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TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE

THE fact that no translation, by its very nature, can be per-
fect imposes the duty of choosing the best compromise
upon the translator. This raises immediately all the problems
which face the translator. In the case of an original text which
is written in verse or which belongs to an age antecedent to that
of the translator, he may rightly avail himself of every liberty.
A passage of verse may be rendered in a line if by that means
the rhythm, the cadence, the vowel values can be preserved.
He may equally employ a whole sentence to convey the mean-
ing of the shade of a single word which is not susceptible of
direct translation. In the case of philosophic prose, the prose
moreover not only of a contemporary but of a writer who him-
self possesses a vast technical vocabulary in the language of the
translator, all such freedom is denied. The author of the
original text exacts precision above all in the rendering of his
thought and in this connection it is my privilege to give the
reader an assurance which, had I been dependent on my efforts
alone, would be impossible. Count Keyserling, who writes and
lectures with ease in English, has worked upon my translation
for many weeks with the result that he himself is satisfied that
the text which follows here is the accurate rendering of his
meaning to such an extent that in so far as any differences of
meaning exist between the original and the translation, they are
alterations or revisions made personally by the author.

As far as the problem of conveying the meaning is concerned,
therefore, my labour and the burden of responsibility are indeed
light, and it is only fair to allow the reader an insight into the
nature and extent of my indebtedness by saying that in many
cases I had so far failed to seize the intention of the author that
there are entire passages in the English text from the pen of
the author.

The compromise to which my labours therefore appear to be

I



2 TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE

confined is the problem of making a match between the mean-
ing of the author’s text and the requirements of English prose.
Count Keyserling defined in no equivocal manner the condi-
tions which I had to satisfy. He wrote to me:

‘An meinem Reisetagebuch habe ich volle sieben Jahre gear-
beitet, und es steht kein Wort und kein Komma darin, dessen
Sinn und Ort nicht genau bedacht wiren. Niemand wird
dem Ubersetzer je verzeihen, der seine Arbeit nicht mit
der unbedingten Ehrfurcht vor dem Originaltext und mit der
absoluten Hingebung an eine grosse Sache geleistet hitte,
welche Carlyle Goethe gegeniiber bewies” He then enjoined
me to translate ‘strikt wortlich, Wort fiir Wort, und Komma
fiir Komma, . . . Bringen Sie unter garkeinen Umstinden
ein ‘und’ an, das nicht im Original text stinde (jedes von Ihnen
gesetzte ‘and’ habe ich ausstreichen miissen), halten Sie sich
peinlich genau an meine Kommata, Semikolons und Punkte,
ziechen Sie unter garkeinen Umstanden Sitze zusammen, die
ich getrennt habe und bedenken Sie iberall, dass Sie es in mir
mit einem strengen, dynamischen, konzentrierten Geist zu
tun haben, der nicht die leiseste Verdiinnung und Entspannung
des Styls vertriigt. . . . Bedenken Sie weiter, dass die Ueber-
setzung der deutschen Musik in englische, von der wir damals
miindlich sprachen, doch nur so zu verstehen sein kann, dass
mein genauer Takt, mein Rythmus, meine Melodie nun
englisch erklinge, nicht dass irgend etwas anderes an seine
Stelle gesetzt werden diirfte. Insofern bitte ich, meine Korrek-
turen als endgiiltige Verbesserungen aufzufassen.’

Conditions of such stringency reduce of necessity the scope
of corrections, which even a distinguished stylist could attempt,
to a negligible minimum, while they offer to the English reader
simultaneously an absolute guarantee that the present volumes
suffer in no way from the interposition of the style or person-
ality of the translator between the thought of the author and
its English equivalent.

If, in the circumstances, I frankly acknowledge the conscious-
ness of much which is unorthodox in style, in grammar, in
punctuation, and if I confess even to coining words, not to
mention the liberty of attaching a special meaning to certain
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words and phrases whose recurrence alone will make them
clear to the reader, I will have demonstrated at any rate that
the faults of the translation are mine.

My friend, Lyle D. Vickers, has removed innumerable
blemishes both in my manuscript and in the proofs in the
course of weeks of watches far into the small hours of the night
which he kept faithfully from the beginning to the end of my
work, and only those who have laboured likewise can appreciate
the whole-hearted and unforgettable devotion such service
entails.

Another debt it is a pleasure to record is the assistance I have
had from Mr. R. G. Curtis, who has typed with incredible
speed and accuracy two complete versions of the some quarter
of a million words in these two volumes. The printers, too,
have lessened my difficulties considerably by their great care
and accuracy of composition. Finally if there be any virtue
in my work, I dedicate my labour to her, but for whose infinite
kindliness and encouragement in the face of almost insurmount-
able difficulties, this translation would never have seen the light
of day.

J. HOLROYD-REECE






BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

COUNT HERMANN KEYSERLING Was born on the 20th day of
July 1880. Until the age of-fifteen he was educated at
home at the family estates Koenns and Raykiill in Esthonia
by tutors, and then went in succession to a Russian school in
Pernau, thence to Dorpat. Later he went to Heidelberg,
where following in his grandfather’s footsteps he studied
geology. In 1902 he took the German equivalent of his B.A.
in Vienna, and it is about this period that he began his studies
for his future vocation as a philosopher. He read Houston
Chamberlain’s Grundlagen des 19. Yahrhunderts, and he met
the author, whose friendship encouraged him to pursue his
philosophical studies. In 1905 Count Keyserling wrote his
Gefiige der Welz, and it was while he wrote this book that he
first conceived the ideal of personal perfection as opposed to
that of professional efficiency.

In the year 1911 he started on his journey round the world,
the outcome of which is the Travel Diary of a Philosopher
but a great many experiences fall into the period 1903-1911,
which no doubt influenced considerably the formation of his
outlook. '

In 1903 he left Vienna to live in Paris. Using Paris as his
headquarters he frequently visited England, and his stay in
France was largely devoted to reading and studying and also
to a certain amount of journalistic activity. He displayed a
very great admiration for Flaubert, under whose influence he
contributed a series of articles to a Munich newspaper. It is
said of Count Keyserling that he acquired much distinction
as a causeur, but this elegant accomplishment in no way inter-
fered with the serious study of Kant, Schopenhauer, and
F. A. Lange. By this time, too, he had made a number of
friends, one of them being A. Wolkoff-Mouromtzoff, the Rus-
sian painter and art critic, who, according to Count Keyserling,
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6 BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

exercised a considerable influence upon him. He also became
intimately acquainted with Simmel] and Bergson, but the human
influence to which Count Keyserling feels himself most
indebted is the influence of his women friends.

In 1905 he lost his fortune temporarily in the Russian revo-
lution and lived for two years in the belief that he was penni-
less. From 1906 to 1908 he made Berlin his headquarters,
but his stay was interrupted by various travels, especially by his
journey to Greece. During his Berlin visit he wrote Un-
sterblichkeit.

In 1907 he gave a series of lectures in Hamburg, which have
been published since under the title of Prolegomena zur Natur-
philosophie.

He inherited his father’s estates in 1908 and thereupon took
up his residence there, that is to say, in Raykiill in Esthonia.
Here he spent a good deal of his time in the capacity of farmer
looking after his estates, but he devoted much time to corre-
spondence with Bergson, Simmel, Walther Rathenau, Max
and Alfred Weber, Boutroux, F. C. S. Schiller, Bertrand
Russell, Lord Haldane, Arthur Balfour, and Benedetto Croce.
To this period also belong various essays now published in
book form under the titles of Philosophie als Kunst and
Wiedergeburs.

Count Keyserling started out on his journey round the world
in the year 1911, and the period from 1912 to 1918 has been
devoted to the writing of it. The book as a matter of fact
was written in 1914; the proofs of volume 1 had already been
passed for press and were in the possession of his publisher
when the war broke out, leaving the author in possession of
the proofs of volume 2 without any means of returning them
to his publisher. Count Keyserling’s estates being on Russian
soil, he had no opportunity of communicating with Germany.
During the .war years, however, he devoted a great deal of
time to going over his MSS., and the latter portion of volume
2 was entirely re-written. ’

His object in writing this book was to find a means of self-
expression. This desire was so strong in him that at one time
he almost decided to retire into one of the Korean monasteries.
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The war itself made little effect on Count Keyserling. He
watched the world’s crisis from his retreat in Raykiill, using
those four years of enforced solitude for meditation and self-
culture.

