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Chapter One


THE ROOT OF THE MATTER





ANY discussion about what is the purpose of life, or about what is the good life, or about what is the ideal life, carries a rather hollow sound in these reckless and cynical times; but, after all, such questions are being dealt with, at least in minor issues, by the individual conscience every day, and if a writer has the gall to bring up this ancient problem, and the wit to apply it to modern conditions, I cannot see that he is beating the air. No amount of cynicism seems to save our individual conscience from distressing struggles; and in these struggles, whatever our philosophy may be, the value we place on Happiness and the meaning we attach to Happiness must play a part.


Happiness differs from Pleasure in this very thing, namely that the idea of quality‚ the idea of something mental and emotional, of something intellectual and what used to be called “spiritual‚” is added, in it, to the more sensual feeling. A man could be happy while he was in the act of sacrificing his life, whereas we should scruple about using the word pleasure in this connection.


I must confess it is hard for me to see how what we call Happiness, and I think the word has come to mean that particular glow of well-being that arises when something deep in us is being satisfied and fulfilled, can take any place but the highest place in our estimate of life’s highest good.


Try to substitute any other summum bonum for this one, and you will see how many difficulties you get into! What religious person for instance would make the aim of life the process of knowing God, and becoming one with God, if this conscious harmony with the spirit underlying the system of things did not imply personal happiness?


And it would seem a weird and unnatural thing for a man to pursue what is called “Truth,” either by strictly scientific, or by the more imaginative philosophical method if this pursuit were not in itself attended by happiness or at least presumed to result in happiness. And the same thing applies to that mysterious relation, between what is half-created by the mind and what is half-discovered in Nature, which we call Beauty. If artists and poets and story-tellers and their audiences didn’t find happiness in this particular human activity, it would surely never have become the mighty urge that it has become.


And what applies to Truth and Beauty applies to what we have come to call Goodness too. If to be good didn’t mean both to be happy and to be a cause of happiness, there surely could never have arisen in the world this great “stream of tendency making for righteousness” such as we cannot help—for all our reversions to barbarity—being aware of in ourselves and in history.


And the same thing holds in the matter of practical work. It is all very well for Carlyle to harp upon work, as against happiness, as the purpose of life. But we are men; we are not machines. It is not work in itself, any more than it is God in Himself, or truth in itself, or beauty in itself, that keeps us going. It is the happiness that we get from work, or give by work, either immediately or in the long run, that drives us forward.


There does seem to be a widespread notion, however, that although in reality all these great “purposes” of life, God, Truth, Beauty, Goodness, Work, are precious to us because they alone, in the long run, bring us happiness, we can only obtain this happiness, or create this happiness, by treating these things as ends in themselves and by letting the happiness they bring, their by-product, come and go as it will.


But is not this attitude of mind, when you really analyse it, a pathological superstition? Does not its prevalence prove, not the sacredness of God, Truth, Beauty, Goodness, Work, but the sacredness of the feeling of happiness, a feeling so precious, so rare, so sacred in fact that we all are secretly afraid—as the ancients were in regard to those Avenging Deities that they called the Eumenides—to so much as name in our hearts what we know to be the feeling that really keeps us going and keeps the world going.


This work is therefore an experiment, an experiment for both writer and reader, to see what effect it has upon the mind if we habitually destroy this happiness-taboo and aim at building up for ourselves—and incidentally for others—a premeditated system or art of personal happiness out of the various orderly and disorderly elements that the fatality of our character and the accidents of our environment and our experience offer as our destined and chance-given material.


The only axiom I must beg the reader to accept at the start—even if he be rationally committed to some system of fatalism or determinism—is the basic axiom that our thoughts at least are more or less under our control.


This is really the root of the matter. If you refuse to allow that the human mind has any control over its thoughts I cannot see what good you can possibly get—except the satisfaction of studying a fellow-dupe’s illusions—from a book of this kind. It must appear to you mere pretentious gabble. But if you grant this one single axiom, that the mind has at least a partial control over its thoughts, I think I can deduce, though with no exact or mathematical inevitableness, but still with a measure of convinciveness a good many important conclusions.


Granting, first of all, then, that the mind has some control over its thoughts, let us for a moment examine the nature of this control.


What do we mean by the controlling “mind,” and what do we mean by the controlled “thoughts”?


At this point it is necessary—in spite of the technical objections that professional psychologists will raise—to use the old simple natural human words for those natural, if not simple, movements of the mind, feelings of the ego, and conscious sensations of the inner self which accompany all mental acts.


The “mind” is the self when it thinks to itself; and its “thoughts” are what it thinks. The self, as a mind thinking, has the power of detaching itself from all its bodily feelings and sensations. It can even detach itself from its consciousness of itself as a mind with certain particular thoughts. I mean that it can—and I think this is a universal human experience—stand, so to speak, beside itself, and say to itself, “That is you, you old Identity, thinking the same troublesome worrying thoughts as usual!”


The more we consider this matter of the mind’s control—of even its partial control—over its thoughts, the more we are compelled to recognise that these thoughts are intimately associated with the fact of our being happy or unhappy. Thoughts have the power of making us feel happy even while our body is suffering; and as we all know they very often have the power of making us profoundly unhappy when our body is completely at ease and even enjoying pleasant sensations.


My own mind dwells so constantly on the verge of certain terrible manias that it can speak with peculiar authority upon a pathological subject like this.


What I want to make clear is simple enough. When we talk of “the mind controlling its thoughts” what we are especially thinking of is the mind’s power of making us feel happy by calling up certain thoughts while it dismisses certain other thoughts.


Most of us, I suppose, even if we are what are called “healthy-minded‚” have some peculiar dreads, apprehensions, fears, loathings, horrors, to dwell upon which is extremely painful to us and to forget which is a heavenly relief. I doubt whether we can prevent these thought’s first appearances but the mind has the power of either dwelling on them or of forcing itself to forget them; and what I myself have discovered, from examining the behaviour of my own mind, is that there is a cruel demon hidden in it that derives sadistic pleasure from trying to force me to think of the very things that especially make me shudder. And the happier I feel—and the pleasanter, in other respects, the moment is—the more energetically does this demon under my own helmet call to my attention what I particularly loathe to think about.


