscious of itself, listens to itself; it becomes
less and less creative, vital, more and more mechanical.
Considered as a whole, the Christian Religion of late ages
has been continually dissipating itself into Metaphysics; and
threatens now to disappear, as some rivers do, in deserts
of barren sand.

Of Literature, and its deep-seated, wide-spread maladies,
why speak? Literature is but a branch of Religion, and al-
ways participates in its character: however, in our time,
it is the only branch that still shows any greenness; and,
as some think, must one day become the main stem. Now,
apart from the subterranean and tartarean regions of Lit-
erature;—leaving out.of view the frightful, scandalous sta-
tistics of Puffing, the mystery of Slander, Falsehood, Hatred
and other convulsion-work of rabid Imbecility, and all that
has rendered Literature on that side a perfect ‘Babylon the
mother of Abominations,’ in very deed making the world
‘drunk’ with the wine of her iniquity;—forgetting all this,
let us look -only to the regions of the upper air; to such. Lit-
erature as can be said to have some attempt towards truth in
it, some tone of music, and if it be not poetical, to hold of
the poetical. Among other- characteristics, is not this mani-
fest enough: that it knows itself? Spontaneous devotedness
to the object, being wholly possessed by the object, what
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we can call Inspiration, has well-nigh ceased to appear in
Literature. Which melodious Singer forgets that he is sing-
ing melodiously? We have not the love of greatness, but the
love of the love of greatness. Hence infinite Affectations,
Distractions; in every case inevitable Error. Consider, for
one example, this peculiarity of Modern Literature, the sin
that has been named View-hunting. In our elder writers,
there are no paintings of scenery for its own sake; no eu-
phuistic gallantries with Nature, but a constant heartlove
for her, a constant dwelling in communion with her. View-
hunting, with so much else that is of kin to it, first came
decisively into action through the Sorrows of Werter; which
wonderful Performance, indeed, may in many senses be re-
garded as the progenitor of all that has since become popu-
lar in Literature; whereof, in so far as concerns spirit and
tendency, it still offers the most instructive image; for no-
where, except in its own country, above all in the mind of
its illustrious Author, has it yet fallen wholly obsolete.
Scarcely ever, till that late epoch, did any worshipper of

Nature become entirely aware that he was worshipping,

much to his own credit; and think of saying to himself:
Come, let us make a description! Intolerable enough: when
every puny whipster plucks out his pencil, and insists on
painting you a scene; so that the instant you discern such a
thing as ‘wavy outline,’ ‘mirror of the lake,” ‘stern head-
land,’ or the like, in any Book, you tremulously hasten on;
and scarcely the Author of Waverley himself can tempt
you not to skip.

Nay, is not the diseased self-conscious state of Literature
disclosed in this one fact, which lies so near us here, the
prevalence of Reviewing! Sterne’s wish for a reader ‘that
would give-up the reins of his imagination into his author’s
hands, and be pleased he knew not why, and cared not
wherefore,” might lead him a long journey now. Indeed, for
our best class of readers, the chief pleasure, a very stinted
one, is this same knowing of the Why; which many a
Kames and Bossu has been, ineffectually enough, endeav-
ouring to teach us: till at last these also have laid down their
trade; and now your Reviewer is a mere taster; who tastes,
and says, by the evidence of such palate, such tongue, as he
has got, It is good, It is bad. Was it thus that the French
carried out certain inferior creatures on their Algerine
Expedition, to taste the wells for them, and try whether
they were poisoned? Far be it from us to disparage our own
craft, whereby we have our living! Only we must note these
things: that Reviewing spreads with strange vigour; that
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such a man as Byron reckons the Reviewer and the Poet
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' stion, but to work: “the e ' '
ll:ontg ago written, ‘is an Action, not a Thgfggtf.'l?raxnt'h;t e
secr:n bs:)tlate,f all "I‘houghg were but the picture and inspirinr-
g)ilon wocL ldAlc]:tlon; Phbllosophy, except as Poetry and Relig
, ave no being. And yet how, in this i -
state, can it be avoided, can it be dj ' ithy M
. ) dispensed with?
stands as in the centre of Nature: vis. oot Time o
; _ re; his fraction of Ti
circled by Eternity, his handb cled by
; . R readth of Space encirc
;zgnwﬁ:r;chow sdhavlb:e forbear asking hirﬁself Whalh:\(:nbl)fv
: €; an ither? How too, except in sli :
tial hints, in Kind asseveratio id 2 e, o par-
- ns and assurances, such
mother quiets her fretfully inquisitive child with shal;l!lsha
get answer to such inquiries? , )
on;[‘hle dllslease of Metaphys.ics, accordingly, is a perennial
oriéinnoaf égis, l’E‘hos::‘, questions of Death and Immortality
i, Freedom and Necessit ;
forms, anew make their a Tver, from tor new
. . Ippearance; ever, from ti
time, ‘must the attempt to sha , e The.
' pe for ourselves some -
?gfmwzi tth% h[ig;:grse ?e ;ept;ated. And ever unsuccessfl};:,; :
m of the Infinite can the Finj .
complete? We, the whole species of Manki d our whats
! o t ankind, and o 1
z)l;:ztzr:;e am: :;:st(::l)i, are but a floating speck in thlc;ril\;litrlnoilte
an of the ; yet in that ocean; indi ion
thereof; partaking of its infini ies: borme e o
; | te tendencies: borne thi
and that by its deep-swelling ti : cean out.
: T g tides, and grand oc -
rents,—of which what faintest ch i hat  we
, ance is there that
should ever exhaust the signi i 20ings
\ : gnificance, ascertain the goi
?:d[h?r!;:gfz? A geg!onAof Doubt, therefore, hovers fcgJ?:\:eg:
! round; in Action ‘alone can we h i
Nay, properly Doubt is the indi e inexhaustible
' ¢ indispensable ' inexhausti
msterial whereon Action works, whi cti o Tt
mate > , ich Action has to fash
ton into Certainty and Reality; onl ' ark.
: / and ; on a canvas of Dark-
ness, such is man’s way of bein c)c,)uld
- . ’ t -
plc.:_t;lre qff our Life paint itself andg shine. he many-coloured
Thus if our eldest system of Metaphysics i
] ics is as o 3
Book of Genesis, our latest is that }(’)fyMr. Thomz:;j ?-;og:ze
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i ithi It is a chronic mal-
ublished only within the current year.
gdy that of h%etaphysics, as we sEld, and gerp::gilzyi ;e;:t\'xr:
] i ter and a W 1
us. At the utmost, there is a bet .
(s’t[;ge of convalescence, and a sta}g\e ?tf relaaspiz t‘:;ﬂrlxa?:rv:
i d each other,
sickness: these forever succee i
slow. The first, or conv
of all Life-movement here be oo ot
i that of Dogmatical or
tage, we might also name Do ] -
Zt?tglctive Met%physics; when the mmq constructw:lly T;:-
deavours to scheme out and assert for itself an actu

