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| NTRODUCTI ON
ITwll be naturally objected to the publication of these papers

that they are epheneral and that they are controversi al

In other words, the normal critic will at once dism ss them

as too frivolous and dislike themas too serious. The rather
one-sided truce of good taste, touching all religious matters,

whi ch prevailed until a short time ago, has now given pl ace

to a rather one-sided war. But the truce can still be invoked,

as such terrorismof taste generally is invoked, against the nminority.
We all know the dear ol d Conservative col onel who swears hinself red
in the face that he is not going to talk politics, but that damming
to hell all those bloody blasted Socialists is not politics.

We all have a kindly feeling for the dear old lady, living at

Bath or Cheltenham who woul d not dream of talking uncharitably

about anybody, but who does certainly think the Dissenters

are too dreadful or that Irish servants are really inpossible.

It isinthe spirit of these two very adnmirable persons that the
controversy is now conducted in the Press on behalf of a Progressive Faith
and a Broad and Brotherly Religion. So long as the writer enploys
vast and uni versal gestures fellowship and hospitality to all those
who are ready to abandon their religious beliefs, he is allowed

to be as rude as he likes to all those who venture to retain them
The Dean of St. Paul's permits hinself genially to call the

Cat holic Church a treacherous and bl oody corporation; M. H G Wlls
is allowed to conpare the Blessed Trinity to an undignified dance;
the Bi shop of Birm nghamto conmpare the Bl essed Sacranent to a barbarous
bl ood-feast. It is felt that phrases |ike these cannot ruffle

t hat hunman peace and harnony which all such hunmanitarians desire;
there is nothing in THESE expressions that could possibly interfere
wi th brotherhood and the synpathy that is the bond of society.

We may be sure of this, for we have the word of the witers

t hensel ves that their whole aimis to generate an atnosphere of
liberality and love. |If, therefore, any unlucky interruption mars

t he harnony of the occasion, if it is really inpossible for these
fraternal festivities to pass off without some silly disturbance,

or sonebody making a scene, it is obvious that the blane nust lie
with a fewirritable and irritating individuals, who cannot accept

t hese descriptions of the Trinity and the Sacranment and the Church

as soothing their feelings or satisfying their ideas.

It is explained very clearly in all such statements that they are
accepted by all intelligent people except those who do not accept them
But as | nyself, in my political experience, have ventured to doubt



the right of the Tory colonel to curse his political opponents
and say it is not politics, or of the lady to | ove everybody

and | oathe Irishnmen, | have the sanme difficulty in admitting
the right of the nost liberal and | arge-ninded Christian to see
good in all religions and nothing but evil in mne. But |I know

that to publish replies to this effect, particularly direct replies
given in real controversy, will be regarded by many as a provocation
and an inpertinence. Well, | nust in this matter confess to being
so ol d-fashioned as to feel something |ike a point of honour.

| think I may say that | amnornally of the sort to be sociable and
get on easily with nmy fellows; | amnot so nuch disposed to quarre
as to argue; and | value nore than | can easily say the generally
genial relations | have kept with those who differ fromme nerely

in argument. | amvery fond of England even as it is, quite apart
fromwhat it was or might be; | have a nunber of popul ar tastes,
fromdetective stories to the defence of public-houses; | have been

on many occasions on the side of the majority, as for instance

in the propaganda of English patriotismduring the Geat War.

I could even find in these synpathies a sufficient materia

for popul ar appeals; and, in a nore practical sense, | should

enjoy nothing nore than always witing detective stories,

except always reading them But if in this much too lucky and even
lazy existence | find that ny co-religionists are being pelted

with insults for saying that their religionis right, it would

ill becone ne not to put nyself in the way of being insulted.

Many of them have had far too hard a life, and | have had far too
easy a life, for me not to count it a privilege to be the object

of the same curious controversial nmethods. |f the Dean of St. Paul's
really does believe, as he nost undoubtedly does say, that the nost
devout and devoted rulers of the Catholic Church, when they accepted
(realistically and even reluctantly) the fact of a nodern mracle,

were engaged in a "lucrative inmposture,” | should very much prefer

to believe that he accuses ne, along with better nmen than mnyself,

of becomi ng an inpostor nerely for filthy lucre. |If the word "Jesuit"
is still to be used as synonynous with the word "liar,"

| should prefer that the sane sinple translation should apply
to the word "Journalist,"” of which it is rmuch nore often true.
If the Dean accuses Catholics as Catholics of desiring innocent nen

to die in prison (as he does), | should nuch prefer that he shoul d cast
ne for sone part in that terrific and nurderous nelodrana; it might in
any case be material for a detective story. |In short, it is precisely

because | do synpathi se and agree with ny Protestant and agnostic
fell ow countrymen, on about ninety-nine subjects out of a hundred,
that | do feel it a point of honour not to avoid their accusations
on these points, if they really have such accusations to bring.

| amvery sorry if this little book of mne seens to be controversia
on subjects about which everybody is allowed to be controversial
except ourselves. But | amafraid there is no help for it;

and if | assure the reader that | have tried to start putting

it together in an uninmpaired spirit of charity, it is always
possi bl e that the charity nmay be as one-sided as the controversy.
Anyhow, it represents ny attitude towards this controversy;

and it is quite possible that everything is wong about it,

except that it is right.

/-
THE SCEPTIC AS A CRITIC

IT takes three to make a quarrel. There is needed a peacenaker.



The full potentialities of hunan fury cannot be reached

until a friend of both parties tactfully intervenes.

| feel myself to be in sone such position in the recent American
debate about M. Mencken's MERCURY and the Puritans; and | admit it

at the beginning with an enbarrassnent not untinged with terror

| know that the unpire nay be torn in pieces. | know that the

sel f-appoi nted unpire ought to be torn in pieces. | know, above all
that this is especially the case in anything which in any way invol ves
international relations. Perhaps the only sound criticismis
self-criticism Perhaps this is even nore true of nations than of nen.
And | can quite well understand that nany Anericans woul d accept
suggestions fromtheir fellow countrynen which they would rightly
refuse froma foreigner. | can only plead that | have endeavoured

to carry out the excellent patriotic principle of "See England First"
in the equally patriotic paraphrase of "Criticize England First."

I have been engaged upon it |ong enough to be quite well aware that there
are evils present in England that are relatively absent from America;
and none nore conspi cuously absent, as M. Belloc has pointed out

to the surprise of many, than the real, servile, superstitious,

and nystical adoration of Nbney.

But what mekes nme so objectionable on the present occasion is that |
feel a considerable synpathy with both sides. This offensive attitude
wi || endeavour to disguise, as far as possible, by tactfully distributed
abuse of such things as | really think are abuses, and a gracefully
simul ated disgust with this or that part of each controversial case.
But the plain truth is, that if | were an American, | should

very frequently rejoice at the AMERI CAN MERCURY' s scoring off

somebody or sonething; nor would my nodest fireside be entirely
without mild rejoicings when the AVERI CAN MERCURY was scored off.

But | do definitely think that both sides, and perhaps especially

the iconoclastic side, need what the whol e nodern world needs--

a fixed spiritual standard even for their own intellectual purposes.

I mght express it by saying that | amvery fond of revol utionists,

but not very fond of nihilists. For nihilists, as their nane inplies,
have nothing to revolt about.

On this side of the matter there is little to be added to the

adm rably sane, subtle, and penetrating article by M. T. S. Eliot;*
especially that vital sentence in it in which he tells

Professor Irving Babbitt (who admits the need of enthusiasn)

t hat we cannot have an ent husi asm for having an ent husi asm

I think I know, incidentally, what we nust have. Professor Babbitt
is a very learned man; and | nyself have little Latin and | ess G eek
But | know enough Greek to know the neani ng of the second

syl lable of "enthusiasm" and | know it to be the key to this

and every other discussion

Let ne take two exanples, touching nmy points of agreenment with the

two sides. | heartily admire M. Mencken, not only for his vivacity
and wit, but for his vehenence and sonetinmes for his violence.

| warmy applaud himfor his scorn and detestation of Service;

and | think he was stating a historical fact when he said, as quoted

in THE FORUM "Wien a gang of real estate agents, bond sal esnen,

and autonobile dealers gets together to sob for Service, it takes no
Freudian to surmnise that soneone is about to be swindled.” | do not
see why he should not call a spade a spade and a swi ndler a swi ndler

| do not blanme himfor using vulgar words for vulgar things.

But | do renmark upon two ways in which the fact of his philosophy being
negative nmakes his criticismalnost shallow. First of all, it is obvious



that such a satire is entirely nmeaningless unless swindling is a sin
And it is equally obvious that we are instantly swall owed up

in the abysses of "noralisnm and "religionism" if it is a sin

And the second point, if less obvious, is equally inportant--

that his healthy instinct against greasy hypocrisy does not really
enlighten himabout the heart of that hypocrisy.

VWhat is the matter with the cult of Service is that, like so
many nodern notions, it is an idolatry of the internediate,
to the oblivion of the ultimate. It is like the jargon of the idiots

who tal k about Efficiency without any criticismof Effect.

The sin of Service is the sin of Satan: that of trying to be first
where it can only be second. A word |like Service has stolen the sacred
capital letter fromthe thing which it was once supposed to serve.
There is a sense in serving God, and an even nore disputed sense

in serving nan; but there is no sense in serving Service.

To serve God is at least to serve an ideal being. Even if

he were an imagi nary being, he would still be an ideal being.

That ideal has definite and even dogmatic attributes--truth, justice,
pity, purity, and the rest. To serve it, however inperfectly,

is to serve a particular concept of perfection. But the man who rushes
down the street waving his arns and wanti ng sonet hing or sonebody

to serve, will probably fall into the first bucket-shop or den

of thieves and usurers, and be found industriously serving THEM

There arises the horrible idea that industry, reliability, punctuality,
and business activity are good things; that nere readi ness

to serve the powers of this world is a Christian virtue.

That is the case against Service, as distinct fromthe curse

agai nst Service, so heartily and inspiringly hurled by M. Mencken

But the serious case cannot be stated wi thout once nore raising

the real question of whether nankind ought to serve anything; and of
whet her they had not better try to define what they intend to serve.
Al these silly words like Service and Efficiency and Practicality

and the rest fail because they worship the neans and not the end.

But it all cones back to whether we do propose worship the end;

and preferably the right end.

Two ot her characteristic passages from M. Mencken will serve to show
nore sharply this curious sense in which he nisses his own point.

On the one hand, he appears to state nobst positively the purely
personal and subjective nature of criticism he nmakes it individua
and al nost irresponsible. "The critic is first and last sinply
trying to express hinself; he is trying to achi eve thereby for

his own inner ego the grateful feeling of a function perforned,

a tension relieved, a katharsis attai ned, which Wagner achi eved when
he wote DIE WALKURI E, and a hen achi eves every tine she lays an egg."
That is all consistent enough as far as it goes; but unfortunately

M. Mencken appears to go on to sonething quite inconsistent with it.
According to the quotation, he afterwards bursts into a song

of triunph because there is nowin Anerica not only criticism

but controversy. "To-day for the first time in years there is strife
in Arerican criticism.. ears are bitten off, noses are bl oodi ed.
There are wal |l ops both above and bel ow the belt."

Now, there nay be sonmething in his case for controversy; but it

is quite inconsistent with his case for creative self-expression
If the critic produces the criticismonly to please hinself;

it isentirely irrelevant that it does not please sonebody el se.
The sonebody el se has a perfect right to say the exact opposite

to please hinself, and be a perfectly satisfied with hinself.



But they cannot controvert because they cannot conpare.

They cannot conpare because there is no commobn standard of conparison
Nei t her | nor anybody el se can have a controversy about literature
with M. Mencken, because there is no way of criticizing

the criticism except by asking whether the critic is satisfied.

And there the debate ends, at the beginning: for nobody can doubt
that M. Mencken is satisfied.

But not to nake M. Mencken a nere victim of the ARGUVENTUM AD HOM NEM |
will make the experinent in a viler body and offer nyself for dissection
| daresay a great deal of the criticisml wite really is noved

by a nood of self-expression; and certainly it is true enough that

there is a satisfaction in self-expression. | can take sonething

or other about which I have definite feelings--as, for instance,

t he phil osophy of M. Dreiser, which has been nentioned nore than once
in this debate. | can achieve for ny own inner ego the gratefu

feeling of witing as foll ows:

"He describes a world which appears to be a dull and discol ouring
illusion of indigestion, not bright enough to be called

a nightmare; snelly, but not even stinking with any strength;
snelling of the stale gas of ignorant chenical experinents by dirty,
secretive school boys--the sort of boys who torture cats in coners;
spi nel ess and spiritless |like a broken-backed worm | oathsonely sl ow
and | aborious like an endl ess slug; despairing, but not with dignity;
bl asphem ng, but not with courage; without wit without wll,

wi t hout |aughter or uplifting of the heart; too old to die, too deaf
to leave off talking, too blind to stop, too stupid to start afresh
too dead to be killed, and incapable even of being damed, since in
all its weary centuries it has not reached the age of reason.”

That is what | feel about it; and it certainly gives ne

pl easure to relieve nmy feelings. | have got it off ny chest.

| have attained a katharsis. | have laid an egg. | have produced
acriticism satisfying all M. Mncken's definitions of the critic.
| have perfornmed a function. | feel better, thank you

But what influence ny feelings can be expected to have on M. Dreiser,
or anybody who does not admit ny standards of truth and fal sehood,

| do not quite see. M. Dreiser can hardly be expected to say

that his chem stry is quackery, as | think it--quackery without

the liveliness we night reasonably expect from quacks.

He does not think fatalismbase and servile, as | do; he does

not think free will the highest truth about humanity, as | do.

He does not believe that despair is itself a sin, and perhaps

the worst of sins, as Catholics do. He does not think blaspheny

the smallest and silliest sort of pride, as even pagans do.
He naturally does not think his own picture of life a false picture,
resenbling real |ife about as nuch as a wilderness of |inoleum

woul d resenble the land of all the living flowers, as | do.

But he would not think it falser for being like a wil derness.

He woul d probably adnmit that it was dreary, but think it correct
to be dreary. He would probably own that he was hopel ess, but not
see any harmin being hopel ess. Wat | advance as accusations,

he woul d very probably accept as conplinents.

Under these circunstances, | do not quite see how |, or anyone
with my views, could have a CONTROVERSY with M. Dreiser
There does not seemto be any way in which | could prove
hi m wong, because he does not accept ny view of what is wong.