Whether there is such a thing as a “faculty” of the mind exactly corresponding to what we popularly mean by the word “will” does not affect what I am saying. It is fashionable nowadays to dislike the idea of “faculties of the mind” and it is also fashionable nowadays to especially dislike the notion of a mental activity called “the use of the will” but it surely remains that there is some movement of our deepest self, some psychic experience common to us, which, whether you call it by the word “will” or by some other name, is an important aspect of all human psychology.


What I mean is that there is something in the actual working of our minds, which, if you are too pedantic to call it by the popular monosyllable “will,” you will have to designate by some word when you wish to express a universal subjective feeling that we all have whether it be an illusion or not.


But at this point it is necessary for me to use a word still more unfashionable than the word “will” and with even a worse odour of archaic superstition—I refer to the word “faith.” For as a matter of fact what you really experience in your mind is the power of transmitting a positive or a negative vibration to yourself in regard to your thoughts, selecting, rejecting, encouraging, dismissing, suppressing, as your mood decides.


It is to this decisive motion within your consciousness that the use-and-wont of popular speech gives the name “will” and when you transmit this order to think further, or not to think further, along a particular line, or to summon up, or not to summon up a particular image, you are doing what is usually called—and we must give some name to this familiar process—“using your will.”


And it is just here, it seems to me, that it is legitimate to use the word “faith.” What you have, in fact, before you make this motion of your will, is the faith that it will prove effective; and that the “thought” in question, which may well have come into your head without your volition, will obey your command, and either remain and emphasise itself or vanish away.


Supposing that you have got into the habit of indulging in a fatalistic way of feeling about the mystery of consciousness this “faith” in your power over your thoughts may be extremely weak, and though you may feebly transmit your command and say to yourself, “But I won’t think any more about that!” there is no formidable battery of faith behind the vibration you transmit to give you assurance that your interference with your thoughts will be obeyed. It is for this reason that I have come to feel —and my feeling has been justified by repeated subjective experiences—that at the root of the whole matter lies what you might call the necessity for faith‚ for faith in your power to regulate your own thoughts, for faith in the power of your subjective will.


We have reached the point then of being in a position—granting the validity of this faith in our power to select between our thoughts—to maintain the proposition that it lies in our power to encourage the thoughts that bring us happiness and to suppress the others.


But what kind of a thing is this “happiness” we are considering? That is the next matter to be discussed. We all know roughly what the words Happiness and Unhappiness mean, but like all human names for important reactions to life they seem to indicate states of feeling that quickly tend to blend with, and lose themselves in, other states of feeling, for which there have been found, by the selective instinct of our particular tribe, quite different names.


Joy, ecstasy, rapture, delight, satisfaction, enchantment,  peace, contentment, enjoyment, blessedness, pleasure—all these indicate conditions of human feeling that cannot be rigidly separated off from what we call Happiness. Pleasure, I suppose comes on the whole nearest to it in our ordinary speech and the antithesis Pleasure—Pain corresponds roughly, in most of our minds, with the antithesis Happiness—Unhappiness.


Pain, however, though applicable as we all know to mental suffering, strictly belongs to the physical side of things, while even Pleasure, the other member of this great rival antithesis, though less consistently than Pain, has like it a physical implication.


There is always a considerable margin, a sort of obscure twilight-nimbus, left vague and indetermined around every great human word, as it descends the stream of the generations, and certain important nuances of meaning are constantly being added, while others are being taken away, without the possibility of any individual mind in one lifetime catching the drift of the change.


Personally I like the sound of the word “pleasure” a good deal better than the sound of the word “happiness.” There seems to me something at once more fluid and more organic about it; while the word “pain” is certainly more expressive than the word “unhappiness.” The syllables “happy” have something jaunty about them, something brisk and bouncing. They suggest an element less dignified, less poetical, than the psychic overtone conveyed in the syllables “pleasure.” Take for instance that characteristic line of Wordsworth’s: “The pleasure which there is in life itself‚” and substitute the word “happiness.” It would not be only the scansion of the verse that would be broken. There would be a loss of some deep organic quality in the meaning.


Nevertheless, in spite of the annoying jauntiness, and even the bouncing babyishness, of the word “happy,” it is hard to see how it can be avoided. What it possesses, that the more poetical word “pleasure” lacks, is an overtone of mental volition. You can will to be happy—you cannot evoke the mystery of pleasure by any willing.


It seems indeed as though happiness might be considered as the subjective counterpart to pleasure. I mean that while it would be natural to say: “Be happy or die!” there would be something strained, something even violent, about the expression: “Get pleasure or die!” The more you concentrate on the difference between these words the more clearly does it appear that while pleasure is something that comes to you from outside, happiness is something that, though it may often be “roused to reciprocity” by pleasure, is intrinsically a mental, or even a moral state. You could also, I think, maintain without contradiction that there is an implication of lastingness about happiness, whereas the idea of pleasure suggests something not only more physical but much more transitory.


Having thus dealt with the meaning of our word I want now to dig down if I can to the basic root-psychology of the feeling, or sensation, or emotion which the word conveys.


I think we find, as with most things in the world, an unmistakable duality in the nature of happiness itself, quite irrespective of its basic opposition to its antagonist in the happy—unhappy antithesis. The thing can be a passive state or it can be an active state. At its best in its passive condition it gives you the feeling of a certain lying back in delicious receptivity upon the life-stream whose waves rock you and whose flood bears you up.


At its best in its active state it gives you the feeling of a vibrant energy, of a strong, tense self-creation, a feeling full of the glow of battle and of the exultation of wrestling with a formidable opponent.


Now since there exists this basic difference between the passive feeling of happiness, when a person lies back upon life, and the active feeling, when he wrestles with life, the crucial question arises, upon which of these two moods—granting, as in practical life we have to grant, that what we call our “will” represents a vital mental process in our living organism—is it better to concentrate? I mean if we do really have power over our thought-processes, is it wiser to aim at the active state of happiness, or at the passive? I would say most strongly in answer to this that the wise course is to aim for both. Nor can they altogether be separated; for both require some measure of deliberate effort. The tense, the strung-up, the creative side of the feeling of happiness is not completely absent, at least at the start, from the other mood. For the yielded, passive, relaxed, abandoned state, though it does fall to the lot of certain people to enjoy it by pure good luck, can be made much more continuous by intensifying what we may possess of the tense, alert, self-conscious, and “gathered-up,” attitude.


We are all familiar with the expression, “Pull yourself together.” Well! that expression, better than any other, describes the psychological movement by which in our deepest soul we put on, as Homer would say, “our harness,” and wrestle with the world.