In 1918 a second crisis occurred in his worldly affairs, for
as a result of the Russian revolution he was deprived of his
estates and his fortune. He had to begin anew, to live en-
tirely by his work as a refugee on German soil. In 1919 he
married a granddaughter of Bismarck.

According to his autobiography, Count Keyserling used to
feel that his thoughts and his writings were ahead of his own
day and that for this reason he would not be in any way
representative of his age. The extraordinary success of the
Travel Diary of a Philosopher in Germany, however, has dis-
proved this, a fact quickly seized upon by his publisher, Otto
Reichl, at whose suggestion and at the invitation of the Grand
Duke Ernst Ludwig von Hessen, he opened the School of
Wisdom in Darmstadt in 1920.

The meaning and aim of this school can be gathered from
the English prospectus, issued by the Society for Free Philoso-
phy, Darmstadt, Paradeplatz 2, whose scope is to support the
School materially. Its particular teachings, which aim at
nothing else than a regeneration of mankind on the new basis
created by the War, are embodied in Count Keyserling’s book,
Schopferische Erkenntnis, published in 1922. He is now the
head of a large movement of spiritual renewal, and he spends
most of his time as a lecturer and public speaker.

Although the world at large regards Keyserling as a philoso-
pher, he feels himself in his activity at Darmstadt rather in
the capacity of a statesman or field-marshal. Those who have
never met him and are about to read his Travel Diary, should
be reminded of the fact that the most remarkable qualities of
Count Keyserling are to be found less in his writings than in
his life, that is to say in the man himself.






INTRODUCTION

u1s volume should be read like a novel. Although a con-
T siderable part consists of elements created in me by the
external stimulus of a journey round the world, and although
it contains many objective descriptions and abstract commen-
taries which might well have been written separately, this
book in its entirety represents, nevertheless, an inwardly con-
ceived and inwardly coherent work of fiction, and only those
who regard it as such will understand its real meaning. Con-
cerning this meaning I will say nothing in advance. It will
be revealed to those who are prepared to follow the wanderer
willingly through his many moods and transformations, never
forgetting that facts as such never are an object to me, but
only a means of expressing their significance, which exists in-
dependently of them. They must not take offence when they
find that observations on the cultures of foreign places alter-
nate with personal introspection, that precise descriptions follow
upon poetic re-creations; that many, perhaps most, of my
descriptive passages do justice rather to potentialities than to
facts; above all, my readers must not be led astray by the
contradictions necessarily imposed on me by a change of point
of view or mood which I have sometimes forborne to explain
in so many words. Those who are prepared to read my book
in this spirit will, I hope, before they reach the end, have
caught 2 glimpse not so much of a philosophy possible in
theory, but rather of an attitude of soul and mind capable of
attainment in practice, in which many an ominous problem
will appear to be solved from the beginning, irreconcilable
contradictions will pass away, and a newer and fuller signifi-
cance will be revealed.

To assist the reader who is concerned chiefly with the recog-
nition of specific details I have added an extensive index, in
order to save him a laborious search for the various passages
which have reference to similar problems.

.« . Thus I wrote in June 1914. My book was to have
appeared in the autumn of that year. War was declared and,

as a result, until Esthonia was occupied by Germaz troops,
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10 INTRODUCTION

every means of communication between my publisher and my-
self was cut off. He had in his possession the first volume
ready to go to press and I was left with the proofs of the second.
In spite of the long interval of time which has elapsed I am
publishing my diary on the whole unaltered. In so far as the
book owes its existence to an oriental attitude of mind, it be-
longs altogether to the 1911-14 period of my creative efforts,
and for this reason any attempt to rewrite it from a different
point of view could only have detracted from its merits. Only
the last two sections—America and Raykiill—have not only
been altered during the war, but rewritten almost entirely. I
found this step necessary in order to complete my undertaking.
In 1914 1 was so much influenced by the East that I was unable
to express myself adequately as a Westerner; as a result, certain
relevant passages lacked clarity and conviction; in order to
round off and to complete the whole in accordance with my con-
ception, in order to give in the ‘Finale’ the living Fazit of my
digressions round the world—for this task I was altogether
too close to my object. To-day I believe I have done as much
towards this end as my faculties permit. The long, oppressing
p%riod of horror came to benefit at least one creative
emort. . . .



PART ONE: TO THE TROPICS






1
BEFORE THE START

WHY should I still go travelling?—My wandering days
lie behind me; past are the times in which the mere
acquisition of material enriched me inwardly. In those days
inward growth coincided with the expansion of the surface; I
was mentally in the position of the child whose body must grow
primarily before one can speak of development in any other
sense. However, no child, no matter how vital it may be,
grows indefinitely. At one time or another, every one reaches
the critical stage, at which he can go no further in the former
sense, and the question presents itself: whether he is to stag-
nate entirely or to transfer his development into a new dimen-
sion. And, since life, wherever it is not exhausted, is incapable
of stagnation, the necessary change of dimension takes place
automatically at a certain age. Every individual, as he be-
comes mature, strives after greater depth and involution from
the very same motives which in his earlier years directed his
efforts to expansion and enrichment. If I stop to compare
the kind and the degtee of my present power and desire for
experience with that of a previous period, I notice one fun-
damental difference: in earlier days every new impression,
every new fact entered into my growing individuality as an
integral factor, and my individuality grew in proportion to the
quantity of facts it took in. Through every new experience I
gained a new means of expression; every new point of view
strengthened my consciousness of self, and therefore it was
not senseless if I lived in the hope, as it were, of snatching
from without what spurred me on from within, though it had
not yet revealed itself to me. By the time that my organs grew
stronger I had learnt to control them better; when new
formations within my being became less frequent and the soul
of the whole came to manifest itself in every particular more
and more, my interest in particulars began to wane propor-
tionately. It had never been more than preliminary, one may

almost say, a pretext to me. To-day no fact as such troubles
13



14 THE TROPICS PART I

me any more. 1 am not fond of reading, I hardly need my
fellowmen, and I am tending more and more towards the life
of a hermit, in which shape I can doubtless fulfil my destiny
better than in any other. There is no help for it: I am a meta-
physician and can be nothing else (no matter what else I may
undertake, be it successful or not), and this means that I am
seriously interested only in the world’s potentialities, not in
its actualities. As a matter of habit and partially as a form of
self-discipline, I keep up with the progress of the natural
sciences, 1 go on studying the peculiarities of those who cross
my path, or I read the books in which they have expressed
themselves, but all this concerns me no more. What, then, is
the explanation of the deeply rooted instinct which bade me
travel around the world—an instinct no less imperious than
the one which in earlier days bade me move, in unfailing
sequence, from clime to clime, to maintain the equilibrium
of my precarious health by external means? It is not curi-
osity: my antipathy towards all ‘sight-seeing,’ in so far as it
does not bear any relation to my inner aspirations, has steadily
increased. Nor is it in pursuit of any search, for there is
no longer any particular problem which my being could take
really seriously. The impulse which drives me into the wide
world is precisely the same as that which drives so many into
monastertes: the desire for self-realisation.