There does not seemto be any way in which he could prove

hinsel f right, because | do not share his notions of what is right.
We m ght, indeed, neet in the street and fall on each other

and while | believe we are both heavy nen, | doubt not that he is
the nore formdable. The very possibility of our being reduced

to this inarticulate explanation may possibly throw sone |ight

on M. Mencken's renmarkabl e description of the newliterary life
in Arerica. "Ears are bitten off," he says; and this curious
formof cultural intercourse mght really be the only sol ution
when ears are no |onger organs of hearing and there are no organs
except organs of self-expression. He that hath ears to hear and wll
not hear may just as well have thembitten off. Such deafness
seenms inevitable in the creative critic, who is as indifferent

as a hen to all noi ses except her own cackling over her own egg.
Anyhow, hens do not criticize each other's eggs, or even pelt

each other with eggs, in the manner of political controversy.

We can only say that the novelist in question has undoubtedly laid
a magnificently large and solid egg--sonmething in the nature of an
ostrich's egg; and after that, there is really nothing to prevent
the ostrich fromhiding its head in the sand, achi eving thereby
for its own inner ego the grateful feeling of a function perforned.
But we cannot argue with it about whether the egg is a bad egg,

or whether parts of it are excellent.

In all these instances, therefore, because of the absence of a standard of
ultimate val ues, the nost ordinary functions really cannot be perforned.
They not only cannot be performed with "a grateful feeling,"”

or a katharsis, but in the long run they cannot be perforned at all
We cannot really denounce the Service-nmongering bond sal esnan

as a sw ndler, because we have no certain agreenent that it

is shameful to be a swindler. A little manipulation of sone

of M. Mencken's own individualistic theories about nentality

as superior to noralismmght present the swi ndler as a supernman

We cannot really argue for or against the nere ideal of Service,
because neither side has really considered what is to be served

or howwe are to arrive at the right rules for serving it
Consequently, in practice, it may turn out that the State of Service
is merely the Servile State. And finally, we cannot really argue
about that or anything el se, because there are no rules of the gane
of argunent. There is nothing to prove who has scored a point

and who has not. There cannot be "strife in American criticisnt;

t he professors cannot be "forced to make some defence.”

That would require plaintiffs and defendants to appear before sone
tribunal and give evidence according to sone tests of truth.

There can be a disturbance, but there can not be a di scussion

In plain words, the normal functions of man--effort, protest, judgnent,
per suasi on, and proof--are found in fact to be hanpered and hamnstrung
by these negations of the sceptic even when the sceptic seens at first
to be only denying sone distant vision or sone mracul ous tale.

Each function is found in fact to refer to some end, to sone test, to some
way of distinguishing between use and mni suse, which the nere sceptic
destroys as conpletely as he could destroy any myth or superstition.

If the function is only perfornmed for the satisfaction of the perforner,
as in the parable of the critic and the egg, it becones futile

to discuss whether it is an addled egg. It becones futile to

consi der whet her eggs will produce chickens or provide breakfasts.

But even to be certain of our own sanity in applying the tests,

we do really have to go back to sone aborigi nal problem

like that of the old riddle of the priority of egg or chicken



we do really, like the great religions, have to begin AB OVO

If those prinordial sanities can be disturbed, the whole of practical
life can be disturbed with them Men can be frozen by fatalism

or crazed by anarchism or driven to death by pessimsm for nen

will not go on indefinitely acting on what they feel to be a fable.
And it is in this organic and al nost nuscul ar sense that religion

is really the help of man--in the sense that without it he is
ultimately hel pl ess, al nost notionl ess.

M. Mencken and M. Sinclair Lewis and the other critics in the MERCURY
novenent are so spirited and sincere, they attack so vigorously

so many things that ought to be attacked, they expose so brilliantly
many things that really are inmpostures, that in discussing matters
with thema man will have every inmpulse to put his cards on the table.

It would be affectation and al nost hypocrisy in me to ignore,
inthis place, the fact that | do nyself believe in a specia
spiritual solution of this problem a special spiritual authority
above this chaos. Nor, indeed, is the idea altogether absent,

as an idea, frommany other minds besides my own. The Catholic
phil osophy is nentioned in terns of respect, and even a sort

of hope, both by Professor Babbitt** and M. T. S. Eliot.

I do not misunderstand their courtesies, or seek to lure them

a step further than they desire to go. But, as a matter of fact,
by a series of faultlessly logical steps, M. Eliot |ed Professor Babbitt
so near to the very gates of the Catholic Church that in the end
| felt quite nervous, so to speak, for fear they should both take
anot her unintentional step and fall into it by accident.

| have a particular reason for nentioning this matter in concl usion--
a reason that is directly related to this curious effect of
scepticismin weakening the normal functions of the hunan being.

In one of the nost brilliant and anusing of M. Sinclair Lewis's
recent books there is a passage which | quote frommenory, but | think
nore or less correctly. He said that the Catholic Faith differs
fromcurrent Puritanismin that it does not ask a man to give up

his sense of beauty, or his sense of hunour, or his pleasant vices

(by which he probably neant snoking and drinking, which are not vices
at all), but that it does ask a man to give up his life and soul

his mnd, body, reason, and all the rest. | ask the reader to consider
as quietly and inpartially as possible, the statenment thus nade;

and put it side by side with all those other facts about the gradua
fossilizing of human function by the fundanental doubts of our day.

It would be far truer to say that the Faith gives a nman back his
body and his soul and his reason and his will and his very life

It would be far truer to say that the nman who has received it
receives all the old human functions which all the other phil osophies
are already taking away. It would be nearer to reality to say

that he alone will have freedom that he alone will have wll,
because he alone will believe in free will; that he alone wll

have reason, since ultimte doubt denies reason as well as authority;
that he alone will truly act, because action is perforned to an end.
It is at least a less unlikely vision that all this hardeni ng and
hopel ess despair of the intellect will Ieave himat |ast the only

wal king and talking citizen in a city of paralytics.

* "The Humani smof Irving Babbitt," The Forum for July 1928



** "The Critic and Anerican life," The Forum for February 1928.
-/ -
I S HUMANI SM A RELI G ON?

| HAVE just been reading M. Norman Foerster's book on

"Anerican Criticism'; and | hope it is no disrespect to the bulk

of the book, a series of very thoughtful studies on American thinkers,
if | say that the whole point of it is in the last chapter

whi ch propounds a certain problemor challenge to nodern thought.

It is the problem of whether what he calls Humani sm can satisfy humanity.
O his other topics it would be easy to talk for ever.

He generally says the right thing; he sometines says the |ast word,

in that suggestive or provocative style that tenpts sonebody

to say one word nore. In ny own estimate of his subjects,

VWi t man woul d be very nmuch larger and Lowell very nuch snmaller.

About Emerson he seens both sensitive and just; and Enerson certainly
had distinction; but just that dry sort of distinction to which I
shoul d al ways be afraid of being unfair. A Puritan tried to be a Pagan
and succeeded in being a Pagan who hesitated about whether he ought

to go and see a girl dancing. But all these things are stinulating

but secondary to the question which | will take the liberty

of attacking separately and attenpting to answer seriously.

| fear that answering it seriously nust mean answering it personally.
The question really is whether Humani sm can performall the functions
of religion; and | cannot but regard it in relation to my own religion
It is only just to say that Humanismis quite different

from Humani tarianism It neans, as explained here, sonething like this.
Modern sci ence and organi zation are in a sense only too natural

They herd us |like the beasts along lines of heredity or tribal doom
they attach nman to the earth like a plant instead of l|iberating him
even like a bird, let alone an angel. |Indeed, their |atest psychol ogy
is lower than the level of life. What is subconscious is sub-human and,
as it were, subterranean: or sonething |less than earthly.

This fight for culture is above all a fight for consciousness:

what some would call self-consciousness: but anyhow agai nst

nmere subconsci ousness. W need a rally of the really human things;

will which is norals, nenory which is tradition, culture which is

the nental thrift of our fathers. Nevertheless, ny first duty is to
answer the question put to ne; and | nust answer it in the negative.

| do not believe that Humani sm can be a conplete substitute

for Superhumanism | do not believe it because of a certain truth to ne
so concrete as to be called a fact. | know it sounds very |ike sonething
that has often been said in conventional or superficial apologetics.

But | do not nmean it in that vague sense; so far frominheriting it

as a convention, | have rather recently collided with it as a discovery.
| have realized it relatively late in life, and realized that it

is indeed the whole story and noral of ny own lifetine.

But even a few years ago, when nost of ny noral and religious views

were pretty finally fornmed, | should not have seen it quite sharply

and clearly; as | see it now

The fact is this: that the nodern world, with its nodern novenents,
isliving onits Catholic capital. It is using, and using up

the truths that remain to it out of the old treasury of Christendom
i ncl udi ng, of course, nmany truths known to pagan antiquity

but crystallized in Christendom But it is NOT really starting

new ent husi asns of its own. The novelty is a matter of nanes



and | abels, like nodern advertisenent; in alnost every other way

the novelty is nerely negative. It is not starting fresh things
that it can really carry on far into the future. On the contrary,

it is picking up old things that it cannot carry on at all

For these are the two narks of nmodem noral ideals. First, that they
were borrowed or snatched out of ancient or nedi aeval hands.

Second, that they wither very quickly in nodern hands.

That is, very briefly, the thesis | maintain; and it so happens

that the book called AMERI CAN CRI TI Cl SM ni ght al nbst have been

neant for a text-book to prove ny point.

I will begin with a particular exanple with which the book

al so deals. M whole youth was filled, as with a sunrise,

wi th the sanguine glow of Walt Whitrman. He seened to nme somet hi ng
like a crowd turned to a giant, or like Adamthe First Man

It thrilled me to hear of sonebody who had heard of sonebody,

who saw himin the street; it was as if Christ were still alive

| did not care about whether his unnetrical poetry were a wi se form
or no, any nore than whether a true Gospel of Jesus were scraw ed

on parchment or stone. | never had a hint of the evil sone enem es
have attributed to him if it was there, it was not there for ne.
VWhat | saluted was a new equality, which was not a dull levelling

but an enthusiastic lifting; a shouting exultation in the nere

fact that men were men. Real men were greater than unreal gods;

and each remmined as nystic and nmajestic as a god, while he becane as
frank and conforting as a conmmade. The point can be put npbst conpactly
in one of Whitman's own phrases; he says sonmewhere that old artists
pai nted crowds, in which one head had a ni nbus of gol d-col oured Iight;
"but | paint hundreds of heads, but paint no head without its

ni nbus of gold-coloured light." A glory was to cling about nen

as nmen; a nutual worship was to take the formof fellowship

and the | east and | owest of men nust be included in this fell owship;

a hunp-backed Negro half-wit, with one eye and hom cidal mani a,

nmust not be painted w thout his ninbus of gold-coloured Iight.

This might seemonly the final expansion of a novenent begun a century
before with Rousseau and the Revol utionists; and | was brought up

to believe and did believe that the novenent was the begi nning

of bigger and better things. But these were songs before sunrise;

and there is no conparison between even sunrise and the sun.

Wi t man was brot herhood in broad daylight, show ng endl ess varieties
of radi ant and wonderful creatures, all the nore sacred for being solid.
Shel |l ey had adored Man, but Witnman adored Men. Every hunman face,
every human feature, was a matter of nystical poetry, such as lit

i ke chance torchlight, hitherto, a face here and there in the crowd.
A king was a man treated as all men should be treated.

A god was a man worshi pped as all nen shoul d be worshi pped.

VWhat could they do against a race of gods and a republic of kings;

not verbally but veritably the New Wrl d?

Well here is what M. Foerster says about the present position of

t he founder of the new world of denobcracy: "Qur present science |ends
l[ittle support to an inherent 'dignity of man' or to his 'perfectibility.'
It is wholly possible that the science of the future will |ead

us away from denocracy towards sone form of aristocracy.

The nmillennial expectations that Witman built upon science and denocracy,
we are now well aware rested upon insecure foundations... The

perfection of nature, the natural goodness of man, 'the great pride

of man in hinmself' offset with an enotional hunmanitariani sm-these are
the materials of a structure only slightly coloured with nodernity.

His politics, his ethics, his religion belong to the past,



even that facile 'religiousness' which he hoped woul d suffuse

and conplete the work of science and denpbcracy... In the essentials

of his prophecy, Wiitnman, we must conclude, has been falsified

by the event." This is a very noderate and fair statenent;

it would be easy to find the sanme thing in a nmuch fiercer statenent.
Here is a monunental remark by M. H L. Mencken: "They (he nmeans certain
liberal or ex-liberal thinkers) have cone to realize that the norons
whom t hey sweated to save do not want to be saved, and are not

worth saving." That is the New Spirit, if there is any New Spirit.

"I will make unconquerable cities, with their arms about each

other's necks,"” cried Valt Wiitnman, "by the | ove of conrades,

by the lifelong | ove of conrades.” | like to think of the face

of M. Mencken of Baltinore, if some casual conrade from Pittsburgh
tried to make hi m unconquerabl e by putting an arm around his neck

But the idea is dead for nuch | ess ferocious people than M. Mencken
It is dead in a man |ike Al dous Huxl ey, who conpl ained recently of
the "gratuitous" romancing of the old republican view of human nature.
It is dead in the nost humane and hunmorous of our recent critics.

It is dead in so nany wi se and good nmen to-day, that | cannot help
wonderi ng whet her, under nodern conditions of his favourite "science,"
it would not be dead in Witman hinself.

It is not dead in me. It remains real for nme, not by any nerit of mne
but by the fact that this nystical idea, while it has evaporated
as a nood, still exists as a creed. | amperfectly prepared to assert,

as firmy as | should have asserted in ny boyhood, that the hunp-backed
and hal f-witted Negro is decorated with a ni nbus of gol d-coloured Iight.
The truth is that Whitman's wild picture, or what he thought

was a wild picture, is in fact a very old and orthodox picture.

There are, as a matter of fact, any nunber of old pictures

in which whole crowds are crowned with hal oes, to indicate

that they have all attained Beatitude. But for Catholics it is

a fundanental dogma of the Faith that all human bei ngs, w thout any
exception whatever, were specially nade, were shaped and pointed

like shining arrows, for the end of hitting the mark of Beatit ude.

It is true that the shafts are feathered with free will, and therefore
throw t he shadow of all the tragic possibilities of free will;

and that the Church (having al so been aware for ages of that darker
side of truth, which the new sceptics have just discovered)

does al so draw attention to the darkness of that potential tragedy.

But that does not make any difference to the gl oriousness

of the potential glory. |In one aspect it is even a part of it;
since the freedomis itself a glory. 1In that sense they would
still wear their haloes even in hell.