orem of the Universe, and therewith for a time rests satis-

fied. The second or sick stage might be called that of Scep-

tical or Inquisitory Metaphysi;s; wp«:n gﬂ}l?h ;::il;:ln t:)e;vg)l%
- . v n
idened its sphere of vision, the exisit
{VJlniverse novplonger answers the phenomena, 1o }iongeerr-
ields contentment; but must be torn in pieces, an ch“
zainty anew sought for in the endless realms of denial.
Theologies and sacred Cosmogonies belong, In son;ie r‘ril:::n
ure. to the first class; in all Pyrrhonism, from Pyrrho lown
to Hume and the innumerable disciples fof Humeo, vf:er a: b
i In the former, s
instances enough of the second. ‘
affords satisfaction, a temporary anodyne to hdoglo);,. ia:ﬁ
arena for wholesome action, there: rfnag btiy n:;fm -%f M,eta-
. . ; oe
deed in this case, it holds rgthe.r o ¢
i i .rather than Speculation.
hysics, might be called Inspiration ra )
%h); lat,tgr 1gs Metaphysics propglr; a pure, unmixed, though
time to time a necessary evil. ) ]
fmlr;:)rltruly, if we look into it, there is no more.ffmtless enr
deavour than this same, which the Metaph}fsncxa;l{ pr(‘)ptt:
toils in: to educe Conviction out of Negation. How, aZ
merely testing and rejecting what is not, shall we ever o
tain knowledge of what is? Metaphysxcal S%ecm??:’Na:th
i ingne i t.needs end' -
ins in No or Nothingness, so it must.. oth-
?:g“;:s circulates and must circulate in endless vortnf:c’.ks;E
S ting wing—itself. Our. being 1 made up of Lig

ting, swallo ' ight
Z:;? ggrkness, the Light resting on the Darkness, and bal-

ancing it; everywhere there is Dualism, Equipoisel; a ll)ner:
etual Contradiction dwells in'us: "wher,e shall-‘.I P a_ct:e e{l,- '
Eelf to- escape’ from my own shadow? Consider it well,

Metaphysics is the attempt of the mind to rise -above ‘the

mind; to envl

ind, Hopeless struggle, fo st, as the
;:;e;nﬂmwmt Etrength of sinew, or athletic skill, will enable

i in his arms, and,

test athlete to fold his own body in .

:)he l?;gzgeslift wup himself? The Irish Saint swam t::e ZCZ::r
nZl ‘carr;'ing his head in his teeth’; but the feat has n

imitated. o _
be?lr‘lh:x?lt;is is the age of Metaphysics, in - the proper, or

r the wisest, as:for the.fool-

iron and shut in, or as we say, comprehend ,

-imagined for us..
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sceptical Inquisitory sense; that there was a necessity for its
being such an age, we regard as our indubitable misfortune.
From many causes, the arena of free Activity has long been
narrowing, that of sceptical Inquiry becoming more and
more universal, more and miore perplexing. The Thought
conducts not to the Deed; but in boundless chaos, self-de-
_vouring,- engenders monstrosities, phantasms, fire-breathing
chimeras. Profitable Speculation were this: ‘What is to be
done; and How is it to be done? But with us not so much as
the What can be got sight of. For some generations, all
Philosophy has been-a painful, captious, hostile question
towards everything in the Heaven above, and in the Earth
beneath: Why art thou there? Till at length it has come to
pass that the worth and authenticity of all things seems
dubitable or deniable: our best effort must be unproduc-
tively spent not in working, but in ascertaining our mere
Whereabout, and so much as whether we are to work at
all. Doubt, which, as was said, ever hangs in the back-
ground of our world, has now become our middleground
and foreground; whereon, for the time, no fair Life-picture
can be painted, but only the dark air-canvas itself flow
round us, bewildering and benighting.