Some years ago, when I determined to live at Raykiill, I
imagined that I needed the world no longer. And indeed I
would not have stood in need of it had I conceived my goal to
be the ripening of ideas which had already begun to shoot in
me, for their development is nowhere less endangered than
in seclusion, which is poor in, or barren of, external stimulus.
But I expected more than that of Raykiill. I had hoped that
its seclusion would help me to that ultimate self-realisation,
thanks to which the thoughts which would come to me might
appear as the pure expression of metaphysical reality; I had
hoped that there I would grow beyond all accidental fetters
of time and space. This hope was disappointed. I had to
recognise, that although in my solitude I became more and
more ‘myself,’ it was not in the metaphysical but in the em-
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pirical sense, and that was the precise opposite of what I aimed
at. I had to recognise that it was too early for me to renounce
the world. For most mortals personality may signify the
greatest of blessings: it is the tragedy of tragedies for the
metaphysician that he cannot ever entirely overcome his own
individuality. Keats says of the poet: “The poetical nature
has no self—it is everything and nothing; it has no character—
a poet has no identity—he is continually in for and filling some
other body.” He might have added that the poet ought above
all to be selfless in this sense, and that only in so far as he suc-
ceeds in this, is he capable of fulfilling his calling. The same
is true in a higher degree and in a far profounder sense of the
metaphysician: the relation of the metaphysician to the poet
is comparable with the relation of the poet to the actor. The
comedian presents, the poet creates; the metaphysician antic-
ipates in his mind every possible representation and creation.
Therefore he must never look upon any form as final, never
feel himself identical with anything or anyone; the centre of
his consciousness must coincide with that of the world; he
must look upon every separate appearance from God’s point of
view. This is especially so where his own individuality and
his own philosophy are concerned. Raykiill did not favour
this process of interiotisation. I, like so many others, began to
regard the possibilities of the world as being exhausted by
some purely personal formula, to treat private and accidental
peculiarities as necessary attributes of Being. I began to be-
come ‘Personality.” And thus I recognised how wise Pythag-
oras and Plato had been in extending their wanderings right
into the later stages of their mature manhood. The inevitable
process of crystallisation must be averted as long as possible;
as long as possible Proteus must remain Protean, because only
men with a Protean nature are called to the priesthood of
metaphysics. 1 therefore determined to return to the world.

How far does the world help towards the self-realisation
which I desire? We are usually told that the world hinders it.
It helps him whose nature possesses the corresponding quali-
ties, by forcing his soul continually to ever-new formations.
Since I grew up impressions as such do not really mean any-
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thing to me; my mind does not gain by the mere acquisition
of new material. But then again, my psychical being as a
whole now reacts differently according to the circumstances in
which it finds itself and these differences open up to me vistas
of realities which have hitherto been hidden from me. To the
immutable, once he has reached maturity, the world can, of
course, be of no use; the more he sees, experiences and learns,
the more superficial does he become, because he has to under-
stand many aspects of reality with organs which have, so to
speak, been trained to observe only one particular angle of it,
which must needs lead him to receive false impressions. Such
a man would do well to remain in his own sphere. On the
other hand, the supple individual, who is transformed by new
surroundings in accordance with their peculiarities, can never
experience enough, for he gains profundity from every meta-
morphosis. By feeling in his own body and soul how limited
every form is in general, what sensations each experience
gives him in particular, how one is linked to another, the centre
of his consciousness gradually sinks to the bottom where Being
truly dwells. When he has cast anchor there, he is no longer
in danger of placing an exaggerated value on any single
phenomenon; he will understand instinctively all special ex-
perience from the point of view of its universal significance.
A God lives thus from the beginning, by virtue of his nature.
Man slowly approaches the same condition by passing through
the whole range of experience.

I therefore begin my journey round the world. Europe has
nothing more to give me. Its life is too familiar to force my
being to new developments. Apart from this, it is too nar-
rowly confined. The whole of Europe is essentially of one
spirit. I wish to go to latitudes where my life must become
quite different to make existence possible, where understand-

_ing necessitates a radical renewal of one’s means of compre-
hension, latitudes where I will be forced to forget that which
up to now I knew and was as much as possible. I want to
let the climate of the tropics, the Indian mode of conscious-
ness, the Chinese code of life and many other factors, which I
cannot envisage in advance, work their spell upon me one
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after the other, and then watch what will become of me.
When I shall have perceived all the co-ordinates, I ought also
to have determined their centre. I ought then to have passed
beyond all accidents of time and space. If anything at all will
lead me to myself, a digression round the world will do so.

2
THE MEDITERRANEAN

ow all external connection with what binds me ordinarily
N had been cut off. No news, no letter will reach me. The
feeling of freedom is bliss. Of course, in the sense in which
the majority understand the word, few men are less dependent
than I. I have no outward profession, no family to worry
about, no duties to rob me of my time. I can do or leave un-
done what I will. But in my sense I would be free only if I
were also unfettered by all psychic ties, if I could awake each
morning as a quasimodogemitus—and as yet I fail to achieve
this end without a certain measure of violence. The mental
relationship within which a man lives confines his being not
only inwardly, it is simultaneously an ever-present external
world to him, and this external world can become so importu-
nate that consciousness, especially there where it imagines that
it represents the innermost being, in fact only reflects the
former and therefore fails to get beyond the reflection of
external circumstances. The position is rendered even worse
in the case of apparently favoured mortals by the creations
which they themselves give to the world. The effect of their
own efforts forms a new network of relationships, which
naturally interest their originators and often occupy them
pleasantly, but inevitably lead them astray from the essential.
Strange to say, many mentally active people appear to see an
aim worth striving for in precisely that which I regard as a
catastrophe. No matter how they may interpret their be-
haviour, they are content to be the exponents of, or mere fac-
tors in, given conditions and relations. They feel no impulse
to live beyond the ready-made world in that more real sphere
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where significance is the primary reality and all facts are reborn
as symbols. Thus they are satisfied to be heads of schools and
mental leaders; thus they venerate in their individuality or in
their systems (which in principle comes to the same thing)
man’s highest possession. I, on the other hand, see in the
highest conceivable idea only abstract representation; in the
best possible system only a rigid skeleton, in all facts only a
chemical precipitate, so to speak, and in all individuality only
an expression or a means of expression of that which alone pos-
sesses unqualified value. For this reason I cannot content
myself with being a factor or an exponent, I cannot see a final
aim in representing an idea or in developing one. The ulti-
mate problem is not that of placing new phenomena into the
world or of preserving and continuing old ones, however
useful it may be in the penultimate sense. Qur aim must be to
recognise or to present in given phenomena, whether they be
invented or discovered, that which, being unformed in itself,
conditions from within all formations. How can a man suc-
ceed in this who has given up his being entirely to any one
finite creation? I do not think I have ever given myself up
altogether to one, not even to my own creation. Never, as far
as I know, have I felt myself to be identical with my individu-
ality or with my work. From my youth up I have progres-
sively broken with the man of yesterday and rejected every
completed piece of work just as the pistil rejects the ripe
anther. But I am not yet sufficiently free inwardly to disre-
gard all externals. My consciousness is caught again and again
in psychic fetters and I need to expend deliberate effort to tear
myself away, and sometimes my power to do so fails me.
Moreover, the necessary exertion becomes constantly greater
because the network of relationships to which I belong, ideally
speaking, grows daily, and becomes ever denser and more con-
fused. At times I feel something like fear lest I should be
entangled after all. . . . Therefore, when all other means fail
me, I employ a mechanical device: I take the train and leave
my world until I have become so estranged from it that I can
envisage it as a whole and regain my mastery of it. I know
that many men, and by no means the worst among them, would
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disapprove of such measures; one should be strong enough,
they say, to exist without any such artificial devices. Yes! one
should be, but what if one is too weak? Is one to give up an
attainable goal because one cannot reach it by the shortest
path? Is one to dissipate the little power that one possesses in
order to conquer something which is not an end in itself, but
only a means and one which can easily be attained by a slight
digression? I confess that in relation to my soul I am a con-
vinced Jesuit, or, expressed more accurately and in a less
offensive way: I regard it as a mistake to treat psychic condi-
tions with any more respect or deference than those of external
nature. This deficiency of character—if it be such—is, after
all, an external factor, not my real ego, and to the outer world
I owe no reverence. In fact, instead of being troubled that I
should have to apply external means, I am content to find that
my soul is sufficiently naive to react so energetically and so
rapidly to such simple methods as the mechanical exclusion of
impressions and the like.