But the point is that anyone believing that all these beings

were made to be bl essed, and multitudes of them probably well on
their way to be blessed, really has a sound phil osophic reason

for regarding themall as radiant and wonderful creatures,

or seeing all their heads in haloes. That conviction does nmake
every human face, every human feature, a matter of nystical poetry.
But it is not at all like nodern poetry. The nost nodern of nodern
poetry is not the poetry of reception, but of rejection, or rather
of repulsion. The spirit that inhabits nost recent work m ght be
called a fury of fastidiousness. The new man of |etters does not get
his effect by saying that for hima hunp-backed Negro has a hal o.
He gets his effect by saying that, just as he was about to enbrace
finally the fairest of wonen, he was nauseated by a pinple

above her eyebrow or a stain of grease on her |eft thunb.

VWhitman tried to prove that dirty things were really clean



as when he glorified manure as the matrix of the purity of grass.

Hs followers in free verse try to prove that clean things

are really dirty; to suggest sonething | eprous and | oat hsome

about the thick whiteness of milk, or something prickly

and pl ague-stricken about the unaccountable growh of hair

In short, the whole nbod has changed, as a matter of poetry.

But it has not changed as a matter of theology; and that is the argunent
for having an unchangi ng theology. The Catholic theol ogy has nothing
to do with denmocracy, for or against, in the sense of a machinery

of voting or a criticismof particular political privileges.

It is not commtted to support what Whitman said for denocracy,

or even what Jefferson or Lincoln said for denocracy.

But it is absolutely committed to contradict what M. Mencken

says agai nst denocracy. There will be Diocletian persecutions,

there will be Domi nican crusades, there will be rending of all religious
peace and conpronise, or even the end of civilization and the world,
before the Catholic Church will admt that one single noron

or one single man, "is not worth saving."

| have therefore found in ny mddle age this curious fact about

the lesson of nmy life, and that of all my generation. W all grew up
with a conmon conviction, lit by the flames of the literary genius

of Rousseau, of Shelley, of Victor Hugo, finding its final flare up
and conflagration in the universalismof Valt Witman. And we all took
it for granted that all our descendants would take it for granted.

| said the discovery of brotherhood seenmed |ike the discovery

of broad daylight; of sonething that men coul d never grow tired of.

Yet even in nmy own short lifetime, nen have already grown tired of it.
We cannot now appeal to the love of equality as an EMOTI ON.

We cannot now open a new book of poens, and expect it to be about

the life-long | ove of conrades, or "Love, the bel oved Republic,

that feeds upon freedomand lives." W realize that in nost

men it has died, because it was a nmobod and not a doctrine.

And we begin to wonder too late, in the wise fashion of the aged,

how we coul d ever have expected it to last as a nmood, if it was not
strong enough to last as a doctrine. And we also begin to realize
that all the real strength there was in it, which is the only strength
that remains in it, was the original strength of the doctrine.

What really happened was this: that the nmen of the eighteenth century,
many of themin a just inpatience with corrupt and cynical priests,
turned on those priests and said in effect, "Well, | suppose

you call yourselves Christians; so you can't actually DENY

that nmen are brothers or that it is our duty to help the poor."

The very confidence of their challenge, the very ringing note

in the revolutionary voice, cane fromthe fact that the Christian
reactionaries were in a false position as Christians.

The denocratic demand won because it seened unanswerabl e.

And it seemed unanswerable, not in the | east because it is unanswerable,
but because even decadent Christians dared not give the answer.

M. H L. Mencken will always be happy to oblige with the answer.

Now, it was just here that, for me, the business began to be odd

and interesting. For, |ooking back on older religious crises, | seem
to see a certain coincidence, or rather, a set of things too coincident
to be cried a coincidence After all, when | cone to think of it,

all the other revolts against the Church, before the Revol ution and
especially since the Reformation, had told the sane strange story.
Every great heretic had always exhibit three renmarkabl e characteristics
in conbination. First, he picked out sonme nystical idea from

the Church's bundl e or bal ance of nystical ideas. Second, he used



that one nystical idea against all the other nystical ideas.

Third (and nost singular), he seens generally to have had no

notion that his own favourite nystical idea was a nystical idea,

at least in the sense of a nysterious or dubious or dogmatic idea.
Wth a queer uncanny innocence, he seens always to have taken

this one thing for granted. He assuned it to be unassail abl e,

even when he was using it to assail all sorts of simlar things.

The nost popul ar and obvious exanple is the Bible. To an inpartial
pagan or sceptical observer, it must always seemthe strangest story
in the world; that nen rushing in to weck a tenple, overturning the
altar and driving out the priest, found there certain sacred vol unes
i nscribed "Psal ns" or "Gospels"; and (instead of throw ng them on
the fire with the rest) began to use themas infallible oracles rebuking
all the other arrangenents. |If the sacred high altar was all wong,
why were the secondary sacred docunents necessarily all right?

If the priest had faked his Sacranments, why could he not have

faked his Scriptures? Yet it was long before it even occurred

to those who brandi shed this one piece of Church furniture

to break up all the other Church furniture that anybody coul d be

so profane as to exami ne this one fragnment of furniture itself.
Peopl e were quite surprised, and in sonme parts of the world are
still surprised, that anybody should dare to do so.

Again, the Calvinists took the Catholic idea of the absolute know edge
and power of God; and treated it as a rocky irreducible truismso solid
that anything could be built on it, however crushing or cruel

They were so confident in their logic, and its one first principle

of predestination, that they tortured the intellect and inagination

wi th dreadful deductions about God, that seened to turn Hminto a denon.
But it never seens to have struck themthat sonmebody ni ght suddenly
say that he did not believe in the denon. They were quite surprised
when people called "infidels" here and there began to say it.

They had assumed the Divine foreknow edge as so fixed, that it mnust,

if necessary, fulfil itself by destroying the Divine nercy.

They never thought anybody woul d deny t he know edge exactly

as they denied the nercy. Then cane Wesl ey and the reaction

agai nst Cal vinism and Evangelicals seized on the very Catholic

i dea that mankind has a sense of sin; and they wandered about

of fering everybody rel ease fromhis mysterious burden of sin

It is a proverb, and al nost a joke, that they address a stranger

in the street and offer to relax his secret agony of sin.

But it seldom seened to strike them wuntil ruch later, that the nan

in the street night possibly answer that he did not want to be saved
fromsin, any nore than fromspotted fever or St. Vitus's Dance
because these things were not in fact causing himany suffering

at all. They, in their turn, were quite surprised when the result

of Rousseau and the revolutionary optinm smbegan to express itself

in men claimng a purely human happi ness and dignity; a contentnment
with the conradeship of their kind; ending with the happy yawp

of Whitman that he would not "lie awake and weep for his sins.”

Now the plain truth is that Shelley and Whitnman and the revol uti onary
optimsts were thensel ves doing exactly the sane thing all over again.
They al so, though | ess consciously because of the chaos of their tines,
had really taken out of the old Catholic tradition one particular
transcendental idea; the idea that there is a spiritual dignity

in man as man, and a universal duty to love nen as nmen. And they
acted in exactly the sanme extraordi nary fashion as their prototypes,
the Wesl eyans and the Calvinists. They took it for granted that this
spiritual idea was absolutely self-evident |ike the sun and noon



t hat nobody coul d ever destroy that, though in the nane of it

t hey destroyed everything el se. They perpetually hanmered away

at their human divinity and human dignity, and inevitable |ove

for all human beings; as if these things were naked natural facts.

And now they are quite surprised when new and restless realists

suddenly expl ode, and begin to say that a pork-butcher with red whiskers
and a wart on his nose does not strike themas particularly divine

or dignified, that they are not conscious of the smallest sincere

i mpulse to love him that they could not love himif they tried,

or that they do not recognize any particular obligation to try.

It m ght appear that the process has come to an end, and that there
is nothing nore for the naked realist to shed. But it is not so;
and the process can still go on. There are still traditiona
charities to which men cling. There are still traditional charities
for themto fling away when they find they are only traditional
Everybody must have noticed in the nost nodern witers the surviva
of a rather painful sort of pity. They no |onger honour all nen,
like St. Paul and the other nystical denocrats. It would hardly be
too nuch to say that they despise all nen; often (to do themjustice)
i ncluding thenselves. But they do in a manner pity all nen,

and particularly those that are pitiable; by this tinme they extend
the feeling al nost disproportionately to the other aninals.

Thi s conpassion for nen is also tainted with its historical
connection with Christian charity; and even in the case of aninmals,
with the exanple of nany Christian saints. There is nothing to show
that a new revul sion from such sentinmental religions will not free
men even fromthe obligation of pitying the pain of the world.

Not only N etzsche, but many Neo- Pagans working on his lines,

have suggested such hardness as a higher intellectual purity.

And havi ng read many nodern poens about the Man of the Future,

made of steel and illum ned with nothing warner than green fire,

| have no difficulty in imgining a literature that should pride itself
on a nerciless and netallic detachnent. Then, perhaps, it mght be
faintly conjectured that the last of the Christian virtues had died.
But so long as they lived they were Christian.

| do not therefore believe that Humanism and Religion are rivals

on equal terms. | believe it is arivalry between the pools and

the fountain; or between the firebrands and the fire. Each of these
old intellectuals snatched one firebrand out of the undying fire;

but the point is that though he waved the torch very wildly,

t hough he woul d have used the torch to burn down half the world,

the torch went out very soon. The Puritans did not really perpetuate
their sublinme exultation in hel pl essness; they only made it unpopul ar.
We did not go on indefinitely |ooking at the Brooklyn crowds

with the eye of Whitnman; we have come with singular rapidity

to regard themwith the eye of Dreiser. |In short, | distrust
spiritual experinents outside the central spiritual tradition

for the sinple reason that | think they do not last, even if they
manage to spread. At the nost they stand for one generation

at the commonest for one fashion; at the | owest for one clique.

| do not think they have the secret of continuity; certainly not

of corporate continuity. For an antiquated, doddering old denocrat
like nyself may be excused for attaching sonme slight inportance

to that |last question; that of covering the common life of nankind.
How many Humani sts are there supposed to be anong the inferior

cromd of human beings? Are there to be, for instance, no nore than
there were Greek philosophers in an ordinary rabble of jolly pagan
pol ytheistic G eeks? Are there to be no nore than there were nen



concentrated on the Culture of Matthew Arnold, anmong the nobs who fol |l owed
Cardi nal Manning or General Booth? | do not in the |east intend

to sneer at Humanism | think | understand the intellectual distinction
it draws, and | have tried to understand it in a spirit of humlity;

but | feel a faint interest in how many people out of the battered

and bew | dered hunman race are actually expected to understand it.

And | ask with a certain personal interest; for there are three hundred
mllion people in the world who accept the nysteries that | accept

and live by the faith I hold. | really want to know whether it

is anticipated that there will be three hundred mllion Hunmanists

in Humanity. The sanguine may say that Humanismwi |l be the religion
of the next generation, just as Conte said that Humanity woul d

be the God of the next generation; and so in one sense it was.

But it is not the God of this generation. And the question

is what will be the religion of the next generation after that,

or all the other generations (as a certain ancient promse ran)

even unto the end of the world.

Humani sm in M. Foerster's sense, has one very w se and

worthy character. It is really trying to pick up the pieces;

that is, to pick up all the pieces. Al that was done before was

first blind destruction and then random and scrappy sel ecti on;

as if boys had broken up a stained-glass wi ndow and then made a few scraps
into col oured spectacl es, the rose-col oured spectacles of the republican
or the green or yellow spectacles of the pessim st and the decadent.

But Humani sm as here professed will stoop to gather all it can

for instance, it is great enough to stoop and pick up the jewel

of humlity. M. Foerster does understand, as the eighteenth

and nineteenth centuries did not understand, the case for humlity.
Mat t hew Arnol d, who made sonething of the sane stand for what

he called Culture in the nmid-nineteenth century, attenpted sonething

of the same preservation of chastity; which he would call

in arather irritating manner, "pureness." But before we call either
Culture or Humanisma substitute for religion, there is a very plain
guestion that can be asked in the formof a very honely netaphor

Humani smmay try to pick up the pieces; but can it stick themtogether?
VWere is the cement which nmade religion corporate and popul ar,

which can prevent it falling to pieces in a debris of individualistic
tastes and degrees? What is to prevent one Humani st wanting

chastity without humlity, and another humlity wi thout chastity,

and another truth or beauty w thout either? The problem of an enduring
ethic and culture consists in finding an arrangerment of the pieces

by which they remain rel ated, as do the stones arranged in an arch.

And | know only one schene that has thus proved its solidity,
bestriding | ands and ages with its gigantic arches, and carrying
everywhere the high river of baptismupon an aqueduct of Rone.

/-
THE DRI FT FROM DOVESTI CI TY

INthe matter of reforming things, as distinct fromdeform ng them
there is one plain and sinple principle; a principle which will probably
be called a paradox. There exists in such a case a certain institution
or law, let us say for the sake of sinplicity, a fence or gate erected
across a road. The nore nodern type of reformer goes gaily up to it

and says, "l don't see the use of this; let us clear it away."
To which the nore intelligent type of reforner will do well to answer:
"I'f you don't see the use of it, | certainly won't let you clear it away.

Go away and think. Then, when you can cone back and tell ne that you



do see the use of it, |I may allow you to destroy it."

Thi s paradox rests on the nost el enentary comon sense.

The gate or fence did not grow there. It was not set up by sommanbulists
who built it in their sleep. It is highly inprobable that it was put
there by escaped |lunatics who were for sone reason |oose in the street.
Sone person had sone reason for thinking it would be a good

thing for sonebody. And until we know what the reason was,

we real ly cannot judge whether the reason was reasonabl e.

It is extrenely probable that we have overl ooked sonme whol e

aspect of the question, if sonething set up by hunan bei ngs

i ke ourselves seenms to be entirely neani ngl ess and nysterious.

There are reforners who get over this difficulty by assum ng

that all their fathers were fools; but if that be so,

we can only say that folly appears to be a hereditary di sease.

But the truth is that nobody has any business to destroy a soci al
institution until he has really seen it as an historical institution
If he knows how it arose, and what purposes it was supposed to serve,
he may really be able to say that they were bad purposes, or that

t hey have since becone bad purposes, or that they are purposes

which are no longer served. But if he sinply stares at the thing

as a senseless nonstrosity that has sonehow sprung up in his path,

it is he and not the traditionalist who is suffering froman illusion.
We m ght even say that he is seeing things in a nightnare.