But the point is that the relaxed and passive kind of happiness, when you float on the ocean of the exterior cosmos and allow its magical currents to flow through you, is a kind of happiness that can be reached deliberately and enjoyed deliberately when once you have acquired the trick of “pulling yourself together.”


Such magical, abandoned moods do come—it would be absurd to deny it—to the most casual, the most natural, the most unconscious people; but they come to the conscious, philosophical ones—it is certainly safe to say that much—in proportion as these latter clear the way the more intensely and the more craftily for their reception.


The truth is that when once we have arrived, as so many of us have, at a point where we cannot escape being conscious of every flicker of our sensuous and mental life, it is ridiculous to tell us to be natural and simple and unaffected without allowing us the right, or even the possibility, of consciously struggling after this simplicity, this naturalness, this unaffectedness. The clue to the whole life-history of the human mind from the beginning until this day lies in those threefold spiral curves, so beautifully indicated by Hegel, wherein we begin with the religious simplicity of children, advance to the cynical rationalism of youth, and then return—only with a difference—to the old childish wonder, in our mellowest and most inspired maturity.


But granting that we have a right to make a cult of personal happiness and to make as simple a cult and as childish a cult of it as we please, the point arises, how is it that among all the other ideals put forward at the great historic epochs of the world for the human race to follow, the cult of personal happiness hardly appears at all?


What are the reasons why so few human beings dare deliberately, even to themselves, make their personal happiness their main purpose of their lives? Is it all due to that curious taboo on the matter about which I have already spoken? I think another cause of it is that there is a great evolutional pressure focussed just now upon the human race. The lower animals have slipped aside from this terrible pressure. They have stereotyped themselves into a happy stagnation; and even the plants, save when meddled with by man, have fallen into the peaceful recurrence of what is outside the fearful intention of evolution.


But luckless man—made to be a pot for the creative fire by the mysterious master-force—feels driving, burning, scorching, fermenting, seething through him the same dreadful urge to self-lacerating progress which at the beginning forced our ancestors out of their sprawlings and stretchings and baskings into the tyranny of mind.


It is, I think, this terrific evolutionary pressure springing out of the power behind Nature, rather than any superstitious guilt-sense derived from the sin-rituals of savage antiquity, that mainly accounts for the fact that among all our historic moral systems there is no widespread or profoundly influential cult advocating personal happiness as the chief purpose of human life. The Epicurean philosophy itself was, it’ seems in reality, not quite this; and as for the doctrines of Aristippus, which do seem to have amounted to this, they can have been scarcely known beyond an Athenian circle of progressive minds and beyond the ardent youth of a few Ionian Islands.


In China no doubt, in Arabia Felix and in Persia, such a theory found its advocates, but I question whether among the metaphysical intellects of India it ever gained much hearing.


The modern Western tendency, both among Communists and Fascists, is so furiously social that all types of individualistic thought are under a ban, tarred with the invidious brush of bourgeois liberalism.


And yet when you “come down to brass tacks” there surely must arise, every day of their devoted lives, in these young people—for these violent Western ideals seem especially to answer the needs of generous youth—moments when they feel that in this one single terrestial experience of a living soul, “between two eternities,” it is a queer thing to be thinking of nothing but the material wellbeing of future generations.


What I am trying to suggest here is that a stoical resolve to endure life happily, without abating a jot of the gathering-up of the resources of our spirit, is not an unworthy human ideal.


Why should the integration, the self-realisation of our human ego, the gathering together in a deliberate tension of our life-forces, be, for a whole epoch of human history, so entirely absorbed in external activity that the inner life of the individual, his sensuous and mystical response to life, is reduced to the minimum?


Surely a person can be an honourable citizen of his country and yet feel that the one thing needful, since after all he is a personal “ego” and not just a cog in a machine or an ant in an ant-heap, is to enrich and simplify his own private response to the universe.


It was faith in a personal religion that so often gave our ancestors the spirit to endure life with stoical calm and enjoy life with unflinching zest. Their ideal was an individual life and to this they adapted themselves by the stately practice of their old-fashioned mental and spiritual “yoga,” a “yoga” that after all possessed its own imaginative stir and its own psychological excitement.


I cannot see why the devotion to a communistic or fascist state, any more than a devotion to business or games, should be allowed to absorb all our superfluous energy—that marginal energy of mankind the disposal of which is so intimate a problem—or to exploit to social purpose minds that are made for a response to the cosmos.


In throwing overboard the old-fashioned religious life, which, after all, held the clue to deep psychological responses to the universe, we have permitted political and social idealism to usurp a place in the life of our solitary soul for which they are entirely unfitted; with the result that since these aggressive invaders cannot fill up these spacious rooms, nor feel comfortable in these stately presence-chambers, there are forlorn spaces left, spaces completely untenanted through which unhappy phantoms stalk and maniac-abortions gibber.


The human soul has a long history. It carries about it high mysterious memories, that, like night-winds fluttering the faded arras of an ancestral chamber, throw into momentary relief dim motions of forgotten figures whose terrible beauty once transformed our life. No human soul is really satisfied through all of its being by an existence devoted to what is called the “Service of Humanity,” still less by the Service of the State. It demands more than these things; and to bind it down to these things is to prepare for terrible and insane reversions to lost idolatries.


Driven as we are by the urge of economic necessity, hemmed in as we are by the fatality of our material environment, there is a margin in all our lives when, whether we like it or not, our thoughts and emotions wander from the matter in hand, and our imagination finds itself confronted by mysteries beyond the improvement of any human society.


Futile as it may be to fancy we can discover in life, or invent for life, any universal “purpose” or underlying “meaning,” there yet remains something in us—call it by what name you will—that relucts at subsiding into the rôle of patient labourers for the good of posterity. Eliminate all superstition, all “other worldliness,” all sense of “sin,” be as sceptical as you please about God and Immortality, there still exists, in the most regimented and docile ego, an intellectual restlessness, a stirring of the imagination, a troubling of the waters, a terrible and dangerous questioning that cannot be allayed by any national or even by any international preoccupation.


The soul within us is a microcosm, not a micropolis; and is born for the happiness that flows from a cosmic, not a political or economic life. There is a craving in us, felt by men and women of every colour and every race, that neither the passion for communal improvement nor the passion for communal applause can distract from its organic unrest.