Women reckon with their fundamental weakness as they do
with any fact that is self-evident. They regard a man who is
unable to excite love as clumsy, unless perchance love means
nothing to him. Thereby they show not only a superior knowl-
edge of the race but also a profounder understanding of life
than most philosophers possess. Soul is nature and must be
treated and judged as such; its processes are not primarily
related to any spiritual values. This fact, of course, allows us
to draw more than one conclusion in practice. It is not neces-
sary to escape its dictates: if one wishes, it is possible by imagi-
nation to graft the highest values upon any natural condition;
thus passion has been hallowed in marriage, and murder in
the High Court of Justice, and that is right and just. What-
ever alternative a man may choose depends upon the aims
which he has set himself. My own forbid me, for the present,
to continue in any particular shape or form. Therefore I
must also not take them too seriously.
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3
THE SUEZ CANAL

THE air that flows about me gives a mighty stimulus to my
imagination. In the blue-grey moonlit night the violet-
coloured desert seems to reach beyond the horizon in the Fast;
above me, at a terrifying height, far higher than I have ever
seen them before, the stars glitter in their courses, and high,
high above them their vault is spread. Space here seems in-
credibly immense and almost becomes spaceless. I am over-
come by a kind of Aorror vacui. 1 feel as if this dead world
cried for life; like the djinn in the bottle which imprisoned
him, I feel impelled to grow out of the shell of my body until
the emptiness around me shall be filled. And behold! from
the travails of my soul, before me, above me, between heaven
and earth, finite and yet all penetrating, I see a tremendous
figure in the process of materialisation, the figure of One
whose body is like unto a thunder-cloud, whose being is the
tension of violence held in check. But a little while ago and
He was not there. Yet as soon as He is there He becomes the
centre of the world. He, the all too personal, is the soul of
this impersonal universe! Therefore the meaning of this
great silence is only the suspense of our breath before the storm
and this deep and solemn stillness is nothing but the prelude to
catastrophe. What would happen if He who is above us
should give way to burning wrath? In the desert the Samun
rises and the sandstorm carries away the dunes. . . . '

This is the God to whom the people of the desert pray. He
is not Allah, nor Jahveh. He is none of the historical Gods,
who from dark beginnings have, thanks to cumulative inherit-
ance, risen from minor potentates to be the Prince of Heaven.
But He is at the root of all of them, He continues to live in all
of them as an ancestor continues to live in His distant descend-
ants. And occasionally He appears again in His own intrinsic
form. When the languished tribes of Israel believed them-
selves to be chastened in the wilderness, it was He whom they
saw threatening above them. When the Bedouins hide them-
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sglw{cis before the Samun, it is He before whose terror they
quail.

It is the God of the Desert. Wherever imaginative man
penetrates into the universe which surrounds him, it brings
forth spirits and gods. The creatures thus born into the world
appear different according to the peculiarity of the parents;
sometimes the maternal, and at other times the paternal, blood
predominates. In Greece the gods took after the paternal
strain, the maternal one can hardly be discerned; it would
almost seem as if it mattered little who they were. In the case
of the gods of the desert it was the mother who gave them
their character. Irresistibly and apparently inevitably the ex-
panse of sand generates the offspring of violent despots. This
dead universe calls for life, this rigid equilibrium cries for
arbitrariness, as the stillness hankers after the storm. I doubt
whether the tribes of the desert possess much power of imagi-
nation: how simple, how almost needy are the characteristics of
their divinities! Yet the smallest seed implanted into heaven
by the desert unfolds itself in an immense apparition, so that
the simplest form, like the pyramid, gains greatness by its
mere dimensions.

The straight Suez Canal, this immense work of human
hands, which cleaves the desert so cruelly in twain, fits mar-
vellously into its natural surroundings. This canal too is the
product of an arbitrary act, a fate imposed upon the desert by
a superior will. Here man has indeed created like a god.

4
THE RED SEA

LARGE portion of my travelling companions consider that
A the heat has brought them nigh unto perdition. What
lack of imagination! It is true that in the North such intensity
of heat might become dangerous, for there it would be un-
natural. Under otherwise constant conditions an excessive rise
in temperature explodes the balance of the elements which
constitute a given climate, and since our bodies exist in relation
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to their surroundings, such disintegration might easily destroy
their organisms. But here the heat belongs necessarily to
everything else—its absolute degree is not too high; anybody
sufficiently imaginative should therefore rejoice at it, at any
rate at first, for the passage of time weakens our adaptability;
but at the beginning the unusual factor of the experience acts
as a stimulus and for this reason I would not be surprised if
during the first month I should only experience the positive
element of this tropical climate.

How beautifully everything belongs together here: the cli-
mate, the colours, the outlines, the animals, the seal Every
time when I sight a new being I feel as if a foreboding had
come to be realised: an animal in these latitudes must look just
as it does and not otherwise. Imaginative syntheses of this
kind no doubt include many a Hysteron-Proteron, but the
mere recognition of this fact does not solve the question.
There really does seem to be a necessary connection between all
the component elements of a world, so that the knowledge of
some of them should enable one in some degree to foresee the
others. I have often, when visiting the zoological gardens,
drawn correct conclusions from the mere nature of an unfa-
miliar animal of its home, even in cases where I lacked all
previous knowledge. Such deductive combinations succeed
with ease if one has a sufficient idea of the general character
of the country and the peculiarities of the type to which the
animal in question belongs. In this way the Chinese stag, for
instance, can easily be recognised, in fact it would be possible
in principle to construct the particular animal & priori if one
knows Stag’ sufficiently and if one is familiar with Chinamen
in their own surroundings. o

But for all that, it is very hot. I feel as if the hottest days
of August were upon me. Slowly my consciousness withdraws
from my limbs, which find ample occupation by their changed

surroundings, and it remains in serene contemplation of the
¢ coast.
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5
ADEN

THE black Continent possesses the greatest creative power
of any in the world. Whatever has its origin in Africa
remains African for ever in mind and spirit. In the museum
the gorilla stands out against his native background, and the
zebra and the ostrich conjure the breath of dried-up steppes
into the sweetest spring landscape, but the inhabitants of Africa
have saturated the country into which they have been trans-
planted with their own soul to such an extent that the white
man there sings nigger tunes in order to give vent to his
feelings. To know this it is not essential to have lived
in Africa. And yet, unless I had gone on shore at Aden, I
would scarcely have realised to what a degree this apparent
abstraction, this ‘Africa,’ is a reality. Here the rocky land-
scape and man, the expanse of sand, the huts of rushes and the
vultures, the dromedaries and the burdens which they bear,
form one single thundering major chord. There is something
absolutely fundamental about this chord and yet each simple
note of which it is composed rings out so pure and clear in
harmony with the others that each tone which one happens
to notice most at any given moment seems to be the key to the
chord. Their harmony is almost exaggerated; it is so great
that its elements are almost denied all chance of existence:
there is no such thing as individual peculiarity here. On the
other hand, the hyperindividual significance of everything
is so manifest and so powerful that the general similarity does
not appear as being stereotyped, but on the contrary impresses
us as the highest type—like the type in Greek art—for which
reason of repetition produces the effect of rhythmic sequence.

The naked negroes look magnificent. Sculpture in all seri-
ousness would be meaningless here. Among us Europeans
the body is usually a heavy inert mass, and it is the function
of the artist to give expressive values to its substance. For this
very reason he means so much to us. In Africa natural form
creates, in me at any rate, a greater inner elation than most
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works of art. There are only very few sculptors who have
done better work than Nature, who have realised in a higher
degree than she has the possibilities of the human form. Most
of them have fallen far, far short of their model, especially in
regard to its artistic complex, that is to say, the suggestive
power of their creation. Only the very highest art has the
significance which our sthetes would have us ascribe to all
forms of art. Shall I pronounceit? Artists owe the enormous
esteem in which they are held to a circumstance which, al-
though it may continue to exist for ever, does not detract from
its accidental nature. The sculptor owes it to the fact that our
body, thanks to its having been clothed throughout many cen-
turies, has lost the power of manifesting its innate expressive
values, for which reason we regard it as a revelation when an
artist realises it in his creations. The poet owes it to the fact
that most people have lost almost all their sensitivity and must
be shown an alien sensation, which awakens a sympathetic
echo in their souls, in order to feel.