Nevertheless, doubt as we will, man is actually Here; not
to ask questions, but to do work: in this time, as in all times,
it must be the heaviest evil for him, if his faculty of Action
lie dormant, and only that of sceptical Inquiry exert itself.
Accordingly, whoever looks abroad upon the world, com-
paring the Past with the Present, may find that the prac-
tical condition of man in these days is one of the saddest;
burdened with miseries which are in a considerable degree
peculiar. In no time was man’s life what he calls a happy
one; in no time can it be so. A perpetual dream there has
been of Paradises, and some luxurious. Lubberland, where
the brooks should run wine, and the trees bend with ready-
baked viands; but it was a dream merely; an impossible
dream. Suffering, contradiction, error, have their quite
perennial, and even indispensable abode in this Earth. Is
not labour the inheritance of man? And what labour for
the present is joyous, and not grievous? Labour, effort, is
the very interruption of that ease, which man foolishly
enough fancies to be his happiness; and yet without la-
bour there were no ease, no rest, so much as conceivable.
Thus Evil, what we call Evil, must ever exist while man ex-
ists: Evil, in the widest sense we can give it, is precisely the
dark, disordered material out of which man’s Freewill has
to create an edifice of order and Good. Ever must Pain urge
us to Labour; and only in free Effort can any blessedness be
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But if man has, in all ages, had enough to encounter,
there has, in' most civilised ages, been an inward force
vouchsafed him, whereby the pressure of things outward
might be withstood. Obstruction abounded; but Faith also
was not wanting. It is by Faith that man removes moun-
tains: while he had Faith, his limbs might be wearied with
toiling, his back galled with bearing; but the heart within
him was peaceable and resolved. In the thickest gloom
there burnt a lamp to guide him. If he struggled and suf-
fered, he felt that it even should be so; knew for what he
was suffering and struggliig. Faith gave him an inward
Willingness; a world of Strength wherewith- to front a
world of Difficulty. The true wretchedness lies here: that
the Difficulty remain and the Strength be lost; that Pain
cannot relieve itself in free Effort; that we have the La-
bour, and want the Willingness. Faith strengthens us, en-
lightens us, for all endeavours and endurances; with Faith
we can do all, and dare all, and life itself has a thousand
times been joyfully given away. But the sum of man’s misery
is even this, that he feel himself crushed under the Jugger-
naut wheels, and know that Juggernaut is no divinity, but a
dead mechanical idol. '

Now this is specially the misery which has fallen on man
in our Era. Belief, Faith has well-nigh vanished from the
world. The youth on awakening in this wondrous Universe
no longer finds a competent theory of its wonders, Time
was, when if he asked himself, What is man, What are the
duties of. man? the answer stood ready written for him. But
now the ancient ‘ground-plan of the Al belies itself when
brought into contact with reality; Mother Church has, to
the most, become a superannuated Step-mother, whose
lessons go disregarded; or are spurned at, and scornfully
gainsaid. For young Valour and thirst of Action no ideal
Chivalry invites to heroism, prescribes what is heroic: the
old ideal of Manhood has grown obsolete, and the new is
still invisible to us, and we grope after it in darkness, one
clutching this phantom, another that; Werterism, Byron-
ism, even Brummelism, each has its day. For Contempla-