This principle applies to a thousand things, to trifles as well

as true institutions, to convention as well as to conviction

It was exactly the sort of person, like Joan of Arc, who did know
why wonen wore skirts, who was nost justified in not wearing one;
it was exactly the sort of person, like St. Francis, who did

synpathise with the feast and the fireside, who was nost entitled

to becone a beggar on the open road. And when, in the genera

emanci pati on of nodern society, the Duchess says she does not see

why she shouldn't play |eapfrog, or the Dean declares that he sees

no valid canonical reason why he should not stand on his head,

we may say to these persons with patient benevol ence:

"Defer, therefore, the operation you contenplate until you have realised
by ripe reflection what principle or prejudice you are violating.

Then play | eapfrog and stand on your head and the Lord be with you."

Anmong the traditions that are being thus attacked, not intelligently
but nost unintelligently, is the fundamental hunan creation called
t he Household or the Hone. That is a typical thing which nmen attack
not because they can see through it, but because they cannot see it

at all. They beat at it blindly, in a fashion entirely haphazard
and opportunist; and nmany of themwould pull it down wth out
even pausing to ask why it was ever put up. It is true that only

a few of them would have avowed this object in so many words.
That only proves how very blind and bl undering they are.

But they have fallen into a habit of nmere drift and gradua
detachnent fromfanmly life; sonmething that is often nerely

acci dental and devoid of any definite theory at all

But though it is accidental it is none the |ess anarchical

And it is all the nore anarchical for not being anarchist.

It seens to be largely founded on individual irritation

an irritation which varies with the individual. W are nerely
told that in this or that case a particul ar tenperanent was
tormented by a particular environment; but nobody even expl ai ned
how the evil arose, |let alone whether the evil is really escaped.
W are told that in this or that fam|ly G andnamua tal ked a great
deal of nonsense, which God knows is true; or that it is very



difficult to have intimate intellectual relations with Uncle G egory
without telling himhe is a fool, which is indeed the case.

But nobody seriously considers the renmedy, or even the nal ady;

or whether the existing individualistic dissolution is a remedy at all
Much of this business began with the influence of |bsen, a very powerful
dramati st and an exceedi ngly feebl e phil osopher. | suppose that Nora
of THE DOLL'S HOUSE was intended to be an i nconsequent person

but certainly her nost inconsequent action was her |ast.

She conpl ai ned that she was not yet fit to |l ook after children

and then proceeded to get as far as possible fromthe children

that she m ght study them nore closely.

There is one sinple test and type of this neglect of scientific

t hi nki ng and the sense of a social rule; the neglect which has
now |l eft us with nothing but a welter of exceptions. | have read
hundreds and thousands of tines, in all the novels and newspapers

of our epoch, certain phrases about the just right of the young

to liberty, about the unjust claimof the elders to control

about the conception that all souls must be free or all citizens equal
about the absurdity of authority or the degradati on of obedi ence.

I am not arguing those natters directly at the nonent.

But what strikes nme as astounding, in a |logical sense, is that not
one of these nyriad novelists and newspaper-nmen ever seens to think
of asking the next and nost obvi ous question. It never seens to
occur to themto enquire what becones of the opposite obligation

If the child is free fromthe first to disregard the parent,

why is not the parent free fromthe first to disregard the child?

If M. Jones, Senior, and M. Jones, Junior, are only two free

and equal citizens, why should one citizen sponge on another citizen
for the first fifteen years of his Iife? Wy should the el der

M. Jones be expected to feed, clothe and shelter out of his own
pocket another person who is entirely free of any obligations to hin®
If the bright young thing cannot be asked to tol erate her grandnother
who has becone sonething of a bore, why should the grandnot her

or the nother have tolerated the bright young thing at a period

of her life when she was by no neans bright? Wy did they

| aboriously | ook after her at a time when her contributions to the
conversation were sel dom epigrammatic and not often intelligible?
Why shoul d Jones Senior stand drinks and free neals to anybody

so unpl easant as Jones Junior, especially in the i mature phases

of his existence? Wy should he not throw the baby out of the w ndow
or at any rate, kick the boy out of doors? It is obvious that we
are dealing with a real relation, which may be equality, but is
certainly not sinmlarity.

Sone social refornmers try to evade this difficulty, | know,

by sone vague notions about the State or an abstraction called
Education elimnating the parental function. But this,

i ke many notions of solid scientific persons, is awld illusion
of the nature of nere nmoonshine. It is based on that strange

new superstition, the idea of infinite resources of organisation
It is as if officials grew like grass or bred like rabbits.

There is supposed to be an endl ess supply of salaried persons,

and of salaries for them and they are to undertake all that hunan
bei ngs naturally do for thensel ves; including the care of children
But men cannot live by taking in each other's baby-linen. They cannot
provide a tutor for each citizen; who is to tutor the tutors?

Men cannot be educated by machi nery; and though there mi ght be

a Robot bricklayer or scavenger, there will never be a Robot

school master or governess. The actual effect of this theory



is that one harassed person has to |l ook after a hundred children

i nstead of one normal person | ooking after a nornmal number of them
Normal Iy that normal person is urged by a natural force, which costs
not hi ng and does not require a salary; the force of natura

affection for his young, which exists even anong the aninals.

If you cut off that natural force, and substitute a paid bureaucracy,
you are |like a fool who should pay nen to turn the wheel of his mll,
because he refused to use wind or water which he could get for nothing.
You are like a lunatic who should carefully water his garden wth

a watering-can, while holding up an unbrella to keep off the rain.

It is now necessary to recite these truisns; for only by doing

so can we begin to get a glinpse of that reason for the existence

of the famly, which | began this essay by demandi ng.

They were all famliar to our fathers, who believed in the |links

of kinship and also in the Iinks of logic. To-day our |ogic consists
nostly of missing links; and our family largely of absent nenbers.
But, anyhow, this is the right end at which to begin any such enquiry;
and not at the tail-end or the fag-end of sonme private nuddl e,

by which Dick has becone discontented or Susan has gone off on her own.
If Dick or Susan wish to destroy the fam |y because they

do not see the use of it, | say as | said in the beginning;

if they do not see the use of it, they had rmuch better preserve it.
They have no business even to think of destroying it until they

have seen the use of it.

But it has other uses, besides the obvious fact that it neans

a necessary social work being done for |ove when it cannot be done

for noney; and (one might alnost dare to hint) presumably to be

repaid with love since it is never repaid in noney. On that sinple
side of the matter the general situation is easy to record.

The existing and general system of society, subject in our own age

and industrial culture to very gross abuses and pai nful probl ens,

is nevertheless a normal one. It is the idea that the comonwealth is
made up of a nunber of small kingdons, of which a man and a wonan becone
the king and queen and in which they exercise a reasonable authority,
subj ect to the comon sense of the comobnweal th, until those under their
care grow up to found sinmilar kingdonms and exercise simlar authority.
This is the social structure of mankind, far ol der than al

its records and nore universal than any of its religions;

and all attenpts to alter it are nere talk and tonfool ery.

But the other advantage of the small group is now not so much negl ected
as sinply not realised. Here again we have sone extraordinary

del usi ons spread all over the literature and journalismof our tine.
Those del usi ons now exi st in such a degree that we nay say,

for all practical purposes, that when a thing has been stated

about a thousand tines as obviously true, it is alnost certain to be
obvi ously fal se. One such statenent may be specially noted here.
There is undoubtedly sonething to be said against donesticity

and in favour of the general drift towards life in hotels, clubs,
col | eges, comunal settlements and the rest; or for a social life
organi sed on the plan of the great comercial systens of our tine.
But the truly extraordinary suggestion is often nmade that this
escape fromthe hone is an escape into greater freedom

The change is actually offered as favourable to liberty.

To anybody who can think, of course, it is exactly the opposite.
The donestic division of human society is not perfect, being hunman
It does not achieve conplete liberty; a thing somewhat difficult



to do or even to define. But it is a nmere matter of arithmetic

that it puts a larger nunber of people in supreme contro

of sonmething, and able to shape it to their personal liking,

than do the vast organisations that rule society outside;

whet her those systens are | egal or commercial or even nerely social.
Even if we were only considering the parents, it is plain that

there are nore parents than there are policenen or politicians

or heads of big businesses or proprietors of hotels.

As | shall suggest in a nonent, the argument actually applies
indirectly to the children as well as directly to the parents.

But the nain point is that the world outside the hone is now under a
rigid discipline and routine and it is only inside the hone that there
isreally a place for individuality and liberty. Anyone stepping

out of the front-door is obliged to step into a procession, all going
the sane way and to a great extent even obliged to wear the sane uniform
Busi ness, especially big business, is now organised |ike an arny.

It is, as sonme would say, a sort of mld mlitarismwthout bl oodshed;
as | should say, a mlitarismw thout the mlitary virtues.

But anyhow, it is obvious that a hundred clerks in a bank or a hundred
waitresses in a teashop are nore regi nented and under rule than

t he sane individuals when each has gone back to his or her own dwelling
or lodging, hung with his or her favourite pictures or fragrant with
his or her favourite cheap cigarettes. But this, which is so obvious
in the comrercial case, is no less true even in the social case.

In practice, the pursuit of pleasure is nerely the pursuit of fashion
The pursuit of fashion is nerely the pursuit of convention

only that it happens to be a new convention. The jazz dances,

the joy rides, the big pleasure parties and hotel entertainnments,

do not nake any nore provision for a really independent taste than

did any of the fashions of the past. If a wealthy young | ady wants

to do what all the other wealthy young | adies are doing, she will

find it great fun, sinply because youth is fun and society is fun

She will enjoy being nodern exactly as her Victorian grandnother
enjoyed being Victorian. And quite right too; but it is the enjoynent
of convention, not the enjoynent of liberty. It is perfectly healthy

for all young people of all historic periods to herd together

to a reasonabl e extent, and enthusiastically copy each other.

But in that there is nothing particularly fresh and certainly

nothing particularly free. The girl who |ikes shaving her head

and powdering her nose and wearing short skirts will find the world
organi sed for her and will narch happily with the procession

But a girl who happened to |like having her hair down to her heels

or |l oading herself with barbaric gauds and trailing garnents or

(most awful of all) leaving her nose in its natural state--

she will still be well advised to do these things on her own premi ses.
If the Duchess does want to play |leap frog, she nust not start suddenly
| eaping in the manner of a frog across the ballroom of the Babyl on Hotel
when it is crowded with the fifty best couples professionally
practising the very | atest dance, for the instruction of society.

The Duchess will find it easier to practise leap frog to the admration of
her intinmate friends in the old oak-panelled hall of Fitzdragon Castle.
If the Dean nmust stand on his head, he will do it with nore ease

and grace in the cal matnosphere of the Deanery than by attenpting

to interrupt the programme of sone social entertainnent already

organi sed for philanthropic purposes.

If there is this inpersonal routine in comercial and even in
social things, it goes without saying that it exists and al ways
nmust exist in political and legal things. For instance,

t he punishments of the State nust be sweeping generalisations.



It is only the punishnents of the hone that can possibly be adapted

to the individual case; because it is only there that the judge can

know anyt hing of the individual. |If Tonmy takes a silver thinble

out of a work-basket, his nmother may act very differently according

as she knows that he did it for fun or for spite or to sell to sonebody,
or to get sonebody into trouble. But if Tonkins takes a silver

thi nbl e out of a shop, the I aw not only can but nust punish him

according to the rule made for all shoplifters or stealers of silver.

It is only the donestic discipline that can show any synpat hy

or especially any hunour. | do not say that the fam |y al ways

does do this; but | say that the State never ought to attenpt it.

So that even if we consider the parents al one as independent princes,

and the children nmerely as subjects, the relative freedomof the famly
can and often does work to the advantage of those subjects.

But so long as the children are children, they will always be the subjects
of sonmebody. The question is whether they are to be distributed naturally
under their natural princes, as the old phrase went, who normally

feel for them what nobody else will feel, a natural affection

It seens to ne clear that this normal distribution gives the |argest
amount of liberty to the |argest nunber of people

My conpl aint of the anti-donestic drift is that it is unintelligent.
Peopl e do not know what they are doing; because they do not know what they
are undoing. There are a multitude of nodern nanifestations, fromthe
largest to the smallest, ranging froma divorce to a picnic party.

But each is a separate escape or evasion; and especially an evasion

of the point at issue. People ought to decide in a phil osophica
fashi on whether they desire the traditional social order or not;

or if there is any particular alternative to be desired.

As it is they treat the public question nmerely as a ness or nedl ey

of private questions. Even in being anti-donestic they are nuch

too donestic in their test of donesticity. Each fanily considers

only its own case and the result is nerely narrow and negati ve.

Each case is an exception to a rule that does not exist. The fanily,
especially in the nodern state, stands in need of considerable
correction and reconstruction; nost things do in the nodern state.

But the famly mansion should be preserved or destroyed or rebuilt;

it should not be allowed to fall to pieces brick by brick because
nobody has any historic sense of the object of bricklaying.

For instance, the architects of the restoration should rebuild the house
with wide and easily opened doors, for the practice of the ancient
virtue of hospitality. |In other words, private property should be
distributed with sufficiently decent equality to allow of a margin

for festive intercourse. But the hospitality of a house will always
be different fromthe hospitality of a hotel. And it will be different
in being nore individual, nore independent, nore interesting than

the hospitality of a hotel. It is perfectly right that the young
Browns and t he young Robi nsons should meet and m x and dance and make
asses of thensel ves, according to the design of their Creator

But there will always be sone difference between the Browns

entertai ning the Robi nsons and the Robinsons entertaining the Browns.

And it will be a difference to the advantage of variety, of personality,
of the potentialities of the mind of man; or, in other words,
of life, liberty and the pursuit of happi ness.

/-
LOG C AND LAWN TENNI S

WHEN we say that we doubt the intellectual inprovenent produced



by Protestanti smand Rationalismand the nodern world, there generally
arises a very confused controversy, which is a sort of tangle

of termi nology. But, broadly speaking, the difference between us

and our critics is this. They mean by growh an increase of the tangle;
whereas we nean by thought a disentangling of the tangle.

Even a short and sinple length of straight and untangled wire

is worth nore to us than whole forests of nmere entangl enent.

That there are nore topics tal ked about, or nore terns used,

or nore people using them or nore books and other authorities cited--
all this is nothing to us if people msuse the terns,

m sunderstand the topics, invoke the authorities at random and

wi t hout the use of reason; and finally bring out a false result.

A peasant who nerely says, "l have five pigs; if | kill one | shal

have four pigs,"” is thinking in an extrenely sinple and el ementary way;
but he is thinking as clearly and correctly as Aristotle or Euclid.