We are men; and it is the destiny of men to detach themselves from the universe in order to enjoy the universe. Action, however exciting, labour however absorbing, penury however exacting, love and hate, however obsessing, leave a yawning gap in the circumference of our life. You may beat this exigency down; you may starve it out, you may crowd it away; the thing refuses to be altogether killed! A devoted existence is not enough. Virtue is not enough. Heroic self-sacrifice is not enough. The soul of man can only be fed at the breasts of the universal.


And this remains true even if, as some insist, we reduce the “soul” to a mere name for the unifying vital principle of our bodily organism.


Personally, like Malvolio, I think highly of the soul; but if it were no more than the focus-point of our magnetic energy, it would still refuse to content itself with mere work and mere play.


Against all our instincts for comfort and security this trouble in the soul stirs us up and drives us on, to “gather our forces together” and wrestle with the mystery of life and death. I think it is partly because of this spiritual restlessness in us that the idea of the pursuit of personal happiness as an adepuate “purpose of life” strikes us as uninspiring and unworthy. As a matter of fact it ceases to be uninspiring and unworthy when we concentrate on the quality of the happiness we seek. No one would dare to call the happiness of a lover, of a saint, of an artist, of a mystic, uninspiring. Indeed in regard to the quality of the happiness we are discussing I come bolt up against the real crux of the whole matter. The soul remains as much unsatisfied by a life of ordinary labour as it does by a life of heroic devotion to some communal cause. It demands, and it has a right to demand, deep draughts of a particular kind of magical happiness such as do not necessarily follow from any self-sacrifice.


It demands a happiness flowing into it straight from the elements, straight from the universe, straight from the basic mystery of life and death. If you are not able to force yourself to feel this sort of thing for some moments of time every day of your life you are being defrauded of your birthright as an offspring of the cosmos. None but a madman would deny that extreme cold, extreme hunger, extreme pain, are things that can bring down all but the sublimest characters. So also, if you care greatly for another living person, that person’s prostration under these extreme evils will probably break you down.


But the point is that there always remains the hope that these intolerable evils will pass. Many and many a suicide would be alive still if he could only have waited till some particular accumulation of evils had passed, as everything does pass in the casuality of time.


But even if there were more unbearable pain in the world than there is, that were no reason for rejecting these magical sensations or for refusing to struggle after them.


The evolutionary force in the universe having once issued in personality, nothing short of such moods, some attitudes, such exultations in our personal life is worthy of our cosmic origin.


It is indeed likely enough, in spite of the modern tendency to lay all the stress upon the material world, that the highest part of our personality is already in touch, is already part of‚ a higher dimension of life than is supplied by the phenomena of the astronomical universe.


Metaphysicians tend to speak of this higher level of our identity as something impersonal; but they are just as likely to be wrong as to be right in this misanthropic assertion. It may well be, on the contrary, that this “higher,” or “deeper,” or more “comprehensive” aspect of our ego is the most intensely personal thing about us! The sublime and startling dogma of the Catholic Church in the matter of the Incarnation may be representative of a tremendous cosmic secret.


But whether this is so or not, whether there be or not a level of life outside the phenomenal world to which the apex, so to speak, of our living organism pierces its way, what I want to insist upon now is that the effort we make to gather our forces together “to be happy or die” is an effort not only able to satisfy that restless soul within us which remains unsatisfied by benevolence and righteousness, but is an effort that automatically forces our nature into unity with itself, bringing our senses into relation with our intellect, and both of these into relation with that mysterious apex of our personality that loses itself in the unknown.


My own experience is that Heraclitus was right when he said, “Life is War”; but this experience does not preclude that in the nobler human society of the future such war will be purely between the soul and the universe. I only mean that I have discovered that by the use of a certain strain and a certain tension, as if you were engaged in a struggle against a powerful antagonist, it is possible to force the senses to respond to the magic of the elements at the same moment as you force the intellect into an awareness of our cosmic predicament.


And thus I come to what is really the root-matter in this ticklish discussion. Since the evolutionary pressure in the universe, working through the vital instincts of living organisms, has produced, as the most complicated result we are as yet certain of, the conscious intelligences of individual men and women, and since it seems as though at the present moment the driving force of this evolutionary pressure, its apex-point of advance, is through the human intelligence‚ it surely becomes probable that whatever “the purpose of life” may be from an ultimate cosmic viewpoint, as far as we are concerned it has to do with personality and with the nature and quality of personal life.


What is popularly known as “Egoism” is therefore a mental attitude, not only lawful, but inescapable and inevitable, if we are to be in harmony with the main pressure of the cosmic tide; whereas what is popularly known as “egotism‚” or in plainer speech “selfishness‚” is simply the abuse of egoism, or egoism exerting itself in an unintelligent, clumsy, and insensitive way.


But we can go much further in this distinction between the commendable instinct we call egoism and its abuse in selfishness.


Although the cosmic purpose, relative to our human intelligence, seems now to be concerned with the development of personality, man remains historically and practically a creature dependent on others, nourished by others, attracted and repelled by others, and under the dominance of the economic customs of the place of his birth.


The arena of our struggle is therefore complicated for most of us by being composed of not only natural elements but of very touchy and very jumpy human beings.


Interrupting the direct contact of our individual soul with the cosmos, we have to cope with a number of neighbour-souls who are also struggling to realise their identities under the impact of our common environment.


It is in the blending of our relations with our neighbours and with the universe, or, to use the old language, with “Man” and with “God,” that the quality of our egoism becomes apparent. You can have the egoism of a seagull or, the egoism of a hedgehog and be justified in both; whereas there is a certain kind of selfishness that leaves your personality withered, colourless, sapless and neutral, just as there is a certain kind of unselfishness that produces these disagreeable effects. To be a supremely successful egoist it is necessary to combine a devilish cunning with a sublime unscrupulousness and both these things with the detachment of a saint, but fortunately Nature is more merciful as well as more cruel than most philosophers upon happiness realise, and without aspiring to attain this extreme mixture of Machiavellism and Spinozaism a person may pick up a good number of windfalls of the most subtle happiness every day of his life if he will follow a few of the ancient ritual-tricks, in this art, that I am now fumbling to express.


I have called this first chapter “The Root of the Matter” and I want to reveal now, without more ado, what I have found in my own experience to be the best ritual-trick or habitual motion of the mind, wherewith not only to bear up against the pressure of external evils, or against that “whoreson lethargy” in a person’s soul which comes both from mental weariness and bodily weakness, but actually, though the sense of it may be faint, to rouse in the heart the spring of happiness.


