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et us start by making a little apology to Psychoanalysis. It
wasn't fair to jeer at the psychoanalytic unconscious; or
perhaps it was fair to jeer at the psychoanalytic
unconscious, which is truly a negative quantity and an
unpleasant menagerie. What was really not fair was to jeer
at Psychoanalysis as if Freud had invented and described
nothing but an unconscious, in all his theory.

The unconscious is not, of course, the clue to the
Freudian theory. The real clue is sex. A sexual motive is to
be attributed to all human activity.

Now this is going too far. We are bound to admit than an
element of sex enters into all human activity. But so does an
element of greed, and of many other things. We are bound
to admit that into all human relationships, particularly adult
human relationships, a large element of sex enters. We are
thankful that Freud has insisted on this. We are thankful that
Freud pulled us somewhat to earth, out of all our clouds of
superfineness. What Freud says is always partly true. And
half a loaf is better than no bread.

But really, there is the other half of the loaf. All is not sex.
And a sexual motive is not to be attributed to all human
activities. We know it, without need to argue.



Sex surely has a specific meaning. Sex means the being
divided into male and female; and the magnetic desire or
impulse which puts male apart from female, in a negative or
sundering magnetism, but which also draws male and
female together in a long and infinitely varied approach
towards the critical act of coition. Sex without the
consummating act of coition is never quite sex, in human
relationships: just as a eunuch is never quite a man. That is
to say, the act of coition is the essential clue to sex.

Now does all life work up to the one consummating act of
coition? In one direction, it does, and it would be better if
psychoanalysis plainly said so. In one direction, all life works
up to the one supreme moment of coition. Let us all admit
it, sincerely.

But we are not confined to one direction only, or to one
exclusive consummation. Was the building of the cathedrals
a working up towards the act of coition? Was the dynamic
impulse sexual? No. The sexual element was present, and
important. But not predominant. The same in the building of
the Panama Canal. The sexual impulse, in its widest form,
was a very great impulse towards the building of the
Panama Canal. But there was something else, of even
higher importance, and greater dynamic power.

And what is this other, greater impulse? It is the desire of
the human male to build a world: not "to build a world for
you, dear"; but to build up out of his own self and his own
belief and his own effort something wonderful. Not merely
something useful. Something wonderful. Even the Panama
Canal would never have been built simply to let ships
through. It is the pure disinterested craving of the human



male to make something wonderful, out of his own head and
his own self, and his own soul's faith and delight, which
starts everything going. This is the prime motivity. And the
motivity of sex is subsidiary to this: often directly
antagonistic.

That is, the essentially religious or creative motive is the
first motive for all human activity. The sexual motive comes
second. And there is a great conflict between the interests
of the two, at all times.

What we want to do, is to trace the creative or religious
motive to its source in the human being, keeping in mind
always the near relationship between the religious motive
and the sexual. The two great impulses are like man and
wife, or father and son. It is no use putting one under the
feet of the other.

The great desire to-day is to deny the religious impulse
altogether, or else to assert its absolute alienity from the
sexual impulse. The orthodox religious world says faugh! to
sex. Whereupon we thank Freud for giving them tit for tat.
But the orthodox scientific world says fie! to the religious
impulse. The scientist wants to discover a cause for
everything. And there is no cause for the religious impulse.
Freud is with the scientists. Jung dodges from his university
gown into a priest's surplice till we don't know where we
are. We prefer Freud's Sex to Jung's Libido or Bergson's Elan
Vital. Sex has at least some definite reference, though when
Freud makes sex accountable for everything he as good as
makes it accountable for nothing.

We refuse any Cause, whether it be Sex or Libido or Elan
Vital or ether or unit of force or perpetuum mobile or



anything else. But also we feel that we cannot, like Moses,
perish on the top of our present ideal Pisgah, or take the
next step into thin air. There we are, at the top of our Pisgah
of ideals, crying Excelsior and trying to clamber up into the
clouds: that is, if we are idealists with the religious impulse
rampant in our breasts. If we are scientists we practice
aeroplane flying or eugenics or disarmament or something
equally absurd.