But suppose he reads or hal f-reads newspapers and books of

popul ar science. Suppose he starts to call one pig the Land

and another pig Capital and a third pig Exports, and finally brings

out the result that the nore pigs he kills the nore he possesses;

or that every sowthat litters decreases the nunber of pigs in the world.
He has learnt econom c terninology, nerely as a neans of beconing
entangled in economic fallacy. It is a fallacy he could never have fallen
into while he was grounded in the divine dogna that Pigs is Pigs.

Now for that sort of intellectual instruction and advancenent

we have no use at all; and in that sense only it is true

that we prefer the ignorant peasant to the instructed pedant.

But that is not because we think ignorance better than instruction

or barbarismbetter than culture. It is nmerely that we think

a short length of the untangled |ogical chain is better than

an intermnable length of it that is interninably tangled.

It is nerely that we prefer a man to do a sum of sinple addition

right than a sumin | ong division wong.

Now what we observe about the whole current culture of journalismand
general discussion is that people do not know how to begin to think
Not only is their thinking at third and fourth hand, but it always
starts about three-quarters of the way through the process.

Men do not know where their own thoughts canme from

They do not know what their own words inply. They cone in at the end
of every controversy and know not hing of where it began or what it

is all about. They are constantly assum ng certain absol utes,

which, if correctly defined, would strike even thensel ves as bei ng
not absolutes but absurdities. To think thus is to be in a tangle;
to go on thinking is to be in nore and nore of a tangle.

And at the back of all there is always sonething understood;

which is really sonething m sunderstood.

For instance, | read an article by the admrable M. Tilden, the great
tenni s-pl ayer, who was debating what is wong with English Tennis.
"Not hi ng can save English Tennis," he said, except certain

reforns of a fundanental sort, which he proceeded to expl ain.

The English, it appears, have a weird and unnatural way of regarding
tennis as a ganme, or thing to be enjoyed. He adnmitted that this

has been part of a sort of amateur spirit in everything which is

(as he very truly noted) also a part of the national character

But all this stands in the way of what he called saving English Tennis.
He meant what sone would call nmaking it perfect, and others would cal
making it professional. Now, | take that as a very typical passage,
taken fromthe papers at random and containing the views of a keen
and acute person on a subject that he thoroughly understands.



But what he does not understand is the thing which he supposes

to be understood. He thoroughly knows his subject and yet he does
not know what he is tal king about; because he does not know

what he is taking for granted. He does not realise the relation

of means and ends, or axions and inferences, in his ow phil osophy.
And nobody woul d probably be nore surprised and even legitimately

i ndignant than he, if | were to say that the first principles of his
phi | osophy appear to be as follows: (1) There is in the nature of things
a certain absolute and divine Being, whose name is M. Lawn Tennis.
(2) Al nen exist for the good and glory of this M. Tennis and

are bound to approximate to his perfections and fulfil his will.

(3) To this higher duty they are bound to surrender their natura
desire for enjoynent in this life. (4) They are bound to put

this loyalty first; and to love it nore passionately than

patriotic tradition, the preservation of their own national type
and national culture; not to nention even their national virtues.
That is the creed or schene of doctrine that is here devel oped

wi t hout being defined. The only way for us to save the gane

of Lawn Tennis is to prevent it frombeing a gane. The only way

to save English Tennis is to prevent it from being English.

It does not occur to such thinkers that sone people may possibly
like it because it is English and enjoy it because it is enjoyable.
There is some abstract divine standard in the thing, to which it is
everybody's duty to rise, at any sacrifice of pleasure or affection.
When Christians say this of the sacrifices nade for Christ,

it sounds rather a hard saying. But when tennis-players say it
about the sacrifices demanded by tennis, it sounds quite ordinary
and casual in the confusion of current thought and expression

And nobody notices that a sort of human sacrifice is being offered
to a sort of new and nanel ess god.

In the good old days of Victorian rationalismit used to be

t he conventional habit to scoff at St. Thonas Aqui nas and the

nedi aeval theol ogi ans; and especially to repeat perpetually a well-worn
j oke about the nman who di scussed how nmany angel s coul d dance on

the point of a needle. The confortable and commercial Victorians,
with their noney and merchandi se, night well have felt a sharper

end of the sane needle, even if it was the other end of it.

It would have been good for their souls to have | ooked for

that needle, not in the haystack of nedi aeval netaphysics,

but in the neat needl e-case of their own favourite pocket Bible.

It would have been better for themto nmeditate, not on how nmany angels
could go on the point of a needle, but on how many canels could go
through the eye of it. But there is another comment on this curious
j oke or catchword, which is nore relevant to our purpose here.

If the nedi aeval nystic ever did argue about angels standing

on a needle, at least he did not argue as if the object of angels
was to stand on a needle; as if God had created all the Angels

and Archangels, all the Thrones, Virtues, Powers and Principalities,
solely in order that there might be sonething to clothe

and decorate the unseenmy nakedness of the point of a needle.

But that is the way that nodern rationalists reason

The nedi aeval nystic would not even have said that a needle exists
to be a standing-ground for angels. The nedi aeval nystic would have
been the first to say that a needle exists to make clothes for nen.
For medi aeval nystics, in their dimtranscendental way, were nuch
interested in the real reasons for things and the distinction

bet ween the nmeans and the end. They wanted to know what a thing

was really for, and what was the dependence of one idea on anot her
And they nmight even have suggested, what so many journalists seem



to forget, the paradoxical possibility that Tennis was nade for Man
and not Man for Tennis.

The Modernists were peculiarly unfortunate when they said that the nodern
wor |l d nust not be expected to tolerate the old syllogistic nmethods

of the School nen. They were proposing to scrap the one nedi aeva

i nstrument which the nmodern world will nost immediately require.

There woul d have been a far better case for saying that the

revival of Gothic architecture has been sentinmental and futile;

that the Pre-Raphaelite noverment in art was only an eccentric episode;
that the fashi onable use of the word "Guild" for every possible sort
of social institution was affected and artificial; that the feudalism
of Young Engl and was very different fromthat of A d Engl and.

But this method of clean-cut deduction, with the definition

of the postulates and the actual answering of the question

i s sonething of which the whole of our newspaper-flattered society

is in sharp and instant need; as the poisoned are in need of nedicine
| have here taken only one exanpl e which happened to catch

ny eye out of a hundred thousand that flash past every hour.

And as Tennis, |ike every other good gane, has to be played

with the head as well as the hand, | think it highly desirable

that it should be occasionally discussed at least as intelligently

as it is played.

-/ -
OBSTI NATE ORTHODOXY

| HAVE been asked to explain sonething about nyself which seens

to be regarded as very extraordinary. The probl em has been

presented to ne in the formof a cutting froma very flattering

American article, which yet contained a certain suggesti on of wonder.

So far as | can understand, it is thought extraordinary that a man
should be ordinary. | amordinary in the correct sense of the term

whi ch neans the acceptance of an order; a Creator and the Creation

the comon sense of gratitude for Creation, life and love as gifts

per manently good, marriage and chivalry as laws rightly controlling them
and the rest of the normal traditions of our race and religion.

It is also thought a little odd that | regard the grass as green

even after sone new y-di scovered Slovak artist has painted it grey;

that | think daylight very tolerable in spite of thirteen Lithuanian

phi |l osophers sitting in a row and cursing the |ight of day;

and that, in matters nore polenmical, | actually prefer weddi ngs

to divorces and babies to Birth Control. These eccentric views,

which | share with the overwhelming majority of mankind,

past and present, | should not attenpt to defend here one by one.

And | only give a general reply for a particular reason

I wish to make it unnistakably plain that ny defence of these sentinents

is not sentinmental. It would be easy to gush about these things;
but | defy the reader, after reading this, to find the faintest
trace of the tear of sensibility. | hold this view not because it

is sensibility, but because it is sense.

On the contrary, it is the sceptics who are the sentinmentalists.
More than half the "revolt"” and the tal k of being advanced

and progressive is sinply a weak sort of snobbi shness which takes
the formof a worship of Youth. Some nmen of ny generation delight
in declaring that they are of the Party of the Young and defendi ng
every detail of the latest fashions or freaks. |If | do not do that,
it is for the sane reason that | do not dye ny hair or wear stays.



But even when it is | ess despicable than that, the current phrase

t hat everything nust be done for youth, that the rising generation
is all that matters, is in sober fact a piece of pure sentimentalism
It is also, within reason, a perfectly natural piece of sentinent.
Al healthy people like to see the young enjoying thensel ves;

but if we turn that pleasure into a principle, we are sentinentalists.
If we desire the greatest happi ness of the greatest nunber,

it will be obvious that the greatest nunber, at any given nonent,
are rather nmore likely to be between twenty-five and seventy

than to be between seventeen and twenty-five. Sacrificing
everything to the young will be like working only for the rich
They will be a privileged class and the rest will be snobs

or slaves. Moreover, the young will always have a fair anount

of fun under the worst conditions; if we really wish to consol e
the world, it will be nuch nore rational to console the old

This is what | call facing facts; and | have continued to

believe in npst of these traditions because they are facts.

| could give a great many ot her exanples; for instance, chivalry.
Chivalry is not the romantic, but the realistic, view of the sexes.
It is sorealistic that the real reasons for it cannot always

be given in print.

If those called free-thinkers are sentinentalists, those called
free-l1overs are open and obvious sentinmentalists. W can al ways convict
such people of sentinentalismby their weakness for euphem sm The phrase
they use is always softened and suited for journalistic appeals.

They talk of free | ove when they mean sonething quite different,

better defined as free lust. But being sentinmentalists they fee

bound to sinper and coo over the word "love." They insist on talking
about Birth Control when they nean |ess birth and no control

We could snash themto atonms, if we could be as indecent

in our language as they are immoral in their conclusions.

And as it is with norals, so it is with religion. The general notion

t hat science establishes agnosticismis a sort of nystification produced
by talking Latin and Greek instead of plain English. Science is

the Latin for know edge. Agnosticismis the Geek for ignorance

It is not self-evident that ignorance is the goal of know edge.

It is the ignorance and not the know edge that produces the current
notion that free thought weakens theism It is the real world,

that we see with our own eyes, that obviously unfolds a plan of things

that fit into each other. It is only a renpote and mi sty | egend that
ever pretended to explain it by the automatic advantage of the "fit."
As a fact, nodern evolutionists, even when they are still Darw nians,

do not pretend that the theory explains all varieties and adaptati ons.
Those who know are rather rescuing Darwin at the expense of Darw ni sm
But it is those who do not know who doubt or deny; it is

typical that their nmyth is actually called the M ssing Link.

They actually know not hing of their own argument except that it breaks
down sonewhere. But it is worth while to ask why this | oose | egend
has such power over many; and | will proceed to nmy suggestion

| have not changed ny mind; nor, indeed, have they changed their m nd
They have only changed their nood.

VWhat we call the intellectual world is divided into two types

of peopl e--those who worship the intellect and those who use it.

There are exceptions; but, broadly speaking, they are never

t he sane people. Those who use the intellect never worship it;

t hey know too rmuch about it. Those who worship the intellect

never use it; as you can see by the things they say about it.

Hence there has arisen a confusion about intellect and intellectualism



and, as the suprene expression of that confusion, sonething that is called
in many countries the Intelligentsia, and in France nore especially,

the Intellectuals. It is found in practice to consist of clubs

and coteries of people tal king nostly about books and pictures,

but especially new books and new pictures; and about nusic, so long as it
is very nodern nusic; or what sonme would call very unnusical nusic.

The first fact to record about it is that what Carlyle said

of the world is very specially true of the intellectual world--

that it is nostly fools. |Indeed, it has a curious attraction

for conplete fools, as a warmfire has for cats. | have frequently
visited such societies, in the capacity of a comon or nornal fool

and | have al nost always found there a few fools who were nore

foolish than | had imgined to be possible to man born of woman;

peopl e who had hardly enough brains to be called half-witted. But

it gave thema glowwithin to be in what they inagined to be the

at nosphere of intellect; for they worshipped it |ike an unknown god.

| could tell many stories of that world. | remenber a venerable man
with a very long beard who seermed to |ive at one of these cl ubs.

At intervals he would hold up his hand as if for silence and

preface his remarks by saying, "A Thought." And then he would
say sonething that sounded as if a cow had suddenly spoken
in a drawing-room | remenber once a silent and much-enduring man

(I rather think it was my friend M. Edgar Jepson, the novelist)
who could bear it no longer and cried with a sort of expiring gasp
"But, Good God, nman, you don't call that a THOUGHT, do you?"

But that was pretty much the quality of the thought of such thinkers,
especially of the freethinkers. Qut of this social situation arises
one sort of exception to the rule. Intelligence does exist even
inthe Intelligentsia. It does sometines happen that a man of rea
tal ent has a weakness for flattery, even the flattery of fools.

He woul d rat her say sonething that silly people think clever than
somet hi ng which only clever people could perceive to be true.

OGscar Wlde was a man of this type. Wen he said sonmewhere that

an imoral wonan is the sort of worman a man never gets tired of,

he used a phrase so baseless as to be perfectly pointless.
Everybody knows that a man may get tired of a whole procession

of immoral wonen, especially if he is an i moral man.

That was "a Thought"; otherw se sonething to be uttered,

with uplifted hand, to people who could not think at all.

In their poor nuddl ed m nds there was some vague connection between
wit and cynicism so they never applauded himso warmy as a wit,
as when he was cynical w thout being witty. But when he said,
"Acynic is a man who knows the price of everything and the val ue
of nothing,"” he nade a statenent (in excellent epigrammtic forn)
which really nmeant sonething. But it would have nmeant his own

i medi ate dethronenent if it could have been understood by those
who only enthroned himfor being cynical

Anyhow, it is in this intellectual world, with its many fools

and fewwits and fewer wi se nen, that there goes on perpetually

a sort of fernent of fashionable revolt and negation. Fromthis
cones all that is called destructive criticism though, as a matter
of fact, the newcritic is generally destroyed by the next critic
| ong before he has had any chance of destroying anything el se.
When people say solemmly that the world is in revolt against
religion or private property or patriotismor marriage,

they nmean that this world is in revolt against them or rather,
is in permanent revolt against everything. Now, as a matter

of fact, this world has a certain excuse for being always in

that state of excitenent, apart fromnere fuss and nere folly.



The reason is rather an inportant one; and | woul d ask anyone

who really does want to think, and especially to think freely,

to pause upon it seriously for a nonent. It arises fromthe fact

that these people are so nmuch concerned with the study of Art.

It collapses into nere drivelling and despair, because they try

to transfer their treatnent of art to the treatment of norals

and philosophy. |In this they nake a bad bl under in reasoning.