All men whom I have seen here are beautiful. The negroes,
especially in their bodies; the Arabs, who gallop past me again
and again through the sandy streets on their noble steeds, in
their characteristic heads! These men are as fair as animals;
their bodies are equally expressive. The reason is that they
all seem typified. Beauty is never an expression of the indi-
vidual: its idea includes the perfection of those tendencies of
form whose expression marks the outlines of the race. There-
fore, in attaining beauty something becomes perfected, which
is more than individual. Here lies the reason of her compel-
ling universal character, from everybody’s point of view, pro-
vided they are alive to similar tendencies of form; for every
limited possibility is only capable of one supreme form of re-
alisation. It is impossible to conceive a higher degree of
harmonious and general perfection of the human body than
that which Greek art has revealed to us; this is why we call its
creations absolutely beautiful! From this point of view alone,
on the other hand, can the objective character of ®sthetic judg-
ments be understood fully: be they related to natural forms,
their artistic representations or be they mere arabesques: the
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whole of nature is ruled by an identical mechanism and an
identical stereometry, so that proportions, presupposing crea-
tion to be what it is, are conceivable everywhere which em-
body an objective optimum. In such judgments the question
of subjectivity does not arise. In the case of types of national
beauty (just as in the case of specific styles of art) this ob-
jectivity is limited to a narrower sphere; it has a meaning only
for those who admit certain premises whose validity may be
subject to discussion. But once these premises are admitted,
then taste no longer plays any part. The negroes of Aden
possess perfect beauty because the type of their race gains per-
fect expression in them.

From the above it is evident that beauty in the sense of
bodily perfection can never be symbolic for an individual.
Not one of the magnificent brows of these Arabs conceals an
even approximately comparable intelligence. It was not for
nothing that Socrates was the ugliest of Greeks—it is not with-
out reason that we are surprised to find intelligence in a per-
fectly beautiful woman. Physical beauty and individual sig-
nificance do not only belong to different dimensions, they are
antagonistic in so far as, everywhere in nature, where the type
predominates, the individual suffers accordingly. Beauty in its
real sense is always superindividual, that is to say, typified
beauty, and a type is generally violated by strong individuali-
ties. The truth of this statement is most apparent in only
partially developed peoples such as the Germans and the
Russians; in their case the important individuals differ physi-
cally from the ideal of the race far more than any member of
the average population. It is least noticeable in completely
crystallised nations like the British. That the latter statement,
however, does not give my fundamental assertion the lie, is
proved by the fact that the original individual belonging to
a completely developed race is almost without exception less
original than in the case of incompletely developed ones.
Modern England will not produce a Shakespeare.
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6
THE INDIAN OCEAN

ow very northern I am, in spite of all! This sea is more
Hvast and profound than any which I ever crossed—and
yet it fails to create the effect upon me which the ocean usually
does. The soft, almost sickly colours do not allow my con-
sciousness to receive an impression of grandeur. As I look
upon the expanse with its pink undertones, I can only think: this
is the pasture and the playground of the dolphin.

The reason is: I am a Northerner. There is no actual great-
ness in sheer physical expanse: unless it suggests a correspond-
ing heightening of the observer’s self-consciousness, it does not
signify greatness, and whether or not it causes such a process
to be set up, depends upon personal factors. Generally speak-
ing, magnificent views of nature such as the mountains, the
desert and the sea (I do not mention the sky at night because
we are too familiar with it, for which reason it has almost no
significance in the sense in which I mean) give a sense of ex-
altation to every human being. In the face of such a spectacle
our hearts begin to forbode that the limit of our temporal
nature does not necessarily limit our being and that it some-
how depends upon us whether our being is finite or infinite.
The immense forces which we behold outside ourselves, and
which we are yet forced to regard as in some sense belonging
to us, destroy—just as passion does from within—the armour
of our prejudices. Quite unconsciously our ego expands; we
then recognise our individuality as an insignificant portion of
our true selves; we feel ourselves to be greater, more generous
and noble—but also less important and more mean, which in
this case comes to the same thing, The only factor which in
these typical effects varies in each instance with the special cir-
cumstances is its degree. Would an Indian dream of the gods
which the vision of the Himalayas quite naturally creates in his
soul when he beholds the shimmering icebergs of the North
Sea?—Probably he would shiver too much, he would become
godless by reason of the excessive cold. I, on the other hand,
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strive in vain in the Indian Ocean to recall the sensations which
the Atlantic and the North Sea have created in me so often.
The oppressive closeness, the mildness and sweetness of my
surroundings, are incompatible to my mind with the elements
of grandeur. Their effects dull my nervous system. And just
as though I were a woman, I am honestly interested only in
the details in the midst of all this vastness; so, for instance, I
delight to-day in the curves which the fishes describe in their
whizzing flight from wave to wave.

Yes, indeed, I am a Northerner. . . . Once more Proteus
stands at the extremity of his confines; the Indian Ocean is
incapable of being the North Sea for him. However easy it
be to find a new centre for my psycho-physical being, it is
difficult to change its elements. It is a process that becomes
possible only through the gradual passage of time. Do I not
resemble the criminal who fails time after time to escape from
his prison? Again and again I imagine that I have escaped
from my personality, and again and again I am caught up
in its meshes. I have to recognise, whether I like it or not,
that there are certain factors in me which are not subject to my
volition; that I, however free I may appear to be, as a
phenomenon am only a factor in the structure of the world.

+

croTHEs are said to lack significance? Creatures who are in
the habit of walking about in a dressed condition carry with
them their own picture mirrored in their consciousness, and for
them their clothes are no less essential than their body. I
fancy that the great men are rare (just as the fools are many)
who have not at one time or another found their own external
style and then been true to it. The divine gift of vanity
brought many a good thing in its wake. Anyone who has
brought his costume and his nature into harmony satisfies not
only his personal and sthetic requirements, not only his con-
sideration for his fellows—he has found in fact a means of
expression for himself. Why does a sensitive person change
his clothes before joining the social throng of his fellows?
Because in changing his garments he changes the man within
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them. And in the same way the discovery of an external style
renders the inner being free. No one is really without vanity,
nor should he be; every one looks at himself in the glass. For
this reason he behaves with much less embarrassment if his
appearance corresponds with his being. By this I do not wish
by any means to deny the justification of fashion, quite on the
contrary: for the large majority it will always furnish the best
possible means of expression, because the majority do not
possess the peculiarities of distinction, and because fashion as a
rule does complete justice to the general requirements of its
followers. And the same is true of the distinguished indi-
vidual whose greatness depends on the perfection of his type,
a Castiglione or an Edward the Seventh. If, however, an
artist with an abnormal structure of the skull should fail to
wear a flowing mane, he would lose his personal style and for
this reason sacrifice a portion of his expressive ability.—FHow
do I come to make this observation? This evening there is
a fancy-dress ball on board which I am compelled to attend,
whether I like it or not.

There is after all much to be learned from masquerading.
Not, of course, in the case of the comedian, where appearance
and real nature belong anyhow to two different planes, but
especially in the case of people who have little or no talent
for acting. In the latter case appearance and reality, in spite
of every desire to the contrary, remain in harmony and the
result can lead to nothing short of revelation. I do not suggest
that because a man looks at his best in the costume of the eight-
eenth century, it is thereby proved that the spirit of this age
is the spirit of its wearer, but it is true that his fancy dress
(which after all is only a method of clothing himself with
a certain purpose) assists in expressing certain traits of his
being which in the ordinary course of events remain in the
background. In this way the process of dressing-up can not
only heighten or lessen the man’s power of expression: it can
indeed bring about self-realisation. A lessening of expressive
power is the usual result because the natural expression is
normal to the majority. His fancy dress reveals what the man
is, amongst other things, not what he is essentially; it alters, as
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it were, the centre of his being. The same process brings about
a heightening of the expressive power in those individuals
whose calling and surroundings only permit them, in the
ordinary course of their lives, to convey but a part of them-
selves. Such people are in their fancy dress more, or in a
better sense, themselves than they are otherwise in their ‘real’
existence. The most interesting case is the extreme instance of
that mentioned last—the case where the man is not himself
at all in everyday life and is born for the first time at the fancy-
dress ball. There is no doubt that many 2 man does not fit
either into his age or into his profession or into the world that
gave him birth. Their ‘reality’ is, regarded metaphysically,
only a semblance. Thanks to a mask such people sometimes
find their own truth. I see in front of me two men of the
world who are wearing the costumes of apaches, and I am
almost prepared to swear that it is not their present simulation
but their habitual mode of life which is expressive of their
comedy in the eyes of God.

