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TEXTE WALT WHITMAN (1819-1892)
Assuming Democracy to be at present in its embryo condition, and that the only large and
satisfactory justification of it resides in the future, mainly through the copious production of
perfect characters among the people, and through the advent of a sane and pervading
religiousness, it is with regard to the atmosphere and spaciousness fit for such characters, and
of certain nutriment and cartoon-draftings proper for them, and indicating them for New
World purposes, that I continue the present statement -- an exploration, as of new ground,
wherein, like other primitive surveyors, I must do the best I can, leaving it to those who come
after me to do much better. (The service, in fact, if any, must be to break a sort of first path
or track, no matter how rude and ungeometrical.)
We have frequently printed the word Democracy. Yet I cannot too often repeat that it is a
word the real gist of which still sleeps, quite unawaken'd, notwithstanding the resonance and
the many angry tempests out of which its syllables have come, from pen or tongue. It is a great
word, whose history, I suppose, remains unwritten, because that history has yet to be
enacted. It is, in some sort, younger brother of another great and often-used word, Nature,
whose history also waits unwritten. As I perceive, the tendencies of our day, in the States,
(and I entirely respect them,) are toward those vast and sweeping movements, influences,
moral and physical, of humanity, now and always current over the planet, on the scale of the
impulses of the elements. Then it is also good to reduce the whole matter to the consideration
of a single self, a man, a woman, on permanent grounds. Even for the treatment of the
universal, in politics, metaphysics, or anything, sooner or later we come down to one single,
solitary soul.
There is, in sanest hours, a consciousness, a thought that rises, independent, lifted out from
all else, calm, like the stars, shining eternal. This is the thought of identity -- yours for you,
whoever you are, as mine for me. Miracle of miracles, beyond statement, most spiritual and
vaguest of earth's dreams, yet hardest basic fact, and only entrance to all facts. In such devout
hours, in the midst of the significant wonders of heaven and earth, (significant only because
of the Me in the centre,) creeds, conventions, fall away and become of no account before this
simple idea. Under the luminousness of real vision, it alone takes possession, takes value. Like
the shadowy dwarf in the fable, once liberated and look'd upon, it expands over the whole
earth, and spreads to the roof of heaven.
Walt Whitman, Democratic Vistas, 1876 (Perspectives démocratiques)