I shall enlarge later on this subject, but it must suffice now to indicate in general terms what I have in my head. It has to do with a motion of the mind that I call the Ichthian act because it bears a remote resemblance to the leap of a fish out of the water, into the air, and back again into the water.


The cause of so many vague feelings of unhappiness, apart from acute physical distress, is almost always the pressure upon us of some mental worry, or nervous depression, or what one might describe as “the illusion of the commonplace.”


The great thing is to take our cue from Heraclitus and regard the gloomy moment as a challenge to our spirit, a challenge to close with the invisible enemy in a life-and-death struggle.


Shake off the pessimistic assumption that to be unhappy is inevitable. To encounter such evil and oppressive moments is certainly inevitable. But it is no cause for crying, “Just like my luck!” or for sighing, “Pity poor me again!” It is the fortune of war. It is one of the terms on which we wrestle with this chaotic world.


What I mean by the “Ichthian act” is a swift lumping together of all the evils of your life—as if you turned them into one element that completely surrounds you—followed by a fierce leap up of your inmost identity, a leap that takes you, if only for a second, into the freer air.


In this second you plunge through, and leap out of, the lumped-together evil of life, not in the strength of any outward change of conditions, or of any hope of such a change, but solely in a spasmodic revolt against them, a revolt wherein the indestructible spirit at the bottom of your soul refuses to yield.


I have taken the expression “Ichthian” from the Greek word [image: ] because of its Early Christian use, meaning Christ the Saviour. In this case the “saviour” is our own spirit of ultimate defiance; but so seldom do we draw upon this spirit in us that, when we do, it seems like the aid of a supernatural presence.


There come moments, however, when this self-evoked leap of resistance is impossible for us because of our weakness and our melancholy; and for such occasions, while I am touching upon this “Root of the Matter,” I want to hint at a different and less violent spiritual procedure. For this also I have a presumptuous and arbitrary name—I call it the act of “De-carnation.” Just as by Incarnation we mean the mystic fusion of the spirit with the flesh, so by “de-carnation” I mean the separation of the spirit in us from our flesh.


The act of “de-carnation” is a much easier one than what I call the “Ichthian” act. It consists in thinking of your soul as something separate from your body, something that exists in the air—that free air into which the Ichthian leap carries your whole identity—by the side of your oppressed and persecuted body.


Within this soul, thus separated from your body —and the play of imagination required for this mental act is an old and very simple one‚ known in some degree to us all—dwells now the main part of your consciousness; and from this vantage-point it surveys and overlooks your persecuted and weighed-down body.


In no circumstance does this act of “de-carnation” help you more completely than when, confronted by some other person who is being a trial to you, you are tempted to pit your egoism, your desire for happiness at his or her expense, against the similar desire in this trying person. But when, hovering in the free air apart from both the self-asserting ones, you envisage yourself and this other as if you were a third person at the encounter, you are in a position to experience an extraordinary liberation of spirit and a curiously indulgent attitude, both towards the troublesome intruder on your peace and towards your own agitated and egoistic organism. You are aloof from both, and, as it were, watching both from your airy vantage-ground. Your soul is still the centre of your awareness, but no longer the centre of your touchy animal identity.


As contrasted with this temporary “de-carnation” what I am trying to indicate by what I call the “Ichthian” act is a resolute motion of subjective energy within the ego by means of which our spirit rises up from the depths of our being and shaking off both physical lethargy and mental discomfort plunges into the mystery of life, considered as one great stream, and into the mystery of death, considered as a positive element surrounding it.


In either case the soul’s existence, as Heraclitus says, is a state of war, war down to the roots of things; but you can either fight this abysmal battle by the act of aloofness which I have indicated in the word “de-carnation,” or by the act of intense integration to which I have given the name “Ichthian.”


The truth is we submit far too much and far too humbly to the pressure of the daily miseries implied in our ordinary life. When not ourselves in extreme pain, when not sharing by the sympathy of our nerves the extreme pain of another, who is there shall dare to put limits to what the human mind, fortified by a practised will, can achieve in the evoking of happiness and peace?


We stand indeed between two extremes. On the one hand we can pursue what is popularly called “pleasure,” grossly, heedlessly, selfishly, at the expense of all finer considerations. On the other hand we can let our personal life go and give ourselves up to some absorbing Cause which becomes more to us than soul or body.


Neither of these is the way suggested in this book; for the clutching at external pleasure puts the spirit within us and the happiness within us at the mercy of accident, while the heroic sacrificing of our personal life on the altar of a cause that may or may not benefit future generations leaves the great evolutionary tide that has culminated in our life, thwarted, perverted, dissipated, squandered, offered up to a future that after all may never be moulded according to our ideal.


In laying stress upon the gathering together of the forces of the soul in this “fish-like” leap of primordial desperation I feel I am describing an universal psychological experience. Where it is not recognised as such, I would say that the person in question is in some way sub-normal, sub-vital, sub-magnetic.


I call it “the Ichthian act” because I want to suggest by the analogy of the fish leaping into the air out of the water an act of the soul that is the most comprehensive act the soul can make, an act that includes not only an embrace of the mystery of life, but an embrace of the mystery of death, considered as something positive. The [image: ] swimming in the water is like our soul in its practical absorption in the diurnal routine of its existence; but when it leaps into the air, to fall back again with that familiar sound which is one of the most poetical sounds in Nature, it leaves for the moment its proper element and invades a super-element, an element which might well be compared with the other-dimensional mystery which surrounds our mortal existence. The leaping fish does in fact —for the air into which it leaps would be its death if it couldn’t sink back into water—represent the soul embracing both life and death in a moment of predetermined intensity. Montaigne seems to imply that all wise men meditate on the nothingness of death and thus escape the fear of it. Goethe seems anxious on the contrary to have us put the thought of death completely out of our minds. Neither of these methods of dealing with this circumference of our life seems to me satisfactory. Montaigne’s brooding on it and reiterated self-reassurings about it come at last to resemble the uneasy fidgetings of a life-worshipper confronted with his grand antagonist, whereas Goethe’s habitual way of shying off the whole subject, as for instance, in that “Think of Living” written over Mignon’s tomb, seems no more than a child-like turning from the dark.


The best way to take death as far as I can see, is not to avoid all thought of it, though there is more to be said for that method than for brooding on its annihilating negations, but to think of it in some positive way, as possessing, equally with life, some tremendous withheld secret.