And this reminds me of James Moriers’ immortal Hadji-
Baba of Ispahan, in which he describes in an inimitable fashion
the Eastern power of permutation. Grand Vizier to-day, to-
morrow a barber and the day after ascetic, and yet entirely at
home in each of these parts. The instability of every situation
in oriental life makes it easier there not to take any of its forms
too seriously. Accordingly their judgment of values differs
in proportion. A man is regarded always as being what he rep-
resents, wherefore his behaviour assumes an importance which
the modern Westerner can scarcely comprehend. How could
it be otherwise? If appearance is not really taken seriously,
then ite semblance must be hypostatised. We Westerners
believe instinctively in the divine preordination of a man’s
external position in life, and for this reason we consider form
of less account than they do in the East; on the other hand,
where form appears to us to be a necessity, we credit it with
a metaphysical reality. The nobleman must play the part of
noblemen in every situation in life and so on and so forth.—On
the other hand, what we conceive to be possible in America
proves that fundamentally we are not as unwise as we appear:
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we do not transplant our demands over there. Even the noble-
man who was luckless on this side of the water may earn his
living on the other as a waiter; there even he will accept dou-
ceurs and tips without a flicker of the eyelids.

A research student whose profession causes him to travel
through the length and breadth of India and who appears to
be a distinguished connoisseur of the country and of the
people, proposed to me that I should join him; I would
thereby gain a profounder insight into the life of the Indians.
The curious position in which I am placed makes me smile: in
case I accepted this piece of good luck I would sacrifice the
whole purpose of my journey. What do the facts as such con-
cern me? And if they did, would I travel for their sake?
Specialists have been everywhere before me; their discoveries
are at every one’s disposal. The observations which I could
make would undoubtedly be of less value than those made by
men who are specially qualified for such tasks. It would be
clearly waste of energy and time for me to do what others can
do better. Young and talented people are fond of asserting
that man must be capable of everything. However, man is
not capable of everything and the small achievements which he
may call his own suffer by the diffusion of his attention. It is
curious that politicians of all human types, although they are
the least thoughtful metaphysically, are the only variety who
understand how to differentiate between their person and the
brains they make use of. They alone are not concerned who
executes a piece of work, provided it is well done. The phi-
losopher, however, blushes at the mere possibility that his mind
might not be omniscient and instead of increasing his own
powers to the utmost by a correct judgment of himself and by
undertaking only what his nature is fitted for, and by employ-
ing minds better suited to tasks which are alien to his nature,
he spoils his own work by his illusion that he represents the
Almighty in propria persona. This protective gesture of vanity
is comprehensible in insignificant people; the philosopher is an
organiser on the vastest of scales; he could afford to be less
fettered in mind. Well, as far as I am concerned myself, in so
far as T am free I can only claim to be so since yesterday. To
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think of all the enterprises that I have undertaken since the
early days of my adolescence! Passage of time makes one
more wise. To-day I trust other eyes better than my own
when precise observation is at stake; whenever the impression-
ability of the experimentalist may cause an experiment to lose
in power of conviction, I substitute my nervous system by that
of a more robust nature; if a logical chain is to be construed
in order to link recognised premises to a fact which is guessed
at, I leave the task, whenever possible, to better logicians than
myself, and all intuitions which concern specialists I pass on
to them as suggestions whenever they seem to me to be worth
considering. As far as my own person is concerned, I confine
myself to penetrating into the significance of thmgs And in
this connection the agglomeration of too many facts is not a
help but a hindrance. The basic tones of a world can be per-
ceived in a few chords by anyone capable of listening to them
atall. Too much music confuses the ear.

The necessity of limiting the subject of one’s consideration
is theoretically recognised by everybody, but very few people
seem to know that the tool, the Ego, also requires limitation;
this is especially true of the i impressions to which the Ego 1s
exposed; for this reason people like myself are so often apos-
trophised as cranks, egoists and eccentric individualists. I,
for instance, am considered on board to be haughty because I
retire whenever and as far as possible from the company of my
fellow-travellers, whereas the real explanation is that I can
only exercise my specific mental powers in complete seclusion.
If I am to do the work which has been set me, my nervous
system must be perfectly in tune, my attention disengaged
and my mind free. These conditions on their part also involve
other conditions. It may well be that such considerations
detract from one’s merits as a human being in the course of
time, but this objection is of no significance; for a mental
worker must be sufficiently unselfish to bear the risk of any
possible injury to himself. He must—let me describe the
position by an extreme and mythical instance—be ready to
forfeit his eternal bliss, if an unholy life can help him to a
profounder recognition. He must live for his problem in the
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same way as the good mother lives for her child. Unfor-
tunately it is not true that all forms of perfection lie in the
same direction; the perfection of a work of art demands
different conditions from the perfection of personal existence.
Now, whenever the choice has to be made between a mediocre
realisation of one’s self in life and an important one in one’s
work, the latter is always to be preferred. A profound recog-
nition discovered and expressed by an imperfect being may
benefit the whole of humanity. To place human perfection in
this sense above everything else, as is usually the case, is a
proof not only of the most primitive form of egoism but also
of a fundamental misconception. Who lives literally ‘unto
himself,” and who could do so? No one. There is no differ-
ence in the sight of God between the man who strives after per-
sonal perfection or the man who lives for his work or for his
fellows or for his children. Everyone aims at something
beyond the individual. For even that which probably survives
death, that ego whose immortality the Christian postulates, is
not to be found in human personality: it is its fruit to which
it only gives birth.

+

I mave actually counted twenty-three different nationalities
amongst the passengers. One ought to suppose therefore that
my fellow-travellers present anything but a homogeneous
impression. However, the precise reverse is true; the various
individuals hardly differ from one another, if I disregard
external similarities or their innermost life and judge them
from the point of view of their tangible character alone.

This is the result of simply being together for fourteen days
in the not even closely restricted space of an ocean liner. I
wonder whether there was any difference whatever between
Noah, his lions and his sheep towards the end of their journey
during the flood?—Each individual as a phenomenon is only as
much as he is able to express, and he becomes greater or lesser,
thus or different in accordance with the traits which are
accepted by his surroundings: this explains the immense power
of milieu. The milieu of Paris, for instance, enlarges every
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mind which is in any way congenial to it. It is possible to
understand there what one would never have arrived at oneself
and such understanding awakens new ideas. In Paris, whose
cultured circles are mentally the most agile in the world, this
process of development takes place with such rapidity that
thought is never actually at rest and with a sudden impetus
one is lifted up from one level to another, reaching a height
one could never have attained in other surroundings. For this
reason minds which have been trained in great capitals—such
as ancient Athens, Florence, Alexandria, Rome, Paris—are
always superior to those that have developed in the provinces.
—Conversely the herding together for a long period on a
steamer results in such banalisation that ultimately the differ-
ence between man and beast disappears. In such surroundings
only the most banal traits (that is to say, the very traits which
fine personalities ignore both in themselves and in others from
a feeling of tact) make themselves felt, and since a man’s
immediate surroundings continually present him with their
likeness he becomes so conscious of them that in the end he
himself becomes transformed in accordance with the conception
that his surroundings have of him.—The milieu of an ocean
liner appears to me like the best possible caricature of the
‘World,? that mighty institute for indigence. I am anything
rather than hostile to the world; every one, no matter who
he be, must remain in touch with his fellows if he is not to
cripple his mentality, and perhaps contact with so-called
society is the best means to this end. The manners and cus-
toms of social life force one to pay attention to people whom
one might otherwise disregard; the average human element
predominates and finds expression in a form which makes it
. appear acceptable. It is precisely men who are mentally lonely,
philosophers, who should be men of the world if they mean to
prevent fatal retrogression in their development. But there is
an immense difference between retaining contact and visiting
this world, and becoming its victim. To become its victim
always involves serious mental impoverishment. There is,
however, one exception and that is the type of man whom' I
would call the representative type. There are men, above all
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there are women, who throw away their lives in the most
senseless fashion and yet do not deteriorate in the process; in
fact, it seems to develop them. The type that I refer to
reached its perfection in the eighteenth century. Is a mode of
life conceivable, more empty than that of the great ladies of
those days? Real love was unknown to them, they had no
serious interests of any kind; the whole of their existence was
spent in tittle-tattle. And yet many among them were pro-
found and their profundity was not impeded by their form of
life; on the contrary, it gave them a means of expression. It
gave a soul to their esprit and to their art of living. And for
this reason the frivolity of this period occasionally gives an
impression of gravity and profundity which strikes us as being
strange and makes one dream. . . .