" tion and love of Wisdom, no Cloister now opens its religious

shades; the Thinker must, in ‘all senses, wander homeless,
t0o often aimless, looking up to a Heaven which is dead
for him, round to an Earth which is deaf. Action, in those
old days, was easy, was voluntary, for the divine worth of
human things lay acknowledged; Speculation was whole-
some, for it ranged itself as the handmaid of Action; what
could not so range itself died out by its natural death, by
neglect. Loyalty still hallowed obedience, and made rule
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noble; there was still something to be loyal to: the God-
like stood embodied under many a symbol in men’s inter-
ests a_nd business; the Finite shadowed forth the Infinite;
Eternity looked through Time. The Life of man was en-
compassed and overcanopied by a glory of Heaven, even
as his dwelling-place by the-azure vault. '
How changed in these new days! Truly may it be said,
the ]?winigy has withdrawn from the Earth; or veils him-
self in that wide-wasting Whirlwind of a departing Era
wherein the fewest can discern his goings. Not Godhead:
but an iron, ignoble circle of Necessity embraces all things;
binds the youth of these times into a sluggish thrall, or else
exasperates him into a rebel. Heroic Action is paralysed;
for what worth now remains unquestionable with him? At
the fervid period when his whole nature cries aloud for Ac-
tion, there is nothing sacred under whose banner he can
act; the course and kind and conditions of free Action are
all but undiscoverable. Doubt storms-in on him through
every avenue; inquiries of the deepest, painfulest sort must
be engaged with; and the invincible energy of young years
:Naste_lts_elf in sceptical, suicidal cavillings; in passionate
questionings of Destiny,” whereto no answer will be re-
turned.. o
For men, in whom the old perennizal principle of Hunger
(be it Hunger of the poor lgay-drudgg whop stills it wgith
eighteenpence a-day, or of the ambitious Placehunter who
can nowise still it with so little) suffices to fill-up existence
the case _is bad; but not the worst. These men have an aim:
such as it is; and can steer towards it, with chagrin enough
truly; yet, as their hands are kept full, without despera-
tion. Unhappier are they to whom a higher instinct has
been given; who struggle to be persons, not machines; to
whom the Universe is not a warehouse, or at best a fancy-
bazaar, but a mystic temple and hall of doom. For such
men there lie properly two courses open. The lower, yet still
an estimable class, take up with worn-out Symbols of the
Godlike; keep trimming and trucking between these and
Hypocrisy, purblindly enough, miserably enough. A nu-
merous intermediate class end in Denial; and form a theory
that there is no theory; that nothing is certain in the world,
except this fact of Pleasure being pleasant; so they try to
realise what trifling modicum of Pleasure they can come at
and to live contented therewith, winking hard. Of those wé
speak not here; but only of the second nobler class, who
also have dared to say No, and cannot yet say Yea; but feel
that in the No they dwell as in a Golgotha, where life
enters not, where peace is not appointed them.
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d, for most part, is the fate of such men; the hja.rd?r
thél-’I Erlxrobler they a?e. In dim forecastings, wrestles “:lt.g;n
them the ‘Divine Idea of the World,’ yet will nowhere_vxslx y
reveal itself. They have to realise a _Worshlpl for .themsef ves,
or live unworshipping. The ‘Godlike - has yanlsh?_d from
the world; and they, by the strong cry of their §oul s agony,
like true wonder-workers, must again evoke its presence.
This miracle is their appointed task; which they must ac-
complish, or die wretchedly: this miracle .has b_een accom-
plished by such; but not in our lanfi; our lgnd‘ryet'knpr\;rs
not of it. Behold a Byron, in melodious tones, cursmg_ his
day’: he mistakes earthborn ‘passionate Desire -for -heavglii-
inspired Freewill; without -heavenly loadstar,—rushes ma g
into the dance of meteoric lights that hover on the. rrllla
Mahistrom; and goes down among its eddies. Hear a Shetley
filling the earth with inarticulate wail; like the lnﬁ“_‘t?’ Oll)l‘ll-
articulate grief and weeping of forsaken infants. A mnoble
Friedrich Schlegel, stupefied in that fearful 'loygl-mé.:ss,r- as
of a silenced ‘battle-field, flies back: _to l(;gtho!lcgsm, :s a
child might to its slain mother’s bosom, and cling t e(;e,
In lower regions, how many a poor Hazlitt must_wg‘rzl der
on God’s vetdant earth, like the Unblest on bumln__g—. 'e:-
erts; passionately dig wells, and draw up only the dry quxcl-x
sand; believe that he is seeking’ Truth, yet only -wrwit t;‘
among endless Sophisms, dl?ing Qesf:erate battle - as with

- s; and die and make 1o sign: ) 3
sp?::rihl:aolsotetter order of such minds any mad joy of Delmal-
has long since ‘ceased: the problem':is not now- to dgpy, :aut_
to ascertain and perform. Once in destroying ‘the: Fa l;:"-
there was a certain inspiration; but now ‘the gqmus.of. -
struction has done its work, there 1s now nothing more t;
destroy. The doom of the Old has long been pronounced,
and irrevocable; the Old has passed away: but, alas,.thc;
New appears not .in its stead; the Time is still in pangs O
travail with the New. Man has walked by ‘thg.hght of con-
flagrations, and amid the sound of fg.llu_lg‘cme_s; a.pd nc:lw
there is darkness, and.long watching till it lge morning, The
voice even of the faithful can but exclaim: As,yet s‘truggles
the twelfth hour of the Night: birds of darkness are on the
wing, spectres uproar, the degd_walk, the living idream.'—’-;

" Thou, Eternal Providence, wilt. cause. the d_a..y_.v_ to ,dawnt.h
-Such being the condition, temporal and spiritual, ‘o_f 3
world at our Epoch, can we. wonder that the world llstglx;s
to itself, and struggles and writhes, everywhere externally

1Jean Paul's Hesperus (Vorrede). {Carlyle’s note.)

P
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and internally, like a thing in pain? Nay, is not even this
unhealthy action of the world’s Organisation, if the symp-
tom of universal disease, yet also the symptom and sole
means of restoration and cure? The effort of Nature, ex-
erting her medicative force to cast-out foreign impediments,
and once more become One, become whole? In Practice,
still more in Opinion, which is the precursor and prototype
of Practice, there must needs be collision, convulsion; much
has to be ground away. Thought must needs be Doubt and
Inquiry, before it can again be Affirmation and Sacred Pre-
cept. Innumerable Philosophies- of Man,” contending in
boundless hubbub, must annihilate each other, before an

inspired Poesy and Faith for Man can fashion itself to-
gether. '

From this stunning hubbub, a true Babel-like confusion
of tongues, we have here selected two Voices; less as objects
of praise or condemnation, than as signs how far the con-
fusion has reached, what prospect there is of its abating,
Friedrich Schlegel’s Lectures delivered at Dresden, and Mr.
Hope’s Essay published in London, are the latest utterances
of European Speculation: far . asunder in external place,
they stand at a still wider distance in-inward purport; are,
indeed, so opposite and yet so cognate that they may, in
many senses, represent the two Extremes of our whole
modern system of Thought; and be said. to include between
them all the Metaphysical Philosophies, so often alluded to
here, which, of late times, from France, Germany, Eng-
land, have agitated. and almost overwhelmed us. Both in