This way of thinking of it need not be very distinct—it obviously cannot be, where we are in such absolute ignorance—but it can be positive and it can be hopeful. We have an equal right, as far as the “truth” of this dark matter goes, to be hopeful as to be despairing, for our ignorance is complete; but since there is really a half-chance that the mind’s attitude counts for something—I mean that a life-long concentration on the idea of surviving death might be an element in our surviving it—it does not seem the part of wisdom to brood obstinately and dogmatically upon annihilation; unless annihilation, as may easily happen, is what you want.


The wisest course it seems to me, since no one can deny that both these issues, survival and annihilation, are equally possible, is to combine them in some vague way, and formulate in your mind an imaginative conception of death, or even an imaginative image of death, that shall allow for the feeling of annihilation, of something annihilated, as well as for the feeling of survival, of something surviving.


This cannot be so very hard to do, since both annihilation and survival are matters of daily experience in regard to other things than ourselves. Each of my abysmal motions of the soul when it finds itself “up against it,” this Ichthian act and this de-carnating act, have something in them of both living and dying.


When certain vigorous people die—and our best tragic actors are aware of this—there is a spasm, a convulsion, a magnetic shock, a shudder, like that of a tense-drawn bow-string let go; and although my “Ichthian” act by which we plunge into a life-and-death exultation is not so spasmodic or so convulsed as this, there is the same “inbreathing” and “outbreathing,” the same pressing down of a spring, the same releasing of a string, the same plunge from element into element, the same intensification of identity and dispersing of identity.


And just as this particular human gesture—so general as to be practically universal—has something in common with a fish’s leap into the air, so it has something in common with culmination of the erotic act. There is the same complete shaking off of all ordinary pre-occupation, the same complete abandonment to a super-sensation, the same half-creation and half-discovery of a cosmic focus-point.


It does not need any catastrophic calamity, any overwhelming tragedy, to drive us poor mortals to desperation. You have to be an unusually well-constituted person to be able to get through a single day of human life without a threat upon your peace by some kind of devilish misery. It is at these moments that the test comes as to whether our philosophy is worth its salt or not.


Well! There you are, a conscious human soul in a tired and distressed body, menaced by some sort of horrid darkening of the lamp of your vital spirit of resistance; and what are you going to do? You can of course, get through it—we generally do somehow—with a lamentable sigh, or a doleful curse, or with bitter tears; but the point I want to make now is that it is possible by a mental movement that in time becomes automatic, to defeat and drive back this mood of misery, and even attain, under the very horns and stench of this palpable devil, a tolerable modicum of defiant happiness.


My own procedure under these conditions is to try the “Ichthian” plunge first, if I have energy enough; but, if not, to fling myself into the aloofness of the de-carnation trick. Force your soul to leap up from the depths of your being. Force it to make of the material pressure round you a typical specimen of the hardness and prickliness and scaliness and dreariness of the devilish side of life.


Lump the evils together, the physical ones, the mental ones, and the whole damned “outfit.” Then pulling yourself together, wrestle with the accumulated mass selecting out of it one or two of its more tolerable aspects upon which you can concentrate without especial loathing; or, if there are no redeeming features in it at all, concentrating on the chemical constituents of your “cul-de-sac,” on the elements of air and water and earth and fire, which must in some form be present, if only in the shape of dirty boards, darkened stones, misty windows, and a dripping faucet.


Don’t, whatever you do, begin to pity yourself; still less begin to curse your fate or the day of your birth. Avoid, like the devil, any comparison between your luck and other people’s luck. Say to yourself, “This is life and I am a child of life; and what I’ve got to do is to wrestle with this loathsome-lovely mother of mine as long as I’ve got any breath in my body and any consciousness in my mind!”


But not content with wrestling in this desperate way with life and crying out to it, “Thou shalt bless me! Thou shalt bless me!” as you force some wretched simulacra of the planetary elements to supply the place of earth and sky and air and sea, it is a good trick to think of the whole innumerable company of the dead that these elements have gendered and have swallowed up; and to think of the round earth, floating in space, as bulging and brimming with death, just as it is heaving and quivering with life.


Thinking so, as your soul struggles with the evil of that moment, there is no force in the world that can prevent your recognition that there is some mystery behind it all; and that this planetary world spawning life and filling up mortuaries and ossuaries of death is only one dimension of the unfathomable secret of what is.


All minor miseries have a viaduct, a drain, a channel, a canal, a culvert, running into the bottomless lake of universal death; and down this channel it is good to travel as often as we may! If we imagined ourselves dead more often, dead with the overpowering weight of all the dead, it would so press against the partition of this next dimension that we should hear the mathematical wall crack.


And if with the violence of the “Ichthian” act you can plunge, when you are miserable, into the great world-substratum of death and press through this into the unknown dimension beyond, you can stand apart from the whole process by the act of “de-carnation” and turn yourself into a pure disembodied consciousness, a consciousness that can hover not only outside the sensitised organism of your own bodily identity, but sufficiently apart from the whole astronomical spectacle as to be able to regard it with a measure of detachment.


It seems a pecularity of human nature that we can bear up better under sudden tragic disasters than under the normal pressure of the dreary, the squalid, the futile, the commonplace; and it is in resistance to these things and against these things that it is necessary to acquire the habit of these two mental devices, the one giving us strength to plunge deeper into the reality of life and death, and the other enabling us to contemplate them both as it were from outside and with a certain curious aloofness.


To make all this clearer and more concrete for the reader of this book let me at this point suggest an only too possible actual situation. Allow me to assume that you are following a forlorn road in some district of some town where the houses are unappealing   and where the shops and pavements have given place to that peculiar shoddiness that is only not quite so forbidding as the vulgarest kinds of suburban trimness.


As you advance you grow aware of that particular kind of dreariness hanging like a sour breath over all you see, that would be impossible alike in the heart of a town and in the heart of the country. The vulgar neatness of prosperous new villas might be worse, but in that case your nature would be roused to an angry distaste which at least would give you the satisfaction of something to hate. But here all is merely depressing, merely dreary, merely negligible and neutral.