The promised land, if it be anywhere, lies away beneath
our feet. No more prancing upwards. No more uplift. No
more little Excelsiors crying world-brotherhood and
international love and Leagues of Nations. Idealism and
materialism amount to the same thing on top of Pisgah, and
the space is very crowded. We're all cornered on our
mountain top, climbing up one another and standing on one
another's faces in our scream of Excelsior.

To your tents, O Israel! Brethren, let us go down. We will
descend. The way to our precious Canaan lies obviously
downhill. An end of uplift. Downhill to the land of milk and
honey. The blood will soon be flowing faster than either, but
we can't help that. We can't help it if Canaan has blood in its
veins, instead of pure milk and honey.

If it is a question of origins, the origin is always the same,
whatever we say about it. So is the cause. Let that be a
comfort to us. If we want to talk about God, well, we can
please ourselves. God has been talked about quite a lot, and
He doesn't seem to mind. Why we should take it so
personally is a problem. Likewise if we wish to have a tea
party with the atom, let us: or with the wriggling little unit of
energy, or the ether, or the Libido, or the Elan Vital, or any



other Cause. Only don't let us have sex for tea. We've all got
too much of it under the table; and really, for my part, I
prefer to keep mine there, no matter what the Freudians say
about me.

But it is tiring to go to any more tea parties with the
Origin, or the Cause, or even the Lord. Let us pronounce the
mystic Om, from the pit of the stomach, and proceed.

There's not a shadow of doubt about it, the First Cause is
just unknowable to us, and we'd be sorry if it wasn't.
Whether it's God or the Atom. All I say is Om!

The first business of every faith is to declare its
ignorance. I don't know where I come from—nor where I exit
to. I don't know the origins of life nor the goal of death. I
don't know how the two parent cells which are my biological
origin became the me which I am. I don't in the least know
what those two parent cells were. The chemical analysis is
just a farce, and my father and mother were just vehicles.
And yet, I must say, since I've got to know about the two
cells, I'm glad I do know.

The Moses of Science and the Aaron of Idealism have got
the whole bunch of us here on top of Pisgah. It's a tight
squeeze, and we'll be falling very, very foul of one another
in five minutes, unless some of us climb down. But before
leaving our eminence let us have a look round, and get our
bearings.

They say that way lies the New Jerusalem of universal
love: and over there the happy valley of indulgent
Pragmatism: and there, quite near, is the chirpy land of the
Vitalists: and in those dark groves the home of successful
Analysis, surnamed Psycho: and over those blue hills the



Supermen are prancing about, though you can't see them.
And there is Besantheim, and there is Eddyhowe, and there,
on that queer little tableland, is Wilsonia, and just round the
corner is Rabindranathopolis....

But Lord, I can't see anything. Help me, heaven, to a
telescope, for I see blank nothing.

I'm not going to try any more. I'm going to sit down on
my posterior and sluther full speed down this Pisgah, even if
it cost me my trouser seat. So ho!—away we go.

In the beginning—there never was any beginning, but let
it pass. We've got to make a start somehow. In the very
beginning of all things, time and space and cosmos and
being, in the beginning of all these was a little living
creature. But I don't know even if it was little. In the
beginning was a living creature, its plasm quivering and its
life-pulse throbbing. This little creature died, as little
creatures always do. But not before it had had young ones.
When the daddy creature died, it fell to pieces. And that was
the beginning of the cosmos. Its little body fell down to a
speck of dust, which the young ones clung to because they
must cling to something. Its little breath flew asunder, the
hotness and brightness of the little beast—I beg your
pardon, I mean the radiant energy from the corpse flew
away to the right hand, and seemed to shine warm in the
air, while the clammy energy from the body flew away to
the left hand, and seemed dark and cold. And so, the first
little master was dead and done for, and instead of his little
living body there was a speck of dust in the middle, which
became the earth, and on the right hand was a brightness
which became the sun, rampaging with all the energy that



had come out of the dead little master, and on the left hand
a darkness which felt like an unrisen moon. And that was
how the Lord created the world. Except that I know nothing
about the Lord, so I shouldn't mention it.