But then, as | have explained, intellectuals are not very intellectual

The Arts, exist, as we should put it in our prinmeval fashion

to show forth the glory of God; or, to translate the sane thing

in terms of our psychol ogy, to awaken and keep alive the sense

of wonder in man. The success of any work of art is achieved

when we say of any subject, a tree or a cloud or a hunan character

"l have seen that a thousand times and | never saw it before."

Now for this purpose a certain variation of venue is natura

and even necessary. Artists change what they call their attack

for it is to sone extent their business to make it a surprise attack
They have to throw a new light on things; and it is not surprising

if it is sonetines an invisible ultra-violet ray or one rather
resenbling a black ray of nmadness or death. But when the artist extends
the eccentric experinment fromart to real life, it is quite different.
He is like an absent-m nded scul ptor turning his chisel from chipping
at the bust to chipping at the bald head of the distinguished sitter
And these anarchic artists do suffer a little fromabsence of M nd.

Let us take a practical case for the sake of sinplicity.

Many noderns will be heard scoffing at what they would cal

"chocol ate-box art"; neaning an insipid and sickly art. And it is easy
to call up the sort of picture that mght well nmake anybody ill.

I will suppose, for the sake of argunent, that we are | ooking sadly

at the outside of a chocol ate-box (now, | need hardly say, enpty)

and that we see painted on it in rather pallid colours a young

worman wi th gol den ringlets gazing froma bal cony and hol di ng

a rose in the spot-light caused by a convenient ray of noonlight.

Any sinilar touches nay be added to the taste or distaste of the critic;
she may be convul sively clasping a letter or conspicuously wearing

an engagerent ring or languidly waving farewell to a distant gentl eman
in a gondola; or anything else | can think of, calculated to cause

pain to the sensitive critic. | synpathise with the critic's feeling;
but | think he goes quite wong in his thinking.

Now, what do we nean when we say that this is a silly picture,

or a stale subject, or sonething very difficult to bear

even when we are fortified by chocolates to endure it?

We nean it is possible to have too nuch of a good thing;

to have too many chocol at e-boxes, as to have too many chocol at es.

We nean that it is not a picture, but a picture of a picture.
Utinmately it is a picture of innunerable pictures; not a rea
picture of a rose or a girl or a beamof noonlight. In other words,
artists have copied artists, right away back to the first sentinenta
pi ctures of the Romantic Myvenent.

But roses have not copied roses. Monbeans have not initated

each other. And though a wonman nay copy wonen in externals,

it isonly in externals and not in existence; her wonanhood

was not copied fromany other woman. Considered as realities,

the rose and the moon and the wonan are sinply thensel ves.

Suppose that scene to be a real one, and there is nothing particularly
imtative about it. The flower is unquestionably fresh as the young



worman i s unquestionably young. The rose is a real object,

whi ch would snell as sweet by any other nane, or by no nane.

The girl is a particular person, whose personality is entirely new
to the world and whose experiences are entirely new to herself.

I f she does indeed choose to stand in that attitude on that bal cony
hol di ng that botani cal speci nen (which seens inprobable), we have
no right to doubt that she has her own reasons for doing so

In short, when once we conceive the thing as reality,

we have no reason whatever to dismiss it as mere repetition.

So long as we are thinking of the thing as copied nechanically

and for noney, as a piece of nobnotonous and nercenary ornanent,

we naturally feel that the flower is in a special sense

an artificial flower and that the noonlight is all noonshine.

We feel inclined to wel cone even wild variations in the decorative style;
and to admire the new artist who will paint the rose bl ack

| est we should forget that it is a deep red, or the noonshine green
that we may realise it is something nore subtle than white.

But the noon is the moon and the rose is the rose; and we do

not expect the real things to alter. Nor is there any reason

to expect the rules about themto alter. Nor is there any reason
so far as this question is concerned, to expect the wonan to alter
her attitude either about the beauty of the rose or the obligations
of the engagenent-ring. These things, considered as real things,
are quite unaffected by the variation of artistic attack in
fictitious things. The nmoon will continue to affect the tides,

whet her we paint it blue or green or pink with purple spots.

And the man who inagines that artistic revolutions nmust always affect

norals is like a man who should say, "I am so bored with seeing
pi nk roses pai nted on chocol at e-boxes that | refuse to believe
that roses grow well in a clay soil.'

In short, what the critics would call romanticismis in fact

the only formof realism It is also the only formof rationalism

The nore a man uses his reason upon realities, the nore he will see
that the realities remain nuch the sane, though the representations are
very different, And it is only the representations that are repetitions.
The sensations are al ways sincere; the individuals are always individual
If the real girl is experiencing a real romance, she is experiencing
sonet hing ol d, but not sonething stale. |f she has pl ucked sonething
froma real rose-tree, she is holding a very ancient synbol, but a very
recent rose. And it is exactly in so far as a man can clear his head,
so as to see actual things as they are, that he will see these things
as permanently inportant as they are. Exactly in so far as his head

is confused with current fashions and aesthetic npdes of the nonent,

he will see nothing about it except that it is like a picture on

a chocol ate-box, and not like a picture at the Post-Futurist Gallery.
Exactly in so far as he is thinking about real people, he wll

see that they are really romantic. Exactly in so far as he is

t hi nki ng only about pictures and poens and decorative styl es,

he will think that romance is a false or ol d-fashioned style.

He can only see people as inmtating pictures; whereas the rea

people are not imtating anything. They are only being thensel ves--

as they will always be. Roses remain radiant and mysterious,

however nany pink rosebuds are sprinkled |ike pips over cheap wal | papers.
Falling in love remains radi ant and nysterious, however threadbare

be the thousandth repetition of a rhyme as a valentine or a
cracker-mptto. To see this fact is tolive in a world of facts.

To be always thinking of the banality of bad wall papers and val enti nes
istolivein awrld of fictions.



Now the main truth about all this sceptical revolt, and al

the rest of it, is that it was born in a world of fictions.

It came fromthe Intelligentsia, who were perpetually

di scussi ng novel s and pl ays and pictures instead of people.

They insisted on putting "real life" on the stage and never saw it
in the street. They professed to be putting realisminto their
novel s when there was less and less of it in their conversation

as conpared with the conversation of the conmon peopl e.

And that perpetual experinent, and shifting of the standpoint,

whi ch was natural enough in an artist seeking for certain effects
(as it is natural in a photographer hovering round and focussing
and fussing with his canmera), was wholly inapplicable to any

study of the permanent rules and relations of society.

Wen these people began to play about with norals and netaphysics,
they sinply produced a series of mad worl ds where they m ght

have been harm essly producing a series of nmad pictures.

Pictures are always nmeant to catch a certain aspect, at a certain angle,
inacertain light; sonetinmes in light that is alnost as brief

as lightning. But when the artists became anarchi sts and began

to exhibit the comunity and the cosnos by these flashes

of lightning, the result was not realismbut sinply nightnare.
Because a particular painter, for a particular purpose,

m ght paint the red rose black, the pessim st deduced that the red
rose of love and Iife was really as black as it was painted
Because one artist, fromone angle, seized a nonentary inpression
of noonlight as green, the philosopher solemmly put on a pair

of green spectacles and declared that it was now a solid scientific
certainty that the noon nust be crawling with naggots, because it
was made of green cheese.

In short, there m ght have been sone value in the old cry

of art for the artists; if it had meant that the artists

woul d confine thenselves to the mediumof art. As a fact,

they were always nmeddling with the nedium of norals and religion

and they inported into themthe unrest, the changi ng noods

and the nmerely experinental tricks of their own trade. But a nan

with a solid sense of reality can see that this is utterly unreal

VWat ever the laws of |life and | ove and human rel ati ons may be,

it is nonstrously inprobable that they ought to be changed with every
fashion in poetry any nore than with every fashion in pantal oons.

It is insane that there should be a new pattern of hearts or heads
whenever there is a new pattern of hats. These things are realities,
like a high tide or a clay soil; and you do not get rid of high tides and
clay soils by calling roses and noonlight ol d-fashi oned and senti nental
I will venture to say, therefore, and | trust w thout undue vanity,
that | have remained rooted in certain relations and traditions,

not because | ama sentinmentalist or even a romanticist; but because
ama realist. And | realise that norals nust not change with noods,

as Cubi sm nust not nean chopping up real houses into cubes,

or Vorticismswallow ng real ships in whirlpools.

| have not changed ny views on these things because there has
never been any reason to change them For anybody inpelled

by reason and not by running with a crowd will, for instance,
perceive that there are always the same argunents for a Purpose
and therefore a Personality in things, if he is a thinking person
Only it is now nade easy for himto adnit vaguely that there

may be a Purpose, while denying that there is a Personality,

so long as he happens to be a very unthinking person

It is quite as certain as it ever was that life is a gift of God



i mensel y val uabl e and i mensely val ued, and anybody can prove it

by putting a pistol to the head of a pessinmist. Only a certain

sort of nodern does not |ike any problem presented to his head;

and woul d dislike a plain question alnost as rmuch as a pistol.

It is obvious commopn sense, and obvi ously consonant to real life,
that ronmantic love is nornmal to youth and has its natura

devel opnent in narriage and parenthood as the correspondi ng
conditions of age. None of the nonsense tal ked about this,

that or the other individual irritation or |Iicence has ever made

any difference to that solid social truth, for anyone who cares

whet her things are true, apart fromwhether they are trite.

It is the man who cannot see that a thing is true, although it is trite,
who is very truly a victimof mere words and verbal associations.

He is the fool who has grown so furious with paper roses that he wll
not believe that the real rose has a root; nor (till he discovers

it with an abrupt and profane ejaculation) that it has a thorn

The truth is that the nodern world has had a nental breakdown;

much nore than a noral breakdown. Things are being settled by nere
associ ati ons because there is a reluctance to settle them by argunents.
Nearly all the tal k about what is advanced and what is antiquated

has becone a sort of giggling excitenent about fashions.

The nost nodern of the noderns stare at a picture of a man naking | ove
to alady in a crinoline with exactly the same sort of vacant grin

wi th which yokels stare at a stranger in an outlandish sort of hat.
They regard their fathers of another age exactly as the nost

i nsular would regard the foreigners from another country.

They seem nental ly i ncapabl e of getting any further than

the statenent that our girls are shingled and short-skirted

while their silly old great-grandnothers wore ringlets and hoops.

That seens to satisfy all their appetite for satire; they are a
sinmple race, a little like savages. They are exactly like the sort

of cockney tripper who would roar with | aughter because French

sol diers wore red trousers and blue coats, while English soldiers

were dressed properly in blue trousers and red coats. | have not
altered ny lines of thought for people who think in this fashion

Wy should | ?

-/ -
THE USUAL ARTI CLE

THE Editor of an evening paper published recently what he
announced as, and even apol ogi zed for as "an unusual article.”

He anxi ously guarded hinself from expressing any opinion on the
dreadful and dangerous views which the unusual article set forth.
Needl ess to say, before | had read five lines of the unusual article,
| knew it was a satisfactory sanple of the usual article.

It was even a careful and correct copy of the usual article;

a sort of prize specinen, as if a thing could be unusually usual

| had read the article before, of course--thousands and thousands
of times (as it seens to nme)--and had always found it the sane;
but never before, sonmehow, had it seemed so exactly the sane.

There are things of which the world to-day is subconsciously very weary.
It does not always know what they are; for they comonly bear

| arge though faded | abel s, describing themas the New Movenent or

the Latest Discovery. For instance, nen are already as tired of the
Socialist State as if they had been living in it for a thousand years.
But there are sone things on which boredomis beconing acute.



It is now very near the surface; and nay suddenly wake up in the form
of suicide or nurder or tearing newspapers with the teeth.

So it is with this famliar product, the Usual Article. It is not only
too usual; it has beconme intolerably, insupportably, unbearably usual

It is appropriately described as "A Wnman's Cry to the Churches."

And | beg to announce that, though I amof a heavy and placid habit,
and have never been accused of any such feninine graces as hysteri a,
yet, if | have to read this article three nore tinmes, | shall scream
My screamwill be entitled, "A Man's Cry to the Newspapers."

I will repeat sonewhat hurriedly what the lady in question cried;

for the reader knows it already by heart. The nmessage of Chri st

was perfectly "sinple": that the cure of everything is Love;

but since He was killed (I do not quite know why) for making

this remark, great tenples have been put up to Hhmand horrid

peopl e called priests have given the world nothing but "stones,

amul ets, formulas, shibboleths.” They also "quarrel eternally anpong

t hemsel ves as to the placing of a button or the bending of a knee."

Al this gives no confort to the unhappy Christian, who apparently w shes
to be conforted only by being told that he has a duty to his nei ghbour
"How many nen in the tinme of their passing get confort out of the thought
of the Thirty-Nine Articles, Predestination, Transubstantiation

t he doctrine of eternal punishment, and the belief that Christ wll
return on the Seventh Day?" The itens nake a curious catal ogue;

and the last item| find especially nysterious. But | can only say that,
if Christ was the giver of the original and really conforting nessage
of love, | should have thought it did nake a difference whether He
returned on the Seventh Day. For the rest of that singular list,

| should probably find it necessary to distinguish. | certainly

never gai ned any deep and heartfelt consolation fromthe thought

of the Thirty-Nine Articles. | never heard of anybody in particular
who did. O the idea of Predestination there are broadly two views;
the Calvinist and the Catholic; and it would make a npst uncommon
difference to ny confort, if |I held the forner instead of the latter

It is the difference between believing that God knows, as a fact,

that | choose to go to the devil; and believing that God has

given nme to the devil, w thout nmy having any choice at all

As to Transubstantiation, it is less easy to talk currently about that;
but I would gently suggest that, to nost ordinary outsiders with any
conmon sense, there would be a considerable practical difference

bet ween Jehovah pervadi ng the universe and Jesus Christ com ng

into the room

But | touch rapidly and reluctantly on these exanples, because they
exenplify a much w der question of this intermnable way of talking.
It consists of talking as if the noral problemof nan were

perfectly sinple, as everyone knows it is not; and then depreciating
attenpts to solve it by quoting |ong technical words, and talking
about sensel ess cerenoni es wi thout enquiring about their sense.

In other words, it is exactly as if sonebody were to say about

the science of nedicine: "Al | ask is Health; what could be sinpler
than the beautiful gift of Health? Wy not be content to enjoy

for ever the glow of youth and the fresh enjoynment of being fit?

Why study dry and di smal sci ences of anatony and physi ol ogy;

why enquire about the whereabouts of obscure organs of the human body?
Wiy pedantically distinguish between what is |abelled a poison

and what is labelled an antidote, when it is so sinple to

enjoy Health? Wy worry with a m nute exactitude about the nunber

of drops of laudanumor the strength of a dose of chloral, when it

is so nice to be healthy? Away with your priestly apparatus of



st et hoscopes and clinical thernmoneters; with your ritualistic numery
of feeling pulses, putting out tongues, exam ning teeth, and the rest!
The god Escul apius cane on earth solely to informus that Life

is on the whole preferable to Death; and this thought will consol e
many dyi ng persons unattended by doctors."