Human life in this place with all its surroundings has an air of something reduced to so low an emphasis that it is like the languid movement of flies on a discoloured window-pane. What can a soul, sensitive to external impressions, do to cope with the weight of desolation that weighs it down in such a spot? and suppose, in addition to these surroundings you are weary with the labour of some distasteful job, you have been unkindly treated by the companion of your life, your neighbours have been casting malicious aspersions upon you, and you have been only recently jeered at by someone or other. You are, let us presume, a kind of philosopher after your own fashion. At least you are not one to take your present misery for granted, or to give way to futile self-pity and useless repining. You feel in the last resort that everything happens to you only happens because you yourself by reason of the weakness of your mind, let it happen. What then are you to do? Well! this particularly wretched moment, perhaps more wretched because you cannot hate your life-companion or your neighbours, or the children who jeered at you, or this lack-lustre neutral spot, or even the weary tedium of your job is a moment that lends itself beautifully to this fierce gathering-together of your deepest soul for what I call the “Ichthian” act.


But you are so weary, so sick to death of the daily struggle that though you have managed to grub along somehow, as indeed you have to do whether you like it or not if you are to avoid the breadline, it seems more than you can compass to invoke any spirit of enjoyment and as for plunging into some other “dimension,” it is all you can do not to raise up your hands and cry to the burden of the one around you, “Hold, enough!”


Well! never mind about the “Ichthian” act. Perhaps such a thing is only for those to whom Nature has given by temperament a certain kind of defiant energy. But, listen! We all have our own poor modicum of what people call intelligence. Let us see what can be done with that. Here you are, “fairly landed” in a network of fatality; and though ill luck has certainly played its part, the unwisdom of your decisions, the weakness of your will, have played their part too.


Well! tired and sick of the whole business as you are, it does remain that you’re not yet prepared to commit suicide. Even in your weariness, potent though the devil is in such conditions, you don’t feel like ending it. Something, some natural human instinct, holds you back from the thought of killing yourself, and, besides, at the very bottom of your organism stirs still that holy spawn of the last ditch that mortals call hope. But what of the great philosophers? Can they help at this juncture?


The worst of the great philosophers is that they each offer their particular nostrum as if it were the only way. Life is so manifold that in reality there are many ways of salvation! Secretly, in their own private life, we may suspect that Socrates and Epicurus and Epictetus and Marcus Aurelius, and even the formidable Spinoza, had recourse when they were harassed by circumstances to all sorts of mental devices quite other than the particular panacea they publicly recommend. With all moralists and philosophers there enters a special kind of egoism which commits them to a particular line of argument. What inspires their books is really the angel-demon of their temperamental fatality. This is their initial and original vision; and their superiority consists in the depth of this flash of primary insight, an insight generally reached, as William James hints, in one superb movement of imaginative reason. But such is the massive and sturdy egoism of these powerful brains that having once snatched at their one inspired aperçu, they proceed for all the rest of their lives to prop it up and thicken it out by logical reason. And reason, being the thing it is, never as wise as mother-wit, never as inspired as imagination, sees to it that having once committed themselves to their particular cosmic clue, these thinkers keep on to the end, justifying it, defending it; scared above everything of confessing that their original vision of things might possible have grown into something completely different had their experience of life found them with a more flexible mind.


What, in personal experience, makes us wise is a certain steadiness of temper combined with a certain daring of thought, a daring that is prepared to practise any number of volte-faces.


It is for this reason that wayward spirits like Kwang-Tze, or inspired soothsayers like Heraclitus, or great imaginative intellects like Dostoievsky, convey in their casual utterances so much more of the vital sap of the secret of life than all the rational rounders-off of logical systems. Behind each of the great philosophic systems, as William James so wonderfully hints, lies the personal “will to believe” of the particular thinker, a “will to believe” that very likely had its origin in precisely the sort of desperate struggle against depression upon which you are now engaged.


At this moment, if you are a reader, you will probably catch yourself suppressing some rebellious or wayward or paradoxical thought of your own, and trying pathetically to force the situation into the perspective of some Nietzschean or Goethean vision of things, which does not fit the occasion.


When, therefore, you feel too weary of life to resist your misery I am not going to suggest that my own private panacea is the only way out. Like that poor preacher whom Matthew Arnold met in Bethnal Green when all seemed hopeless, there are persons still to-day who can pull themselves up from the pit with a sublime jerk, as if by their own belts, in the thought of “Christ, the living Bread.” Well! If this magic is possible to you, for heaven’s sake use it!


To confess the truth I have myself once and again—and not so long ago either—pulled myself out of the Slough of Despond by the old religious incantations. I only allude to this as an indication that from my own point of view the more conjuring tricks we have in our pilgrim’s wallet the better, and that I have no fanatical preference for my favourite magic over all the rest.


I am anxious however in this first chapter to reduce my subject to its most stripped and primordial terms; and brought down thus to the bed-rock of human experience, what we are all confronted with is the necessity for some magic of the mind if we are to escape the pressure upon us of these dark hours when the burden of our normal existence seems more than we can endure. And where what I call the “Ichthian” act—though there are doubtless many other restorative tricks of the persecuted spirit—has the advantage is in its trick of gathering into one grand cloud of evil all our mental and physical discomfort. And this it does by stripping the situation of all particular causes of worry and pain, until what we have left is the individual soul confronted by a world composed in the lump of suffering-bringing elements. A few of the worst of these must be simply “forgotten”—and the forgetting power within the soul is the gods’ greatest gift to man—but the bulk of them must simply be lumped together.


It is certainly advisable to recall the precept, “In the destructive element immerse!” only we must recall it with deep reservations, for it is not given to any mortal man to face all and live.


Let me recapitulate a little so as to make each step of this particular technique as clear as I can. The unlucky person I have had in mind all this while as a typical example of our common lot finds himself, or herself as I have said, confronted by objects of almost unredeemed forlornness, not desolate enough to reach what might be called the sublime of desolation, but so dreary, miserable meaningless and commonplace, as to dry up the soul with a sick revulsion from the whole business of being alive.


The person in question has been hurt by the unkindness or driven to the end of his tether by the unhappiness, of his nearest and dearest. He has been outraged by his neighbours. He has been jeered at by the heartlessness of the young. He has come to loathe his job. He finds himself spiritless and exhausted; all the magnetism in him drained away, all his energy, all his resistance, gone.


As I suggested above, it is likely enough at such a moment that if he thinks of the words of moralists and philosophers at all he will either repeat to himself some ponderous tag against the weight of which all that is original in him rises in rebellion or he gives it up and allows the waves of depression to sweep over him at their will.