But I forgot the soul of the little master. It probably did a
bit of flying as well—and then came back to the young ones.
It seems most natural that way.

Which is my account of the Creation. And I mean by it,
that Life is not and never was anything but living creatures.
That's what life is and will be just living creatures, no matter
how large you make the capital L. Out of living creatures the
material cosmos was made: out of the death of living
creatures, when their little living bodies fell dead and fell
asunder into all sorts of matter and forces and energies,
sun, moons, stars and worlds. So you got the universe.
Where you got the living creature from, that first one, don't
ask me. He was just there. But he was a little person with a
soul of his own. He wasn't Life with a capital L.

If you don't believe me, then don't. I'll even give you a
little song to sing.

"If it be not true to me
What care I how true it be . ."

That's the kind of man I really like, chirping his
insouciance. And I chirp back:

"Though it be not true to thee
It's gay and gospel truth to me. . ."

The living live, and then die. They pass away, as we
know, to dust and to oxygen and nitrogen and so on. But



what we don't know, and what we might perhaps know a
little more, is how they pass away direct into life itself—that
is, direct into the living. That is, how many dead souls fly
over our untidiness like swallows and build under the eaves
of the living. How many dead souls, like swallows, twitter
and breed thoughts and instincts under the thatch of my
hair and the eaves of my forehead, I don't know. But I
believe a good many. And I hope they have a good time.
And I hope not too many are bats.

I am sorry to say I believe in the souls of the dead. I am
almost ashamed to say, that I believe the souls of the dead
in some way reënter and pervade the souls of the living: so
that life is always the life of living creatures, and death is
always our affair. This bit, I admit, is bordering on
mysticism. I'm sorry, because I don't like mysticism. It has
no trousers and no trousers seat: n'a pas de quoi. And I
should feel so uncomfortable if I put my hand behind me
and felt an absolute blank.

Meanwhile a long, thin, brown caterpillar keeps on
pretending to be a dead thin beech-twig, on a little bough at
my feet. He had got his hind feet and his fore feet on the
twig, and his body looped up like an arch in the air between,
when a fly walked up the twig and began to mount the arch
of the imitator, not having the least idea that it was on a
gentleman's coat-tails. The caterpillar shook his stern, and
the fly made off as if it had seen a ghost. The dead twig and
the live twig now remain equally motionless, enjoying their
different ways. And when, with this very pencil, I push the
head of the caterpillar off from the twig, he remains on his
tail, arched forward in air, and oscillating unhappily, like



some tiny pendulum ticking. Ticking, ticking in mid-air,
arched away from his planted tail. Till at last, after a long
minute and a half, he touches the twig again, and subsides
into twigginess. The only thing is, the dead beech-twig can't
pretend to be a wagging caterpillar. Yet how the two
commune! However—we have our exits and our entrances,
and one man in his time plays many parts. More than he
dreams of, poor darling. And I am entirely at a loss for a
moral!

Well, then, we are born. I suppose that's a safe
statement. And we become at once conscious, if we weren't
so before. Nem con. And our little baby body is a little
functioning organism, a little developing machine or
instrument or organ, and our little baby mind begins to stir
with all our wonderful psychical beginnings. And so we are
in bud.

But it won't do. It is too much of a Pisgah sight. We
overlook too much. Descendez, cher Moïse. Vous voyez trop
loin. You see too far all at once, dear Moses. Too much of a
bird's-eye view across the Promised Land to the shore.
Come down, and walk across, old fellow. And you won't see
all that milk and honey and grapes the size of duck's eggs.
All the dear little budding infant with its tender virginal mind
and various clouds of glory instead of a napkin. Not at all,
my dear chap. No such luck of a promised land.