Milieu. . . . While I am on the subject I would like to
pursue a course of thought, odd though it is, which from time
to time reappears in my consciousness. In accordance with the
surroundings in which one happens to be, different traits
gain predominance; should this not be equally true in the
case of one’s own surroundings, of that which most people
identify with the word: myself? To my mind the differences
of character between a child, 2 man and an octogenarian are
nothing but the reflex action of their surroundings. A child
of profound self-consciousness anticipates the wisdom of old
age, and the octogenarian who is unfettered in his spirit can
remain young to the hour of his death: I sometimes explain
this to myself by thinking that a different set of peculiarities
are manifested according to physical coincidences. The nerves
of an old man cannot react as those of a child and vice versa.
The same is undoubtedly true of men and women if I regard
their differences from the standpoint of the metaphysical self.
The ascertained facts of heredity would appear to suggest that
every individual contains in a latent form all the peculiarities
of his ancestors; and which of these peculiarities are able to
manifest themselves depends entirely on circumstances. If
an individual—as such, the bearer of the inheritance of his
whole ancestry—assumes the shape of a woman, then the
manly traits cannot find expression and vice versa. This shows
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how ridiculous it is to demand feminine virtues of a man, or
to reproach a woman with her insufficiency of masculine quali-
ties. It is conceivable that the entity which as a man resulted
in Cesar Borgia, might have found her corresponding feminine
expression in the character of a sister of mercy. . . . Why
should I not consider further possibilities?—The damp heat re-
moves all my inhibition. I am beginning to feel quite indiffer-
ent to my critical powers of perception; I feel tempted to sur-
render myself completely to the sway of unlimited possibilities.
—Suppose there be such a thing as Heaven and a continued
existence after death: this form of existence, as it is represented
universally in the mythologies of all nations, seems quite in-
conceivable as long as one assumes that men remain after death
what they were before. But would it be impossible to regard
‘Heaven’ as the kind of inward milieu, in which the negative,
the evil and destructive qualities fail to find expression, in
exactly the same sense as the feminine potentialities are in-
expressible in masculine organisms? On 4 priori grounds there
is nothing to be said against this. Only, of course, life in
Heaven could not in those circumstances represent a final
phase. . . . The boat once more passes through a crowd of
rosy-tinted jelly-fishes whose umbrella-like bodies flap to and
fro helplessly in the midst of the rushing waters. How would
it be if I were to express myself through the physical medium
of such a creature? Most of what constitutes the human soul
would no doubt remain unmanifested; only a small fraction
of my being could show itself. But this fraction would pre-
sumably be one which is incapable of expression in human
form.







PART TWO: CEYLON






7
COLOMBO

AT becomes of me on the green island of Lanka?
WEvery hour I am sensible of a change in me. I feel that
in this hothouse air it is futile to work, to wish, to strive; noth-
ing succeeds but what happens of its own accord. And an in-
credible number of things do happen here by themselves,
more than I had ever thought possible. In fact everything
within me is happening of its own accord. My volition wanes
irresistibly. I am transformed into a gentle, soft creature who
enjoys life without ambition and without any creative desire.

The whole of my life has turned into a process of vegeta-
tion. But of course this latter concept appears to be true only
when drawn from the flora of the tropics, not from that of
northern latitudes. There vegetating implies a minimum of
life—a form of existence barely sufficient unto itself. Here it
implies 2 maximum. These plants which rise overnight from
the earth to the sky resemble gods in their vitality. In Cey-
lon, as elsewhere, vegetating signifies a form of existence which
proceeds without effort, but then effort is superfluous here:
everything succeeds without it. Here vegetating becomes the
form of all life, even of mental life; the mind becomes ram-
pant, like tropical plants. Already I realise in myself that
the mental life of tropical man is comprehensible only from
the botanical point of view. His images blossom forth like
flowers, wildly, luxuriantly, confusedly, without effort and
without the supervision of the gardener, and are therefore
irresponsible. It is in this way, no doubt, that we should ex-
plain the history of Indian mythology: the stern teaching of
the sages of the North-West could not survive for long in
the southern districts; its simplicity soon began to develop into
aimless exuberance. Thousands of gods sprang from the
fruitful soil like mushrooms after rain. Hindooism in its
boundless richness can only be understood as a vegetative
process.

Nobody identifies himself with a phenomenon which is self-

evident; no one centres his self-consciousness in the mere
39
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processes of physiological change, in the circulation of his
blood. We only recognise as belonging to our nature what
somehow depends on our own determination. Thus no West-
erner who wishes to be taken seriously would count the material
and external world to himself, but he would lay claim in the
above sense to the psychic world, the sphere of thought and
imagination. On this natural connection those typically West-
ern philosophies are based, in which Being appears identified
with thought, volition or action. In the tropics—I feel it
already—it does not occur to one to judge psychic phenomena
by a different standard from physical ones; it never enters
one’s head to take them seriously metaphysically. Everything
that happens in me, develops in me as the plants develop out
there. It is not I who think, but something thinks in me,
it is not I who wish, but something wishes in me. Actually
this 3 what happens everywhere, but in Ceylon, where nature
does everything essential, claiming with emphasis for herself
all that belongs to her, so that man shall not misunderstand
himself, everyone becomes conscious of this truth. For the
most mediocre native, Buddha’s doctrine of cognition must be
a matter of course, while the most cultured European only
very exceptionally perceives its truth. The latter is conscious
of action precisely where the Oriental recognises inaction; he
necessarily inclines to count a portion of external nature unto
himself.

The Maya-doctrine, the teaching which proclaims the un-
reality of the world, is typical of the tropics in the same sense
in which naturalism is typical of northern countries. In the
north, where man must enter ceaselessly into nature in order
to maintain its processes, nothing is more natural to him than
to take the latter seriously. If he gives way to these tendencies
and makes a system of the views to which they lead, a con-
ception of the world results, according to which man is con-
tained completely within the boundaries of his own psychic
processes. If, on the other hand, the processes of nature are
assumed as a matter of course, if the mind does not need to
concern itself with them in any way, then it is equally natural
not to take any phenomena seriously. Moreover, since the
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impulse of the will is so small that the wish fails to become
father to the thought, all appearances are naturally regarded in
such a way that concrete events mean nothing but pretence
and make-believe. But this outlook signifies—exactly as it
opposite, namely naturalism—no more than a passage é la
limite, and is for this reason well in accordance with human
nature. 'The significant point to observe here is the following:
that the two extremities of the pole harmonise in the position
they assume towards the absolute, for they both deny it com-
pletely. Naturalism does so because the vivid consciousness of
the processes of nature makes their perpetuation into another
world seem superfluous; Buddhism does the same for opposite
reasons. Everything man can become conscious of in the con-
crete belongs to nature; wherever nature is felt to be unreal,
consciousness turns away, as it were, from its possible con-
tent; it becomes more and more empty, till at last nothing
remains. In this way the Buddhist of Ceylon regards nothing-
ness as the background of semblance; the world holds no more
than that for him. Such a conception can hardly be realised in
Europe. Since I am staying in Ceylon I too am beginning to
find this point of view tenable.

The doctrine of Maya has been compared with philosophies
which in Europe represent the unreality of the world. Such a
comparison cannot be made even superficially; all European
illusionists, in so far as they can be regarded as honest, were
anzmic theorisers who attached greater weight to logical argu-
ment than to experience: no Occidental can really believe in
Maya. And yet there are minds among us who are justified
in sharing the Buddhistic attitude to life. The man whose
culture is ancient finds it more and more difficult to realise
himself in any form at all; his thoughts, his emotions, his
actions mean nothing in relation to himself; he does not and
he cannot identify himself with them. Such an attitude is
equivalent to that of the Buddhist. But here its consequences
are precisely reversed. The condition of the Buddhist is a
happy one, for he longs for nothing more than to escape from
his particularised existence; the condition of the modern
European is tragic, for he is consumed by a passion for exist-
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ence; he regards himself as impotent in so far as he fails of
self-realisation. To deny existence absolutely, that saving
grace of the Buddhistic nihilist, is an impossibility to the vital
European. Therefore precisely the same circumstance which
made the teaching of Buddha take root in Ceylon, caused at
home the success of Friedrich Nietzsche. Nietzsche’s doc-
trine of the superman is not an expression of greatness, but an
expression of the desire for greatness, perhaps the most
pathetic expression of that desire which has ever been known.