But, instead of this, let him “lump” all his evils together and contemplate them in the mass. Here he sees, in his spiritless apathy, a lumped-together world, composed of a mass of hurting reality and a few flickering will-o’-the-wisps of barely conceivable enjoyment.


It is into this mingled world-mass, into this compound of much wretchedness and a few oases of pleasure that the soul plunges, in what I call the “Ichthian” act; plunges into it, and then, with a terrific leap, plunges into the unknown dimension above it and around it.


But as I say if you have lost your zest for living how can you “plunge” anywhere? You lack the spirit. You can only rest where you are in sullen protest. If you were not driven from your bed at this moment, what would suit you best would be to lie there for ever, with your eyes shut, without thought, or power, or memory, or aim, enjoying the pleasure of death without the shock of dying.


But—“whoever you are,” as Walt Whitman used to say, though I will not raise my voice to his disquieting pitch—what I am recommending to you now is my second redemptive trick, the one I have named “de-carnation.” Project your soul from your troubled brain, or pretend to yourself that you project it, and from its new position in the air by your side let it watch you and your misery!


I entirely agree with you that most spiritual efforts by which we either give up our will or exert our will, either pull ourselves together, or relax ourselves completely, are anything but easy to achieve. They require constant practice, over long periods of time, and they require, just as my “Ichthian” act does, a certain elasticity of mind if not a certain resistance of vitality. We have to “have the heart” for such experiments before we can make them; and what you feel at this second of time is no heart for anything. Nevertheless, wearily and inertly, using no effort except the mere movement of thought, you can at least lump your many worries and your many miseries together; and when you have done so pretend to project your soul into the air at your side. From this aloofness to it all, then, and still as wearily as you please—for, there is a faint, weird element of self-pleasing in all inertness—contemplate this pain-causing lumped-together universe.


Here is your soul, like a broken-winged Space-Bird, watching cursorily this bubble of an earth-life; watching it without love, without hate, without curiosity—just watching it in weary detachment. Watch it a little longer now, O persecuted soul, just one second longer, and you will perceive, if I am not mistaken, a mysterious feeling, slowly, very slowly, beginning to take possession of you. It is as though a strange sort of trance were stealing over your senses, a waking-trance that will soon become, if you continue staring at this lumped-together world, a sensation as if you were waiting along with the whole universe for some withheld clue.


Suddenly—without realising that you have already escaped from the worst of your personal misery—you will feel aware that this piled-up cosmic mass in front of you shares your plight. As you go on watching it, it will seem to be, this whole inanimate world, in as sad a case as your own. You have hypnotised yourself in fact by staring at this lumped-together world with its implication of dumb expectancy, till you feel as if in your own trance-like state you were in touch with some strange universal endurance which is mutely appealing to you; appealing to you to share its sadness, and to share, with its sadness, its faint dim hope.


There is a line in Wordsworth—“The pleasure which there is in life itself”—which, if I may confess a personal secret, has been of singular value to me in moments of misery, but which I only use after I have made in it an extremely drastic change.


The line, as I have come to use it, runs as follows now, “The pleasure which there is in life and death”; and these words have been of an almost magical value to me in this altered form. I think it has conveyed to me a most important clue to the mysterious appeal which the inanimate has for you when you are unhappy. Compared with our own life-feeling, even in its saddest and most inert moods, the inanimate world of the non-human has a tragic helplessness which to us appears like a kind of death. And as we brood upon this mute sub-life, which to us seems so near to death, there arises in us a strange awe in the presence of its patience, of its dumb endurance.


Now it is from this particular kind of awe, when we are enduring these desolate moments, that I feel we can extract our comfort. In this mood we share the death-element in the world, that element out of which we come and into which, as far as our bodies are concerned, we sink, without having to make any nerve-shaking plunge. In the kind of waking-trance I have attempted to describe we approach by the mere numbness produced by our personal miseries this vast sub-life of the world, and feel already, without shock or strain a state of being resembling the semi-death of the inanimate.


The state I am thinking of is, if you will, allied to despair; for like despair it throws into one huge tide of desolation all our lesser worries and discomforts, but it is unlike despair in the fact that while it numbs us and dulls us it does not close for us the gates of hope. We, like the vast “sub-life” of the inanimate are waiting some clue to the mysterious illness of the world. Mute, helpless and silent, we await what has been awaited for so many unthinkable millions of years; and though no clue is given we at least feel we are sharing the “rooted sorrow” in the bones of life itself and are already dwelling in that strange “no-man’s land” that lies beneath all human consciousness.


What we touch, as from this vantage-ground of our detached soul we contemplate life and death, is the universal ingredient in all human wretchedness, I mean in such wretchedness as stops short of extreme pain or of direct sympathy with extreme pain; and I feel as if I find what I am looking for in an amalgam of three evil things, all ending in the letter “y,” Misery, Apathy, Worry. It is this devil’s trinity, with this long-tailed she-demon of a “why” at the end of each member, that we have to attack at the root.


Stronger measures than any I have the power to tell of are naturally our resource when in extreme pain; but in this misery, in this worry, in this apathy, I do feel I may be able to suggest something that might work the desired end; and that, too, without resorting to the more energetic technique of what I call the “Ichthian” act.


The particular human attitude I am now suggesting resembles that of a patient beast with its rump against the weather, but with its conscious soul watching both the weather and its misery from a certain distance. I am imagining you, reader, in this woeful state, surrounded by all the sights which evoke the atmospheric condition known as “dreariness” and with all your private griefs thick upon you. Your spirit is so low that you wish you were dead, though you lack the heart to commit suicide.


If you had your desire it would be to lie down upon some solitary bed, away from every living person, and forget who you are or what you are, or that you have ever lived!


Well! In place of seeking such a bed of oblivion just try the experiment of “lumping together”—I have to keep repeating this clumsy expression—all your worry, misery, apathy in one evil mass of detestation and then from a detached soul watch both it and yourself with a curious eye.


You—a living human creature—produced by Nature and the First Cause—find yourself, by the blundering wickedness and careless weakness of humanity, stupefied with misery, dumb with apathy, paralysed with worry. But as you stand still for a moment and out of the air by your side allow your detached soul to stare at this amalgam of Troubles, and to stare at the forlorn objects about you you will find that these things when “lumped-together” are a completely different matter than they were in their separateness. The horrid separate objects dissolve into earth and air and water and fire, while your separate distresses dissolve into one single burden of distress; and as you watch this process you feel that something in your detached consciousness is outside it all and defiant of it all.
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