Climb down, Pisgah, and go to Jericho. Allons, there is no
road yet, but we are all Aarons with rods of our own.
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e are all very pleased with Mr. Einstein for knocking that
eternal axis out of the universe. The universe isn't a
spinning wheel. It is a cloud of bees flying and veering
round. Thank goodness for that, for we were getting drunk
on the spinning wheel.

So that now the universe has escaped from the pin which
was pushed through it, like an impaled fly vainly buzzing:
now that the multiple universe flies its own complicated
course quite free, and hasn't got any hub, we can hope also
to escape.

We won't be pinned down, either. We have no one law
that governs us. For me there is only one law: I am I. And
that isn't a law, it's just a remark. One is one, but one is not
all alone. There are other stars buzzing in the center of their
own isolation. And there is no straight path between them.
There is no straight path between you and me, dear reader,
so don't blame me if my words fly like dust into your eyes
and grit between your teeth, instead of like music into your
ears. I am I, but also you are you, and we are in sad need of
a theory of human relativity. We need it much more than the
universe does. The stars know how to prowl round one
another without much damage done. But you and I, dear



reader, in the first conviction that you are me and that I am
you, owing to the oneness of mankind, why, we are always
falling foul of one another, and chewing each other's fur.

You are not me, dear reader, so make no pretentions to
it. Don't get alarmed if I say things. It isn't your sacred
mouth which is opening and shutting. As for the profanation
of your sacred ears, just apply a little theory of relativity,
and realize that what I say is not what you hear, but
something uttered in the midst of my isolation, and arriving
strangely changed and travel-worn down the long curve of
your own individual circumambient atmosphere. I may say
Bob, but heaven alone knows what the goose hears. And
you may be sure that a red rag is, to a bull, something far
more mysterious and complicated than a socialist's necktie.

So I hope now I have put you in your place, dear reader.
Sit you like Watts' Hope on your own little blue globe, and I'll
sit on mine, and we won't bump into one another if we can
help it. You can twang your old hopeful lyre. It may be music
to you, so I don't blame you. It is a terrible wowing in my
ears. But that may be something in my individual
atmosphere; some strange deflection as your music crosses
the space between us. Certainly I never hear the concert of
World Regeneration and Hope Revived Again without getting
a sort of lock-jaw, my teeth go so keen on edge from the
twanging harmony. Still, the world-regenerators may really
be quite excellent performers on their own jews'-harps.
Blame the edginess of my teeth.

Now I am going to launch words into space so mind your
cosmic eye.



As I said in my small but naturally immortal book,
"Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious," there's more in it
than meets the eye. There's more in you, dear reader, than
meets the eye. What, don't you believe it? Do you think
you're as obvious as a poached egg on a piece of toast, like
the poor lunatic? Not a bit of it, dear reader. You've got a
solar plexus, and a lumbar ganglion not far from your liver,
and I'm going to tell everybody. Nothing brings a man home
to himself like telling everybody. And I will drive you home
to yourself, do you hear? You've been poaching in my
private atmospheric grounds long enough, identifying
yourself with me and me with everybody. A nice row there'd
be in heaven if Aldebaran caught Sirius by the tail and said,
"Look here, you're not to look so green, you damm dog-star!
It's an offense against star-regulations."

Which reminds me that the Arabs say the shooting stars,
meteorites, are starry stones which the angels fling at the
poaching demons whom they catch sight of prowling too
near the palisades of heaven. I must say I like Arab angels.
My heaven would coruscate like a catherine wheel, with
white-hot star-stones. Away, you dog, you prowling cur.—
Got him under the left ear-hole, Gabriel—! See him, see him,
Michael? That hopeful blue devil! Land him one! Biff on your
bottom, you hoper.

But I wish the Arabs wouldn't entice me, or you, dear
reader, provoke me to this. I feel with you, dear reader, as I
do with a deaf-man when he pushes his vulcanite ear, his
listening machine, towards my mouth. I want to shout down
the telephone ear-hole all kinds of improper things, to see
what effect they will have on the stupid dear face at the end



of the coil of wire. After all, words must be very different
after they've trickled round and round a long wire coil.
Whatever becomes of them! And I, who am a bit deaf
myself, and may in the end have a deaf-machine to poke at
my friends, it ill becomes me to be so unkind, yet that's how
I feel. So there we are.