8
KANDY

HE landscape which unfolds before the traveller, as the
Tﬁpiral of the mountain railway carries him from the op-
pressive heat of Colombo to the cooler regions of Kandy, is
nothing short of magical. The richness of the flora is over-
whelming everywhere, but it has its own marked peculiarities
at every level, so that the eye, when it looks far down from
the heights, beholds not one but many forms of nature, which
are either sharply defined, one against the other, or else pass
gradually into one another. Perfect beauty abounds every-
where, that beauty which falls to the lot of everything, in
which meaning and expression are one. And then Kandy!
This peaceful lake encircled by dark green hills, surrounded
by trees which blossom like flowers, and embedded between the
richest pastures—this lake with its uncertain misty tints in
which the brilliant sunshine is reflected only as an echo, looks
like 2 moonstone against a background of dark velvet. When
I arrived I was so thrilled that I immediately started for a long
walk, and when I returned, feeling weary, I thought, as I
reclined in a comfortable arm-chair on my shaded balcony:
thou art in paradise. Here even thy boldest expectations have
been exceeded, here thy most unlimited wishes are fulfilled;
now thou shouldst be completely happy.

Am I? Tt is ungrateful of me, but I am not. I am not
happy precisely because every wish seems to be fulfilled, and
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in fulfilment all longing is neutralised, and without longing
the life that I mean ends. I feel as if my innermost possi-
bility of life were cut off; I have never been in an atmosphere
whose suggestive stimulus was less. At the moment it is true
that my surroundings stimulate me, but that is not due to them
but to the fact that they were strange to me and that their
strangeness incites my senses and my mind to enter into ever
new relations with new experience. I could imagine that ex-
travagant natures such as those of Gauguin and R. L. Steven-
son could find continuous stimulus here, because even super-
abundance does not satisfy extravagant natures. As far as
I am concerned, however, I am convinced that my imagination
would soon become paralysed. Here, where everything is
fulfilment, the soil for aspiration is lacking.

Longing and fulfilment! Is the normal relation of these
two concepts not also the solution of the whole problem, the
problem as to why the moderate, not the hot zone has been
the scene of all the great actions of the human mind? In a
place where everything is at hand, search seems unnecessary,
and the ultimate issues have never been found by anyone who
was not a seeker; where everything is supplied from outside,
there is nothing to give an impulse to the will and slackness
has never yet produced heroic action. Idealism cannot flourish
where every possibility is realised. For this reason all the
original creations from tropical zones bear features which
are curiously lacking in spiritual qualities. In the climate of
the tropics imagination vegetates, like everything else. No
doubt there are occasions when it produces wonderful blossoms,
either extravagant in phantasy like the mythology of the gods
in folklore, or else oppressively scented like the lyrics of over-
refined court poets; every now and again there are products
which, like the palm tree, possess strong and powerful outlines.
But all these creations, no matter how beautiful they may be,
remain in the sphere of nature; they do not emanate from the
depths of the mind and the soul, they are not born again of the
spirit; they are expressive of spirit only in the sense in which a
flower expresses it. Nature, no matter how rich she may be,
cannot rise to the heights of spirituality. They can only be
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reached by the man who through personal effort rises above
the sphere of his origin. The inhabitant of the tropics lacks the
necessary impulse because everything possible happens of its
own accord; and he lacks the energy to desire the impossi-
ble.

His consciousness must be appallingly poor: he is conscious
only of what does not happen by itself, and when everything
occurs automatically, what remains? He cannot know love
either. What we call love is based purely on our power of
imagination. Where desire anticipates satisfaction, where
representation anticipates reality, that marvellous image is
born which becomes richer, more tender and more beautiful
in proportion as the distance increases between longing and
realisation. For this very reason love in the North has pro-
duced blossoms so infinitely more precious than in the South,
because in the North the mind loves to dwell in the land of
dreams, whereas the South possesses a paramount sense for
reality. The further south man lives, the more sensuous, in
the animal meaning of the word, does he become and the less
active in imagination. The road from longing to fulfilment
ultimately becomes so short, that psychic creations are im-
possible. Experience does not exceed longing and the proc-
esses which are born of love in the northern sense become
impossible. It appears to be a matter of course in the tropics
that those who feel erotic attraction possess each other. When
Indian poets speak of longing, they mean the anguish of sepa-
rated couples who by their separation cease to satisfy them-
selves; they never mean the longing for the unattainable and
for the unseen. In the tropics our longing is unknown.

There is only one form of longing which they can feel and
which can remain alive and increase to such a point that finally
it appears as a power capable of moving the world: the longing
to escape from all superfluity and all abundance. There have
been minds in northern countries which have rejected reality,
but their motive was never desire for liberation from reality,
but dissatisfaction with what it offered. Their negation lacks
a really profound motive, their attitude has never therefore
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become productive on a large scale. In the tropics the longing
to be out of the world has proved to be the most creative im-
pulse. It is this longing alone which has brought the pro-
foundest elements to the surface because the roots of this long-
ing alone really plumb the depths. Indeed, where nothing
is left to be desired, superfluity implies limitation in the same
sense as does real want in other circumstances; here abundance
becomes an obstacle to energetic action, it weakens our sense
of life and threatens to strangle self-consciousness. Here it is
precisely the powerful mind which is most inimical to the
world. It is for this reason that the teachings which seem
weakest to us and appear as the excrescence of degeneracy,
the teachings which show the worthlessness of existence, are
precisely those which possess vigour in the tropics. Spirit
seems powerful here only in so far as it tries not to create
reality, but to deny it.—The crescent moon is reflected in the
lake, in the tops of the palms rumbles the humming of a
thousand insects. How I long for Nirvana! How I long for
an existence where creation is not over-powerful, where nature
does not smother the mind with its Juxuriance! How I long
for a non-individual, non-defined condition of existence, in
which I could be free from all that binds me now, free from
joy and sorrow, free from gods and men, and free from
myself. . . . '

+

I am trying to watch the plants grow; it ought to be possible
in Ceylon. The undergrowth literally jumps from the soil;
the bamboo shoots upwards to the sky. The whole of creation
seems in a constant state of flux; one needs no Heraclitus here
in order to make this plain. What a different thing a forest is
in the tropics and at home! In the moderate zone “forest’ is a
collective concept which embraces in our sense a large number
of single trees. Here the forest is the more concrete concept
as opposed to the trees, which abstract themselves, as it were,
only with difficulty out of the chaotic greenery, and the process
of growth is so rapid, so rich, luxuriant and unlimited, and all
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forms are so interwoven and so inextricably merged into one
another, that their outward appearance does not tempt one to
formulate a theory of Being: everything is demonstrably in a
process of ‘becoming,” and beyond this process nothing is to
be found. Every minute that you look about you proves the
truth of Buddha’s phenomenology. '

The latter is undoubtedly the most precise theory of vege-
tation which has ever been enunciated. In so far as the life of
the plant is typical of all life, Buddha has spoken the truth
for men also, and that is saying a great deal; all ultimate prob-
lems are presented and solved as completely in the plant as
in the most highly developed human life and destiny, the
problems of freedom, immortality and the ultimate roots of
Being. Nevertheless there is something dissatisfying in partic-
ularising about man from the nature of plants; one does not
wrong his being, but one does injustice to the peculiarities of
his nature. In emphasising man’s similarity to the plants his
essential difference from them is overlooked. While studying
the teachings of Buddha I frequently asked myself whether
he wished to make plants of men; there is no doubt that he did
so. His teaching aims so strongly at the unification of life
that the beings who have followed it were bound to develop
towards what is common to all. ‘The passivity of the Buddhist
has no other significance than that he 1s a plant-like being.

Since 1 have been in the tropics I am no longer surprised
that Buddha has based his doctrine of salvation on the phenom-
enology of plant life. Life here is vegetation; body as well
as mind vegetates and this vegetation exhausts all the possibili-
ties of physical existence so completely that the question of a
possibly higher destiny for man does not arise.

+

THE influences of this tropical world have changed my
organism sufficiently to enable me to enter into and remain in
the Buddhistic consciousness. It is an experience which teaches
me much. It is not difficult to do justice to the theory of Bud-
dhism, for its theory is all of a piece with every empiric system
of the West; the psychology of Taine, Ernst Mach, William





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