In other words, the Usual Article, which is now some ten thousand

i ssues old, was always stuff and nonsense even when it was new

There may be, and there has been, pedantry in the medical profession.
There may be, and there has been, theology that was thin or dry or

wi t hout consolation for nen. But to talk as if it were possible for any
science to attack any problem without devel oping a technical |anguage,
and a net hod al ways mnet hodi cal and often minute, nerely means that

you are a fool and have never really attacked a problem at all

Quite apart fromthe theory of a Church, if Christ had renai ned

on earth for an indefinite tine, trying to induce nen to | ove

one another, He would have found it necessary to have sone tests,

some net hods, some way of dividing true |ove fromfalse |ove,

some way of distinguishing between tendencies that would ruin

| ove and tendencies that would restore it. You cannot make

a success of anything, even loving, entirely w thout thinking.

Al this is so obvious that it would seem unnecessary to repeat it;

and yet it is necessary to repeat it, because it is the flat
contradiction of it that is nowincessantly repeated. Its flatness
stretches around us like a vast w | derness on every side.

It is a character of the Usual Article that it alludes occasionally

to the New Religion; but always in a rather timd and renote fashion

It suggests that there will be a better and broader belief;

t hough it seldomtouches on the belief, but only on the broadness.
There is never in it by any chance anything resenbling even

the note of the true innovator. For the true innovator nust be

in sone sense a legislator. W may put it in a hostile fashion

by saying that the revol utionist always becones the tyrant.

W may put it in a friendly-fashion, by saying that the reforner nust
return to the idea of form But anybody really founding a new religion
even a false religion, nmust have a certain quality of responsibility.
He must nake hinself responsible for saying that sonme things shal

be forbidden and sone pernitted; that there shall be a certain

pl an or systemthat nust be defended fromdestruction. And all

the things in any way resenbling newreligions, to do themjustice,

do show this quality and suffer this disadvantage. Christian Science
is theoretically based on peace and al nost on the denial of struggle.
But for all that there has been not a little struggle in the councils
of that creed; and the relations of all the successors of Ms. Eddy
have by no neans been rel ations of peace. | do not say it as a taunt,
but rather as a tribute; | should say that these proceedings did

prove that the people involved were trying to found a real religion.

It is a conplinent to Christian Scientists to say that they al so had
their tests and their creeds, their anathemas and their exconmunications,
their encyclicals and their heresy-hunts. But it is a conplinent

to Christian Scientists which they can hardly use as an insult

to Christians. Conmunism even in its final formof Marxian materialism
had some of the qualities of a fresh and sincere faith. It had one of
themat least; that it did definitely expel nen for denying the creed
Bot h the Conmuni st and the Christian Scientist were under this

grave di sadvantage; that they did turn a faith into a fact.

There is such a thing as a Bol shevi st government and it governs, even if
it msgoverns. There are such things as Christian Science heal ers;
there probably is such a thing as Christian Science healing,



even if we do not fully admit that the healing is health.

There is a Church in active operation; and for that reason it exhibits
all the dogmas and differences charged agai nst the Church of Christ.
But the phil osophy expressed in the Usual Article avoids all these

di sadvant ages by never coming into the world of reality at all

Its god is afraid to be born; its scripture is afraid to be witten;

it only nanages to remain as the New Religion by always com ng
to-morrow and never to-day. It puffs itself out with spiritual pride,
because it does not inmpose what it cannot even invent. It shines

wi th Pharisaical self-satisfaction, because there are no crinmes
comritted for its creed and no creed to be the notive of its crinmes.
This sort of critic is a surgeon who never performs an unsuccessfu
operation because he never operates; a soldier who never falls because
he never fights. Anybody can talk for ever about a non-existent
religion which shall be free fromall the evils of existence.

Anybody can dream of that entirely hunmane and harnoni ous Christianity,
whose Christ is never born and never crucified. It is so easy to do,
that half a hundred people in the papers and the public discussions
have been doing nothing else for the last twenty or thirty years.

But it is every bit as futile as applied to a spiritual ideal as it
would be if applied to a scientific theory or a political progranme;
and | only mention it because | have just heard it for the hundredth tine;
and feel a faint hope that | may be nmentioning it for the last tine.

-/ -
VWHY | AM A CATHOLI C

A LEADI NG article in a daily paper was recently devoted

to the New Prayer Book; wi thout having anything very newto

say about it. For it nostly consisted in repeating for the

ni ne- hundr edt h- and- ni nety- ni ne-thousandth tine that what the ordinary
Engl i shman wants is a religion w thout dogma (whatever that may be),
and that the di sputes about Church matters were idle and barren

on both sides. Only, suddenly remenbering that this equalisation

of both sides might possibly involve sone slight concession or
consideration for our side, the witer hastily corrected hinself.

He proceeded to suggest that though it is wong to be dogmati c,

it is essential to be dognatically Protestant. He suggested that
the ordinary Englishman (that useful character) was quite convinced,
in spite of his aversion to all religious differences, that it was vita
toreligion to go on differing fromCatholicism He is convinced
(we were told) that "Britain is as Protestant as the sea is salt."
Gazing reverently at the profound Protestantismof M. Mchael Arlen
or M. Noel Coward, or the latest jazz dance in Mayfair, we m ght

be tenpted to ask: |If the salt lose its savour, wherew th shal

it be salted? But since we may rightly deduce fromthis passage
that Lord Beaverbrook and M. Janes Dougl as and M. Hannen Swaffer,
and all their following, are indeed stern and unbendi ng Protestants
(and as we know that Protestants are fanbus for the close and

passi onate study of the Scriptures, unhindered by Pope or priest),
we m ght even take the liberty of interpreting the saying in the
light of a less famliar text. |Is it possible that in conparing
Protestantismto the salt of the sea they were haunted with sone
faint nenory of another passage, in which the sane Authority

spoke of one single and sacred fountain that is of living water,
because it is of life-giving water, and really quenches the thirst
of men; while all other pools and puddl es are distinguished from

it by the fact that those who drink of themw Il thirst again

It is a thing that does occasionally happen to peopl e who prefer



to drink salt water.

This is perhaps a sonewhat provocative way of opening the statenent
of my strongest conviction; but | would respectfully plead that

the provocation cane fromthe Protestant. Wen Protestantismcalnmy
clains to rule all the souls in the tone of Britannia ruling al

the seas, it is pernmissible to retort that the very quintessence

of such salt can be found thickest in the stagnation of the Dead Sea.
But it is still nore permissible to retort that Protestantism

is claimng what no religion at this nonent can possibly claim

It is calmMy claining the allegiance of nmillions

of agnostics, atheists, hedonistic pagans, independent nystics,
psychic investigators, theists, theosophists, followers of Eastern
cults and jolly fellows living like the beasts that perish.

To pretend that all these are Protestants is considerably

to lower the prestige and significance of Protestantism

It is to nake it nerely negative; and salt is not negative.

Taking this as a text and test of the present problem

of religious choice, we find ourselves faced fromthe first

with a dilemm about the traditional religion of our fathers.
Protestantismas here named is either a negative or a positive thing.
If Protestantismis a positive thing, there is no doubt whatever
that it is dead. 1In so far as it really was a set of special spiritua
beliefs it is no | onger believed. The genuine Protestant creed

is now hardly held by anybody--1east of all by the Protestants.

So conpletely have they lost faith in it, that they have nostly
forgotten what it was. |f alnobst any nodern nan be asked whet her we
save our souls solely through our theol ogy, or whether doing good
(to the poor, for instance) will help us on the road to God,

he woul d answer wi thout hesitation that good works are probably

nore pleasing to God than theology. It would probably cone

as quite a surprise to himto learn that, for three hundred years,
the faith in faith alone was the badge of a Protestant, the faith

in good works the rather shaneful badge of a di sreputable Papist.
The ordinary Englishman (to bring in our old friend once nore)

woul d now be in no doubt whatever on the merits of the long quarre
bet ween Cat holicismand Calvinism And that was the nost inportant
and intellectual quarrel between Catholicismand Protestantism

If he believes in a God at all, or even if he does not, he would quite
certainly prefer a God who has nmade all nmen for joy, and desires
to save themall, to a God who deliberately nmade sone for involuntary

sin and immortal msery. But that was the quarrel; and it was the
Catholic who held the first and the Protestant who held the second.
The nodern man not only does not share, he does not even understand,
the unnatural aversion of the Puritans to all art and beauty
inrelation to religion. Yet that was the real Protestant protest;
and right into the Md-Victorian tine Protestant matrons

were shocked at a white gown, let alone a col oured vestnent.

On practically every essential count on which the Reformati on actually
put Rome in the dock, Rone has since been acquitted by the jury

of the whole world.

It Is perfectly true that we can find real wongs, provoking rebellion
in the Roman Church just before the Refornmation. Wat we cannot

find is one ot those real wongs that the Reformation reforned.

For instance, it was an abom nabl e abuse that the corruption of the
nonasteries sonetinmes pernitted a rich noble to play the patron and even
play at being the Abbot, or draw on the revenues supposed to bel ong

to a brotherhood of poverty and charity. But all that the Reformation



did was to allow the sanme rich noble to take over ALL the revenue,

to seize the whole house and turn it into a palace or a pig-sty,

and utterly stanp out the last |egend of the poor brotherhood.

The worst things in worldly Catholicismwere nade worse by Protestantism
But the best things renmai ned sonmehow through the era of corruption

nay, they survived even the era of reform They survive to-day in al
Catholic countries, not only in the colour and poetry and popularity

of religion, but in the deepest |essons of practical psychol ogy.

And so conpletely are they justified, after the judgment

of four centuries, that every one of themis now bei ng copi ed,

even by those who condemed it; only it is often caricatured.
Psycho-anal ysis is the Confessional wthout the safeguards

of the Confessional; Communismis the Franciscan novenment wi thout

t he noderating bal ance of the Church; and American sects, having how ed
for three centuries at the Popish theatricality and nmere appea

to the senses, now "brighten" their services by super-theatrical filns
and rays of rose-red light falling on the head of the mnister.

If we had a ray of light to throw about, we should not throwit

on the mnister.

Next, Protestantism may be a negative thing. [In other words,
it my be a new and totally different list of charges agai nst Rone;
and only in continuity because it is still against Rone.

That is very largely what it is; and that is presumably what

the DAILY EXPRESS really neant, when it said that our country

and our countrynmen are soaked in Protestantismas in salt.

In other words, the | egend that Rone is wong anyhow, is stil

a living thing, though all the features of the nonster are now
entirely altered in the caricature. Even this is an exaggeration

as applied to the England of to-day; but there is still a truth init.
Only the truth, when truly realised, can hardly be very satisfactory
to honest and genuine Protestants. For, after all, what sort

of atraditionis this, that tells a different story every day

or every decade, and is content so long as all the contradictory

tales are told against one man or one institution? Wat sort of holy
cause is it to inherit fromour ancestors, that we should go on

hati ng sonet hi ng and bei ng consistent only in hatred; being fickle

and false in everything el se, even in our reason for hating it?

Are we really to settle down seriously to nake up a new set of stories
agai nst the bulk of our fellow Christians? |s that Protestantism

and is that worth conparing to patriotismor the sea?

Anyhow, that was the situation | found nyself facing when

began to think of these things, the child of a purely Protestant
ancestry and, in the ordinary sense, of a Protestant househol d.

But as a fact ny fam |y, having becone Liberal, was no | onger Protestant.
| was brought up a sort of Universalist and Unitarian;

at the feet of that admirable nman, Stopford Brooke.

It was not Protestantismsave in a very negative sense.

Oten it was the flat contrary of Protestantism even in that sense
For instance, the Universalist did not believe in hell; and he was
enphatic in saying that heaven was a happy state of nind--"a tenper."”
But he had the sense to see that nost men do not live or die in a
state of mnd so happy that it will alone ensure them a heaven

If heaven is a tenper, it is certainly not a universal tenper;

and a good many people pass through this life in a devil of a tenper
If all these were to have heaven, solely through happiness,

it seemed clear that something nust happen to themfirst.

The Universalist therefore believed in a progress after death,

at once puni shnent and enlightennent. |In other words,



he believed in Purgatory; though he did not believe in Hell.

Ri ght or wong, he obviously and flatly contradicted the Protestant,
who believed in Hell but not in Purgatory. Protestantism through its
whol e history, had waged ceasel ess war on this one idea of Purgatory
or Progress beyond the grave. | have cone to see in the conplete

Cat holic view nmuch deeper truths on all three ideas; truths concerned
with will and creation and God's nost glorious |ove of l|iberty.

But even at the start, though I had no thought of Catholicism | could
not see why | should have any concern with Protestantism

whi ch had al ways said the very opposite of what a Liberal is now
expected to say.

I found, in plain words, that there was no | onger any

gquestion of clinging to the Protestant faith. It was sinmply

a question of whether | should cling to the Protestant feud

And to ny enornous astonishnent, | found a | arge nunber of ny fell ow
Li beral s eager to go on with the Protestant feud, though they no

| onger held the Protestant faith. | have no title to judge them

but to me, | confess, it seened like a rather ugly breach of honour

To find out that you have been sl andering sonebody about sonething,

to refuse to apol ogi se, and to make up another nore plausible story
against him so that you can carry on the spirit of the slander,

seemed to nme at the start a rather poor way of behaving.

I resolved at |east to consider the original slandered institution

on its own nerits and the first and nost obvi ous question was:

Wiy were Liberals so very illiberal about it? Wat was the neaning

of the feud, so constant and so inconsistent? That question took a |ong
time to answer and woul d now take much too long a tinme to record.

But it led ne at last to the only I ogical answer, which every fact

of life now confirns; that the thing is hated, as nothing else is hated,
sinmply because it is, in the exact sense of the popul ar phrase,

i ke nothing on earth.