Help me to be serious, dear reader.
In that little book, "Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious,"

I tried rather wistfully to convince you, dear reader, that you
had a solar plexus and a lumbar ganglion and a few other
things. I don't know why I took the trouble. If a fellow
doesn't believe he's got a nose, the best way to convince
him is gently to waft a little pepper into his nostrils. And
there was I painting my own nose purple, and wistfully
inviting you to look and believe. No more, though.

You've got first and foremost a solar plexus, dear reader;
and the solar plexus is a great nerve center which lies
behind your stomach. I can't be accused of impropriety or
untruth, because any book of science or medicine which
deals with the nerve-system of the human body will show it
to you quite plainly. So don't wriggle or try to look spiritual.
Because, willy-nilly, you've got a solar plexus, dear reader,
among other things. I'm writing a good sound science book,
which there's no gainsaying.

Now, your solar plexus, most gentle of readers, is where
you are you. It is your first and greatest and deepest center
of consciousness. If you want to know how conscious and
when conscious, I must refer you to that little book,
"Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious."



At your solar plexus you are primarily conscious: there,
behind you stomach. There you have the profound and
pristine conscious awareness that you are you. Don't say
you haven't. I know you have. You might as well try to deny
the nose on your face. There is your first and deepest seat
of awareness. There you are triumphantly aware of your
own individual existence in the universe. Absolutely there is
the keep and central stronghold of your triumphantly-
conscious self. There you are, and you know it. So stick out
your tummy gaily, my dear, with a Me voilà. With a Here I
am! With an Ecco mi! With a Da bin ich! There you are,
dearie.

But not only a triumphant awareness that There you are.
An exultant awareness also that outside this quiet gate, this
navel, lies a whole universe on which you can lay tribute.
Aha—at birth you closed the central gate for ever. Too
dangerous to leave it open. Too near the quick. But there are
other gates. There are eyes and mouths and ears and
nostrils, besides the two lower gates of the passionate body,
and the closed but not locked gates of the breasts. Many
gates. And besides the actual gates, the marvelous wireless
communication between the great center and the
surrounding or contiguous world.

Authorized science tells you that this first great plexus,
this all-potent nerve-center of consciousness and dynamic
life-activity is a sympathetic center. From the solar plexus as
from your castle-keep you look around and see the fair lands
smiling, the corn and fruit and cattle of your increase, the
cottages of your dependents and the halls of your beloveds.



From the solar plexus you know that all the world is yours,
and all is goodly.

This is the great center, where in the womb, your life first
sparkled in individuality. This is the center that drew the
gestating maternal blood-stream upon you, in the nine-
months lurking, drew it on you for your increase. This is the
center whence the navel-string broke, but where the
invisible string of dynamic consciousness, like a dark electric
current connecting you with the rest of life, will never break
until you die and depart from corporate individuality.

They say, by the way, that doctors now perform a little
operation on the born baby, so that no more navel shows.
No more belly-buttons, dear reader! Lucky I caught you this
generation, before the doctors had saved your appearances.
Yet, caro mio, whether it shows or not, there you once had
immediate connection with the maternal blood-stream. And,
because the male nucleus which derived from the father still
lies sparkling and potent within the solar plexus, therefore
that great nerve-center of you, still has immediate
knowledge of your father, a subtler but still vital connection.
We call it the tie of blood. So be it. It is a tie of blood. But
much more definite than we imagine. For true it is that the
one bright male germ which went to your begetting was
drawn from the blood of the father. And true it is that that
same bright male germ lies unquenched and unquenchable
at the center of you, within the famous solar plexus. And
furthermore true is it that this unquenched father-spark
within you sends forth vibrations and dark currents of vital
activity all the time; connecting direct with your father. You
will never be able to get away from it while you live.