~ regard to matter and to form, the relation of these two

Works is significant enough,

Speaking first ‘of - their cognate qualities; let us remark,
not without emotion, one quite' extraneous point of agree-
ment; the fact that the Writers of both have departed from
this world; they have now finished their search, and had all
doubts resolved: while we listen to the voice, the tongue
that uttered it has gone silent forever. But the fundamental,
all-pervading similarity lies in this circumstance, . well
worthy of being noted, that both these Philosophies are -of
the Dogmatic or Constructive sort: each.in its way s a kind
of Genesis; an endeavour to bring the Phenomena of man’s
Universe once more under some theoretic Scheme: in both
there is a decided principle of unity; they strive after a re-
sult which shall be positive; their aim is net to question, but
to establish. This, especially-if we consider with what com-
prehensive concentrated force it is here exhibited, forms a
new featute in such works.
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all other aspects, there is the .most 3rreconc1lable
op:){)l;?t?;n; a staringpcontrariety, such as might Pror\lroklef
contrasts, were “there far fewer points of corppa.ns;-)lo. o
Schlegel's Work is the apotheosis of- Splrltuallsm. 5 Isgat-
again is the apotheosis of Materialism: in the one,ta_ l e
ter is evaporated into a Phenomenon, and terrestria Lite
itself, with its whole doings and showings, held.out: as ?S i: "
turbance (Zerriittung) produced" by. t.he Zeztgezstb | pted
of Time); in the other, Matter is distilled and sublima ed
into some semblance of Divinity: the one regards Spac: a d
Time as mere forms of man's mind; and thhm:it ;.1( ernto
existence or reality; the other supposes Space ?ll: lmli e
be ‘incessantly created,’ and rayed-in upon us li ef a so Lo
‘gravitation.” Such is their difference in respect o purpces.s
no less striking is it in respect of m.an.ner, talen:, suc;l ”
and all outward characteristics. Th;us, if in Schlege (\;ve t:; e
to admire the power of Words, in Hope we stan t'aslate
ished, it'might almost be said,‘ at the‘wa-nt-of an arb 1%13 e
Language. To Schlegel his Philosophic .Spec.ech is obe -‘ehi;
dextrous, exact, like a prqmptlya m}:;;te:;:\agt t%\i:;zmasl‘most
es are so clear, so precise and vivid, that the
I(\.:cr)nmt’.times altogether) become things for him: lwnth lf-f]:gg
there is no Philosophical Speech; but a painful, conas =
stammering, and struggling after such; or the toxllg:ile(,j o
doatish forgetfulness, maunders, low, long-win eh s n
speaks not the word intended, but another; so that bere e
scarcely intelligible, in these endless convolutions, het:ome;
the wholly unreadable; and often we ::ould ask, as t av.rr:a
pupil did of his tutor in Philosophy, “But whether |ls \ 1rt\t:e
a fluid, then, or a gas?" If the fact, that Sc}_ﬂege_, 1,n e
city of Dresden, could find audience for such high dlsfcoturse,
may excite our envy; this other fact, that a person ODS' rlontg
powers, skilled in English Thought and master of its ‘1afe<l:|,
could write the Origin and Prospects of Man, may pam.:x y
remind us of the reproach, that England has now‘ ml) ! an-
guage for Meditation; th:\lt }Sfll'glagd. th:,r.:;og.t calculative,
i itative, of all civilised countries. '
® t-lt:eilsezs;tmoei'“;l:l::ose to offer any criticism of Schlegel’s
Book: in such limits as were possib!e here, we shou_ld Qe-
spair of communicating even the faintest image of its Stll'%-
nificance. To the mass of readers, indeed, both aTong he
Germans themselves, and still more elsewhera.‘ it n_ownse;
addresses itself, and may lie forever sealed. We point lf ou
as a remarkable document of the Time anq of the Man; ca‘r:
recommend it, moreover, to all earnest Thinkers, asdg v:.or .
deserving their best regard; a work full of deep medita ltf)!d‘l
wherein the infinite mystery of Life, if not represented,
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is. decisively recognised. Of Schlegel himself, and his char-
acter, and spiritual history, we can profess no thorough or
final understanding; yet enough to make us view him with
admiration and pity, nowise with harsh contemptuous cen-
sure; and must say, with clearest persuasion, that the outcry
of his being ‘a renegade,’ and so forth, is but like other such
outcries, a judgment where there was neither jury, nor evi-
dence, nor judge. The candid reader, in this Book itself, to
say nothing of all the rest, will find traces of a high, far-see-
ing, earnest spirit, to whom ‘Austrian Pensions,” and the
Kaiser’s crown, and Austria’ altogether, were but a light
matter to the finding and vitally appropriating of Truth.
Let us respect the sacred mystery of a Person; rush not ir-
reverently into man’s Holy of Holies! Were the lost little
one, as we said already, found ‘sucking its dead mother, on
the field of carnage,’ could it be other than a spectacle for
tears? A solemn mournful feeling comes over us when we
see this last Work of Friedrich Schlegel, the unwearied
seeker, end abruptly in the middle; and, as if he had not
yet found, as if emblematically of much, end with an

‘Aber—," with a ‘But—"! This was the last word that came

from the Pen of Friedrich Schlegel: about eleven at night

he wrote it down, and there paused sick; at one in the morn-

ing, Time for him had merged itself in Eternity; he was, as

we say, no more.