The connection with the mother may be more obvious. Is
there not your ostensible navel, where the rupture between
you and her took place? But because the mother-child
relation is more plausible and flagrant, is that any reason for
supposing it deeper, more vital, more intrinsic? Not a bit.
Because if the large parent mother-germ still lives and acts
vividly and mysteriously in the great fused nucleus of your
solar plexus, does the smaller, brilliant male-spark that
derived from your father act any less vividly? By no means.
It is different—it is less ostensible. It may be even in
magnitude smaller. But it may be even more vivid, even
more intrinsic. So beware how you deny the father-quick of
yourself. You may be denying the most intrinsic quick of all.

In the same way it follows that, since brothers and sisters
have the same father and mother, therefore in every
brother and sister there is a direct communication such as
can never happen between strangers. The parent nuclei do
not die within the new nucleus. They remain there,
marvelous naked sparkling dynamic life-centers, nodes,
well-heads of vivid life itself. Therefore in every individual
the parent nuclei live, and give direction connection, blood
connection we call it, with the rest of the family. It is blood
connection. For the fecundating nuclei are the very spark-
essence of the blood. And while life lives the parent nuclei
maintain their own centrality and dynamic effectiveness
within the solar plexus of the child. So that every individual
has mother and father both sparkling within himself.

But this is rather a preliminary truth than an intrinsic
truth. The intrinsic truth of every individual is the new unit
of unique individuality which emanates from the fusion of



the parent nuclei. This is the incalculable and intangible
Holy Ghost each time—each individual his own Holy Ghost.
When, at the moment of conception, the two parent nuclei
fuse to form a new unit of life, then takes place the great
mystery of creation. A new individual appears—not the
result of the fusion merely. Something more. The quality of
individuality cannot be derived. The new individual, in his
singleness of self, is a perfectly new whole. He is not a
permutation and combination of old elements, transferred
through the parents. No, he is something underived and
utterly unprecedented, unique, a new soul.

This quality of pure individuality is, however, only the one
supreme quality. It consummates all other qualities, but
does not consume them. All the others are there, all the
time. And only at his maximum does an individual surpass
all his derivative elements, and become purely himself. And
most people never get there. In his own pure individuality a
man surpasses his father and mother, and is utterly
unknown to them. "Woman, what have I to do with thee?"
But this does not alter the fact that within him lives the
mother-quick and the father-quick, and that though in his
wholeness he is rapt away beyond the old mother-father
connections, they are still there within him, consummated
but not consumed. Nor does it alter the fact that very few
people surpass their parents nowadays, and attain any
individuality beyond them. Most men are half-born slaves:
the little soul they are born with just atrophies, and merely
the organism emanates, the new self, the new soul, the new
swells into manhood, like big potatoes.



So there we are. But considering man at his best, he is at
the start faced with the great problem. At the very start he
has to undertake his tripartite being, the mother within him,
the father within him, and the Holy Ghost, the self which he
is supposed to consummate, and which mostly he doesn't.

And there it is, a hard physiological fact. At the moment
of our conception, the father nucleus fuses with the mother
nucleus, and the wonder emanates, the new self, the new
soul, the new individual cell. But in the new individual cell
the father-germ and the mother-germ do not relinquish their
identity. There they remain still, incorporated and never
extinguished. And so, the blood-stream of race is one
stream, for ever. But the moment the mystery of pure
individual newness ceased to be enacted and fulfilled, the
blood-stream would dry up and be finished. Mankind would
die out.

Let us go back then to the solar plexus. There sparkle the
included mother-germ and father-germ, giving us direct,
immediate blood-bonds, family connection. The connection
is as direct and as subtle as between the Marconi stations,
two great wireless stations. A family, if you like, is a group of
wireless stations, all adjusted to the same, or very much the
same vibration. All the time they quiver with the
interchange, there is one long endless flow of vitalistic
communication between members of one family, a long,
strange rapport, a sort of life-unison. It is a ripple of life
through many bodies as through one body. But all the time
there is the jolt, the rupture of individualism, the individual
asserting himself beyond all ties or claims. The highest goal
for every man is the goal of pure individual being. But it is a