Still less can we attempt any criticism of Mr. Hope's new
Book of Genesis. Indeed, under any circumstances, criti-
cism of it were now impossible. Such an utterance could
only be responded to in peals of laughter; and laughter
sounds hollow and hideous through the vaults of the dead.
Of this monstrous Anomaly, where all sciences are heaped
and: huddled together, and the principles of all are, with a
childlike innocence, plied hither and thither, or wholly
abolished- in case of need; where the First Cause is figured
as a huge Circle, with nothing to do but radiate ‘gravita-
tion’ towards its centre; and so construct a Universe,
wherein all, from the lowest cucumber with its coolness, up
to the highest seraph with his love, were but ‘gravitation,’
direct or reflex, ‘in more or less central globes,—what can
we say, except, with sorrow and shame, that it could have
originated nowhere save in England? It is a general ag-
glomerate of all facts, notions, whims and observations, as
they lie in the brain of an English gentleman; as an English
gentleman, of unusual thinking power, is led to fashion
them, in his schools and in his world: all these thrown into
the crucible, and if not fused, yet soldered or conglutinated




64 A Carlyle Reader

with boundless patience; and nov]v tumbleclld?utw 1(‘;11:&}‘81:;:):;
hous, unspeakable, a world's .

B meholy must e he whole business; full of long-
melancholy must we name the whol ; fu f oo
i loftiness of mind; not Wi
continued thought, earnestness, o -

' i tant fearless endeavou
out glances into the Deepest, a cons ;
afte1tg truth; and with all this notl.nng accomphsh;d, bltJ}t1 i;l;z
erhaps absurdest Book written in qur century by a ke
}Jng man. A shameful Abortion; wlpcl:x, however, n(ef n1
now be smothered or mangled, for it 1s a}llread)ft drez:) f, 1;):: az,
i for the write: -
in our love and sorrowing reverence 1
:‘asius, and the heroic seeker of Light, though not bringer
thereof, let it be buried and forgotten.

For ourselves, the loud discord whif:h j'ars in thesde two
Works, in innumerable works of the hk; u}?port, .e;r(xi ggg;
f i this period,
1ty in all the Thought and Action O i
ﬁz gny longer utterly confuse us. Unhappy who_, m'sutc;ha:t
time, felt not, at all conjunctures, 1qerad1c;ably in lgs ‘Ia) '
the i(nowledge that a God made this Um\:;rser,' eglm e:) : ae“
i er, then?
mon not! And shall Evil always prosper, 17 Out o e
i hat is possible but sha
. Evil comes Good? and no Gooq t ' !
feeling that we stan
be real. Deep and sad as is our I t we
ogte i(rj\a{he bodeful Night; equally deep, mde:structlblells c:iur
);ssurance that the Morning also will .not fall'. Nay, a ?'aa‘t )ll;
as we look round, streaks of a daysFﬁrlllng a'rte 1r_1l lttl;Z zzsy ; '![‘ oS
i i be fulfilled, it w1 .
dawning; when the time shal} LD .
‘ ds higher and nobler develop
O ver s highest blest in him, lies not only
hatever is highest and noblest 1 , /
;fro;h:sied to Faith, but now written to the eye of Obser:
tion, so that he who runs may read. )
v é)ne great step of progress, for exampltt;.; welsl;‘?ula:czz:)tféigl
i i ;s the cle -
actual circumstances, was this same; -
i bout the grand Course O
ment that we are in progress. A ) _ iy
i i th us, we can know
Providence, and his ﬁna}l Purposes wi ! 1 ’darkness now
thing, or almost nothing: man begins 1n ,
Iilr? dar%(ness- mystery is everywhere ;Iroun?h ﬂsssni) 1::] ul::sl;
i ds. Neverthele
under our feet, among our han : much
i hat this wondrous Man
has become evident to every one, t
i i i i . that at least all human
d is advancing somewhither; th t
ft:[ilngs are, have been and forever will be_, in Mo_vemel;\t al::d
Change;—as, indeed, for beings that ex.lst in Time, ylv1r-
tue of ’i‘ime, and are made of Time, m_lg!:t have beex_l (E\xg
since understood. In some provin.ces, it is tru'e, as in OS;
perimental Science, this discovery 1s an old one; but in rfr;en
others it belongs wholly to these latter days. HowfoGov:
in former ages, by eternal Creeds, eternal Forms of
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ernment and the like, has it been atternpted, fiercely
enough, and with destructive violence, to -chain the Future
under the Past; and say to the Providence, whose ways with
man are mysterious, and through the great deep: Hitherto
shalt thou come,. but . no farther! A wholly-insane attempt;
. and for man himself; could-it prosper, the frightfulest of all
enchantments, a very Life-in-Death. Man’s task here below,
the destiny- of every individual man, is to be in turns Ap-
prentice and Workman; or. say rather, Scholar, ‘Teacher,
Discoverer: by nature he has a strength for learning, for
imitating; but also’'a strength for acting, for . knowing on
his-own account. Are we not in a world seen.to be Infinite;
the relations lying closest together modified by those latest
discovered and lying: farthest asuander? Could . you: ever
spell-bind man into a Scholar merely, so that he had noth-
ing to discover, to correét; could you ever establish a‘The-
ory of the Universe that were entire, unimprovable,  and
which needed only to be got by heart; man then were spir-
itually defunct, the Species we new name Man had- céased
to exist. But the gods, kinder to us than we are to oursélves,
have forbidden such suicidal acts. As Phlogiston is displaced
by Oxygen, and the Epicycles of Ptolemy by theEllipses of
Kepler; so does Paganism give place to' Catholicism, - Tyr-
anny to Monarchy, and ‘Feudalism to Representative Gov-
ernment,—where also the process ‘does-not stop, Perfec-
tion of Practice, like completeness: of Opinion, is always
approaching, never arrived; Truth, in the words of ‘Schiller,
immer wird, nie ist; never is, always is a-being. ,

Sad, truly, were our condition did we know but this, that
Change is universal and inevitable. Launched into a dark
shoreless sea of Pyrrhonism, what would remain for-us but
to sail airnless, -hopeless; or make ma'dly _t'ﬁ'erry; while the
devouring Death had not yet ingulfed us? Asindeed; we
‘have seen many, and still see many do. Nevertheless so
stands it not. The venerator of the Past (and to what pure
heart is the Past, in that ‘moonlight of memory,’: other
than sad and holy?) sorrows not over its departure,-as one
utterly -bereaved. The true Past-departs not, nothing: that
was worthy in the Past departs; no Truth or Goodaess real-
ised by man ever dies, or candie; but is all stili: here, and,
recognised or not, lives and works through endless changes.
If- all things, to speak in the German: dialect; are dis¢erned
by us, and exist for us, in an element of Time, and ‘therefore
of  Mortality and ‘Mutability; yet Time: itself :reposes on
Eternity: the truly’ Great and-Transcendental: has its basis
and substance in' Bternity; stands:revealed to’ us as Eternity
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in a vesture of Time. Thus in all Poetry, Worship, Art, So-
ciety, as one form passes into another, nothing is fost: it
is but the superficial, as it were the body only, that grows
obsolete and dies; under the mortal body lies a soul which
is immortal; which anew incarnates itself in fairer revela-
tion; and the Present is the living sum-total of the whole
Past.
In Change, therefore, there is nothing terrible, nothing
supernatural: on the contrary, it lies in the very essence of
our lot and life in this world. Today is not yesterday:. we
ourselves change; how can our Works and Thoughts, if
they are always 0 be the fittest, continue always the same?
Change, indeed, is painful; yet ever needful; and if Memory
have its force and worth, so also has Hope. Nay, if we look
well to it, what is all Derangement, and necessity of great
Change, in itself such an evil, but the product simply of in-
creased resources which the old methods can no longer ad-
minister; of new wealth which the old coffers will no longer
contain? What is it, for example, that in our own day bursts
asunder the bonds of ancient - Political Systems, and per-
plexes all Europe with the fear of Change, but even this:
the increase of social resources, which the old social meth-
ods will no longer sufficiently administer? The new omnipo-
tence of the Steam-engine is hewing asunder quite other
mountains than the physical. Have not our economical dis-
tresses, those: barnyard Conflagrations themselves, the
frightfulest madness of our mad epoch, their rise also in
what is a real increase: increase of Men; of human Force;
properly, in such a Planet as ours, the most precious of all
increases? It is true again, the ancient methods of admin-
istration will no longer suffice. Must the indomitable mil-
lions, full of old Saxon energy and fire, lie cooped-up in
this Western Nook, choking one another, as'in a Blackhole
of Calcutta, while a whole fertile untenanted Earth, desolate
for want of the ploughshare, cries: Come and till me, come
and reap me? If the ancient Captains can .no longer yield
guidance, new must be sought after: .for the difficulty lies
not in nature, but in artifice; the. European,Calcutta-Black-
hole has no walls but air ones and paper ones.—So too,
Scepticism itself, with its innumerable mischiefs, what is it
but the sour fruit of a most blessed increase, that of Knowl-
edge; a fruit too that will not always continue sour?

In fact, much as we have said and mourned about the
unproductive prevalence of Metaphysics, it was not without
some insight into the use that lies in them. Metaphysical
Speculation, if a necessary evil, is the forerunner of much
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good. The fever of Scepticism must '/needs burn i
-and burn out thereby the Impurities that cause&tsftl'f 312;
ag;m will there be clearness, health. The principle c;f life
\dav ich now struggles painfully, in the outer, thin and barren
domalp of‘thc? Conscious or Mechanical, may then with-
raw into its inner sanctuaries, its abysses of mystery and
;njlracle; withdraw deeper than ever into that domain of the
nconscious, by nature infinite and inexhaustible; and cre-
atively work there. From that mystic region, and from that
alone, all wonders, all Poesies, and Religions, and Social
l?_ystems have proceeded: the like wonders, and greater and
olfgl:;:;, ‘};:t:lumbgﬁ'mg there; and, brooded on by the spirit
t rs, wi i i
o e e e ;volve themselves, and rise like exhala-
Of our Modern Metaphysics, accordingly, ma i
a}llready be said, that if they have produce%:lyr’lo A%‘lrnnc:;titgtlls
they have destroyed much Negation? It is a disease expellin :
a disease: the fire of Doubt, as above hinted consuming
away the ]?qubtful; that so the Certain come to light a.ng
again 11e_v151ble on the surface. English or French 1</Ieta-
physics, in reference to this last stage of the speculative
process, are not what we allude to here; but only the Meta-
physics of' the Germans. In France or England, since the
days of Diderot and Hume, though all thought l';as been of
a sceptico-metaphysical . texture, so far as there was any
1Thm_lght, we have seen no Metaphysics; but only more or
;SS meff.ectual questionings whether such could be. In the
yrr.homsm of Hume and the Materialism of Diderot
Logic had, as it were, overshot itself, overset itself .Now,
tpqugh Fhe athlete, to use our old figure, cannot b); muc};'
lifting, lift up his own body, he may shift it out of a laming
pGosture, and get to _stand in a free one. Such a service have
serman Metaphysics done for man’s mind. The second
sickness of Speculation has abolished both itself and the
first. Friedrich Schlegel complains much of the fruitlessness,

_‘the tumult and transiency of German as of all Metaphysics;

and with’ reason. Yet in that wide-spreadi i

ing vortex of Kantism, sO soon metan?orphor;%d (ilr?fg gll::llﬂ:
eism, Schellingism, and then as Hegelism, and Cousinism
perhaps finally evaporated, is not this issue visible enough’
That Pyrrhonism and Materialism, themselves necessa ,
%h?norpena in European culture, have disappeared; aner
fa1th in l_lehgnon }3as again become possible and inevitable
or the scientific mind; and the word Free-thinker no longer
means the Denier or Caviller, but the Believer, or the Reagdy
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to believe? Nay, in the higher Literature of Germany, there
already lies, for him' that can read it, the beginning of a
new revelation of the Godlike; as yet unrecognised by the
mass of the world; but waiting there for recognition, - and
sure to find it when the fit hour comes. This age also is not
wholly without its Prophets.

Again, under another aspect, if Utilitarianism, or Radi-
calism, or the Mechanical Philosophy, or by whatever name
it is called, has still its long task to do; nevertheless we can
now see through it and beyond it: in the better heads, even
among us English, it has become obsolete; as in other
countries, it has been, in such heads, for some forty or even
fifty years. What sound mind among the French, for ex-
ample, now fancies that men can be governed by ‘Con-
stitutions’; by the never so cunning mechanising of Self-in-
terests, and all conceivable adjustments of checking and
balancing; in a word, by the best possible solution of this
quite insoluble and impossible problem, Given a world of
Knaves, to produce an Honesty from their united action?
Were not experiments enough of this kind tried before all
Europe, and found wanting, when, in that doomsday of
France, the infinite gulf of human Passion shivered asunder
the thin rinds of Habit; and burst forth all-devouring, as in
seas of Nether Fire? Which cunningly-devised ‘Constitution,’
constitutional, republican, democratic, sansculottic, could
bind that raging chasm together? Were they not all burnt
up, like paper as they were, in its molten eddies; and still the
fire-sea raged fiercer than before? It is not by Mechanism,
but by Religion; not by Self-interest, but by Loyalty, that
men are governed or governable.

Remarkable ‘it is, truly, how everywhere the eternal fact
begins again to be recognised, that there is a Godlike in
human affairs; that God not only made us -and beholds us,
but is in us and around us; that the Age of Miracles, as it
_ever was, now is. Such recognition we discern on all hands
and in all countries: in each country after its own fashion.
In France, among the younger nobler minds, strangely
enough; where, in their foud contention with the Actual
and Conscious, the Ideal or Unconscious is, for the time,
without exponent; where Religion means not the parent of
Polity, as of all that is highest, but Polity itself; and this and
the. other earnest man has not -been wanting, who could
audibly whisper to himself: “Go to, I will make a religion.”
In England still more strangely; as in all things, worthy
England will have its way: by the shrieking of hysterical
women, casting out of devils, and other ‘gifts of the Holy
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ggoﬁi,gxe{ih?i% nJgag Paul say,l in this his twelfth hour of
light, ' ream’; well might he say, ‘th
\g:;l:l. . i\gxfai;?;hﬂ;eﬁt i:lsthreiOi%e rather that sg, , muc(:’hd(;:::sl
) rough never so diffracti i
and never so madly distorted; i i " ihaugh bt
/ . ; that in all dialects, th
Ili:;lafx;airsnc?ill?tely’ this high Gospel begins to be p?:a?:hs:'t
oo s " Man. Thg genius of Mechanism, as was onct;
befor: pre {cted, will not always sit like a choking incubus
o splc; Iioi;lli):')(;lkteflt {:,ngth, when by a new magic Word the
; , become our slave, and as famili iri
do al our biddina W ve, and as amiliar-spirit
that we g Didd; g "We are near awakening when we dream
He that has an eye and a h
_ eart can even now :
is(}:‘?;llﬂ glhfalstgr;.: ledgh}t1 has come into the world; t(s)azuc‘})nw;s
/ " s Light must be loved, with a bc;undl
?gl?f;daill;:n;l;:;g lm;e.t hFo; the rest, let that vain sffzgzllt
ry of the Infinite cease to ha i
a mystery which, through all a ond hore 3
line of, there another line B e ot ajomy xead here a
s of. Do we not alread
the name of the Infinite i i o o et
j ; s Goop, is Gop? Here on E
::t aglee i(;allcrille(r);, tggh(t:mg m a foreign land; that undc:rsta'c‘lrlﬂil
¢ plan ampaign, and have no
stand it; seeing well what is at our hand to blclaefignt: Let

do it like Soldiers; with submissi i
t lil ‘ ; mission, with courage, wi
heroic joy. ‘Whatsoever. thy hand findeth to do, %i(; 1‘: l:::itg

%lllwtlll)s);nrgl%t.’ Behind us, behind each one of us, lie Six
anousand 3 eaéis of human effort, human conquest,: before
conquened égntgss '}‘lme, with its as yet uncreated and un
inents and Eldorados, whi :

have to conquer, to i e, even we
i n y create; and from the bo i

nity there shine for us celestial guiding stars. rom of Ber

‘My inheritance how wide a i
[y ini e nd fair!
Txm_g is my fair seed-field, of Time I'm heir.’