There is barely space here to indicate this one thing out of the

t housand things that confirmthe sane fact and confirm each other

I would undertake to pick up any topic at random from pork

to pyrotechnics, and show that it illustrates the truth of the only
true phil osophy; so realistic is the remark that all roads |ead

to Rone. Qut of all these | have here only taken one fact;

that the thing is pursued age after age by an unreasonabl e hatred
that is perpetually changing its reason. Now of nearly all the dead
heresies it may be said that they are not only dead, but dammed;

that is, they are condemmed or woul d be condemmed by comon sense,
even outside the Church, when once the nbod and mania of themis passed.
Nobody now wants to revive the Divine Right of Kings which the first
Angl i cans advanced agai nst the Pope. Nobody now wants to revive

the Cal vi ni smwhich the first Puritans advanced agai nst the King.
Nobody now is sorry that the |conoclasts were prevented from smashing
all the statues of Italy. Nobody nowis sorry that the Jansenists
failed to destroy all the dranas of France. Nobody who knows
anyt hi ng about the Al bigensians regrets that they did not convert

the world to pessinismand perversion. Nobody who really understands
the logic of the Lollards (a nuch nore synpathetic set of people)
really wishes that they had succeeded in taking away all politica
rights and privileges fromeverybody who was not in a state of grace.
"Domi ni on founded on G ace" was a devout ideal, but considered

as a plan for disregarding an Irish policeman controlling the traffic
in Piccadilly, until we have di scovered whet her he has confessed
recently to his Irish priest, it is wanting in actuality.

In nine cases out of ten the Church sinply stood for sanity and socia



bal ance agai nst heretics who were sonetinmes very |ike lunatics.

Yet at each separate nonent the pressure of the prevalent error

was very strong; the exaggerated error of a whole generation

like the strength of the Manchester School in the 'fifties,

or of Fabian Socialismas a fashion in nmy own youth. A study

of the true historical cases commonly shows us the spirit of the age
goi ng wong, and the Catholics at least relatively going right.

It is a mnd surviving a hundred noods.

As | say, this is only one aspect; but it was the first that affected
ne and it leads on to others. Wen a hammer has hit the right

nail on the head a hundred tinmes, there conmes a tinme when we

think it was not altogether by accident. But these historica

proofs woul d be nothing wthout the human and personal proofs,

whi ch would need quite a different sort of description.

It is enough to say that those who know the Catholic practice find

it not only right, but always right when everything else is wong;
maki ng t he Confessional the very throne of candour where the world
out si de tal ks nonsense about it as a sort of conspiracy;

uphol ding hum ity when everybody is praising pride; charged with
sentinmental charity when the world is talking a brutal utilitarianism
charged with dogmatic harshness when the world is | oud and | oose

with vul gar sentinentalism-as it is to-day. At the place

where the roads nmeet there is no doubt of the convergence.

A man nay think all sorts of things, nost of them honest and nany of
themtrue, about the right way to turn in the maze at Hanpton Court.
But he does not think he is in the centre; he knows.

/-
WHAT DO THEY THI NK?

ALL science, even the divine science, is a subline detective story.
Only it is not set to detect why a nan is dead; but the darker

secret of why he is alive. The Catholic Church remains

in the best sense a nystery even to believers. It would be

foolish of themto conplain if it is a riddle to unbelievers.

But in a nore practical sense we nmay well ask a question. Wat do
they think it really is? Wat do they think we think it really is?
What do they think it is all about, or even supposed to be all about?
That probl em becones darker and darker for ne, the nore | stare at it.
It becomes black as midnight, for instance, when | stare at such

a sentence as | saw recently in TRUTH, a singularly intelligent

and often a highly valuable paper. It stated that Rone tol erates,

in her relation with the Russian Uniats, "strange heresies and even
bear ded and wedded cl ergy."

In that one extraordinary phrase, what fornl ess nonster begins

to take formin their visions? 1In those eight words it is not too
much to say that every termis startling in its inconsequence.

As sonebody tunbling down the stairs bunps upon every step

the witer comes a crash upon every word. The word "strange"

is strange enough. The word "heresy" is stranger. Perhaps at first
sight the word "bearded,” with its joyous rem ni scences of the gane
of Beaver, mmy appear the nost funny. "Wedded" is also funny.

Even the "and" between bearded and wedded is funny. But by far

the funni est and nost fantastic thing in all that fantastic sentence
is the word "even."

It is not everybody who can thus bestrew a page with com c conjunctions



and farcical particles of speech. Only a wild unreason, about the whole
way the thing hangs together, could thus make even the joints and

hi nges of that rickety statenent rattle and creak with | aughter.

We can hardly say of this version of the Roman Catholic faith that it

is a false version, or that it differs fromthe true version

or even that it differs fromour version. Wat is the version

and how can it be even their version? There is in the world,

they would tell us, a powerful and persecuting superstition

i ntoxicated with the inpious idea of having a nonopoly of

divine truth, and therefore cruelly crushing and exterm nating

everything else as error. It burns thinkers for thinking,
di scoverers for discovering, philosophers and theol ogi ans who differ
by a hair's breadth fromits dogmas; it will tolerate no tiny

change or shadow of variety even anong its friends and foll owers

it sweeps the whole world with one encyclical cyclone of uniformty;
it woul d destroy nations and enpires for a word, so wedded

isit toits fixed idea that its own word is the Wrd of Cod.

VWhen it is thus sweeping the world, it comes to a renote and rather
bar bar ous regi on sonewhere on the borders of Russia; where it

stops suddenly; smiles broadly; and tells the people there that they
can have the strangest heresies they like. Strange heresies,

by the standard of strangeness likely to exist in an experience

so long as that of the Roman Church, may well be very strange indeed.
The Church is no stranger to heresies that involved human sacrifice,
or the worship of denons, or the practice of perversions.

We m ght well suppose, therefore, that the Church says benevolently
to these fortunate Slavs, "By all neans worshi p Baphomet and Beel zebub
say the Lord's Prayer backwards; continue to drink the bl ood

of infants--nay, even," and here her voice falters, till she

rallies with an effort of generous resolution, "--yes, even, if you
really must, grow a beard." And then, | suppose, we nust cal

up yet darker and nore dreadful visions, of the heretic hiding
hinself in secret places, in caverns of witchcraft or sealed

gardens of black nmagic, while the bl asphenous beard is grown.

Nobody expl ai ns why these particul ar Eastern Europeans shoul d

be regarded with so nmuch favour, or why a nunber of |ong

hairs on the chin should be regarded with so much di sfavour.

It is presumably a problemon which this intolerant spiritua

tyranny will suffer no question to be asked.

Does the reader realise the despair that falls upon the hapless Catholic
journalist at such noments; or howwld a prayer he may well send up

for the intercession of St. Francis of Sales? Wat is he to say;

or at what end of that sentence is he to begin? Wat is the good of

his | aboriously beginning to explain that a narried clergy is a natter
of discipline and not doctrine, that it can therefore be all owed

locally without heresy--when all the time the man thinks a beard

as inportant as a wife and nore inportant than a fal se religion?

What is the sense of explaining to himthe peculiar historica
circunstances that have |led to preserving sonme |ocal habits

in Kiev or Warsaw, when the nan at any nonent may receive a norta

shock by seeing a bearded Franci scan wal ki ng t hrough W nbl edon or

WAl ham Green? What we want to get at is the mnd of the man who can think
so absurdly about us as to suppose we could have a horror of heresy,

and then a weakness for heresy, and then a greater horror of hair.

To what does he attribute all the inconsistent nonsense and i nconsequent
bat hos that he associates with us? Does he think we are all joking;

or all dreamng; or all out of our mnds; or what does he think?

Until we have got at that, we have really got very little further



The notion that he nerely thinks the Church is all nonsense is not very
consistent with the way in which he tal ks about her in other aspects;
as when he says she has always resisted such and such changes,

whi ch he perhaps approves; or that she can be counted on as an

i nfl uence for such and such principles, which he perhaps dislikes;

or that she is forbidden to accept this doctrine or comitted to
defending that. But what he can possibly suppose to be the principle
upon whi ch she accepts or rejects doctrines | never can imagine.

And the nmore we really cone in contact with the puzzle, the nore we
shall feel, | think, sonething quite unique and even creepy about it.

It islike the old fable of the five blind nmen who tried to explore

an el ephant; a fable that used to be told as a sort of farce;

but which I can well inagine being told by Maeterlinck or some

nodern nystic so as to make the flesh creep with nysteries.

The thing is at once so obvious and so invisible; so public and

so i npal pable; so universal and so secret. They say so nuch about it;
and they say so little. They see so much of it; and they see so little.
There is a sort of colossal contradiction, such as can only be

concei ved between different di nensions or different planes of thought,
in the coexistence of such famliar fact and such utterly unknown truth.
I ndeed, there is only one conbination of words |I know of,

whi ch ever did exactly express so huge a human and historical paradox;
and they also are fanmiliar and unfathonmable: "The |light shone

in the darkness and the darkness conprehended it not."

Sone part of the difficulty is doubtless due to the odd way in which so
many people are at once preoccupied with it and prejudi ced against it.
It is queer to observe so nmuch ignorance with so little indifference.
They | ove tal king about it and they hate hearing about it. It would
seemthat they especially hate asking about it. |If, for instance,

a man contributing to TRUTH, in the m ddl e of educated London

really were a little puzzled by Rome maki ng an exception of the Uniats,
and were perhaps especially puzzled by an exception to the celibacy

of the clergy (I omt his dark and inscrutabl e broodings on the

subj ect of Beavers) might it not have occurred to himto go and ask
sonme Catholic priest, or for that matter, sone Catholic |aynman,

and thus gain sone sort of rough idea of the relative inportance
attached in our systemto celibacy and heresy and hair on the face?
Coul d he not have gained a glinpse of the usual order or hierarchy

of these ideas, which would have prevented himfromwiting

t he staggering word "and" or the stunning word "even"?

But | aminclined to suspect that even this om ssion, negative as

it my seem has in it sonething deeper than mere negligence.

| fancy that there is nore than neets the eye in this curious
controversial attitude; the desire to ask rhetorical questions

and not to ask real questions; the wish to heckle and not to hear

It may well be connected with nmore nystical aspects of the whol e question
on which | amcertainly not going to speculate, since | they are
admttedly the nost subtle problens of the trained theol ogi an

all those questions about the will to believe and the operations

of grace; and the fact that sonething nore than reason is needed

to bring any of us into the nost reasonable of all phil osophies.

But apart fromthese nysteries, | think there is another reason
that is human and historical. The thing that causes Catholic
phi |l osophy to be neglected is the very thing that really makes
it inmpossible to neglect. It is the fact that it was something

left for dead; and now rather incredibly come to life.
An ordinary man woul d not mnd very nuch whether he knew the exact
ritual with which Roman augurs exami ned the entrails of beasts or



wat ched the novements of birds; because he is certain that the world
will not go back to that Roman religion. The world was once al nost
as certain that it would not go back to this other Roman religion

A man woul d not be very nuch ashamed of having put the metals in

the wong order in the imaginary fornula of an al chem st, described in
a historical romance; because he is convinced that al chenists can
only return in romance and can never return in history. There was
atine when he felt quite as safe about abbots as about al chemi sts.
That tinme has already passed. That nere confident contenpt, as

have said, has already been succeeded by a rather restless curiosity.
But nental habits overlap; and the dead nonentum of the old disregard
of facts goes along side by side with a new novernent of anxiety

about possibilities. They would not be so ignorant about it

if they had not decided that it was dead. They would not be so
irritated about it if they had not discovered that it was alive.

For ignorance accumul ates |i ke know edge; and these new y aroused
critics are the inheritors of the accruing interest of four hundred
years of an ignorance that becane an indifference. At this nonment
they are no longer indifferent; but they are still ignorant.

They have been awakened suddenly in the watches of the night,

and what they see they can neither deny nor understand.

For they see one that was dead wal ki ng; and the bl aze of that

living death blasts or obliterates all the older details of life;

and all the fables they have believed and all the facts they have
forgotten are alike swallowed up in the miracle they can neither
bel i eve nor forget.

/-
THE MASK OF THE AGNCSTI C

SIR ARTHUR KEI TH, in his recent remarks on the soul, let the cat out
of the bag. He let it out of that very primand proper professiona
bag which is carried by the "nedical man" whom he descri bed

as conscientiously conpelled to assert that the life of the sou
ceases with the breath of the body. Perhaps the figure which fits
in so wll with the bag is less fortunate in the case of the cat;

a nystic animal, whose nine lives mght rather be supposed

to represent imortality, at least in the formof reincarnation

But anyhow, he let the cat out of the bag; in the sense of

reveal ing a secret which such wise men woul d be wi ser to keep

It is the secret that such scientists do not speak as scientists,
but sinmply as materialists. That is, they do not give their conclusions,
but sinmply their opinions; and a very shaky sort of opinions sone

of them are.

Not long ago, in his famous address on Anthropoids to the Congress
at Leeds, Sir Arthur Keith said that he spoke sinply as the foreman
of ajury. It is true that he had not apparently consulted the jury;
and it was rapidly made clear that the jury violently disagreed;
which is unusual in a jury after the foreman has delivered

the verdict. Still, in using this imge he meant to claim

conplete inpartiality of a judicial sort. He neant that a juryman
is bound by oath to go entirely by the facts and the evi dence,

wi t hout fear or favour. And this effect would be a hundred tines
nore effective if we were left free to imagine that the juryman's
personal synpathies might be on the other side; or at |east,

if we did not know that they were very keenly on the one side.

Sir Arthur should have been careful to preserve the inpression that,
speaking strictly and solely as an anthropol ogi st, he was forced



to accept the natural selection of anthropoids. He should then

have left it to be inferred that, nmerely as a private person

he mi ght be yearning for seraphic visions and cel estial hopes;

he mi ght be searching the Scriptures or awaiting the Apocal ypse.

For all it was any business of ours, or any business of anybody's,

he mght be in private life a Mornon nmultiplying the stars in his
heavenly crown or a Holy Roller continually convul sed by the Holy Ghost.
The point was that the facts forced the Darw ni an concl usi on upon hi m
And a nman of that sort, being forced to accept them would be a rea
wi t ness because a reluctant witness. |In the trial of Darwin the man
mght feel for the plaintiff, but the juryman woul d be forced

to find for the defendant.

And now Sir Arthur Keith has thrown the whole of that inperia
inmpartiality away. He has gone out of his way to dognatise and | ay
down the | aw about the soul; which has nothing to do with his subject,
except in so far as it is everybody's subject. But while it does not
relate to what is his subject, it has told everybody which is his side.
It has turned the foreman of the jury into a very unni stakabl e
advocate for that side. |Indeed, such a partisan is nore like a

party to the suit than an advocate; since it is the whol e point

that as a private person he has long had the private prejudice.
Henceforth it is obvious that Keith deciding for Darwin is sinply

i ke Bradl augh deciding for Darwin, or Ingersoll deciding for Darw n,
or any atheist on a stool in Hyde Park deciding for Darw n.

When THEY choose the side of natural selection, we can all agree

that it is a very natural selection

As to the conclusion itself, it seens al nost incredibly inconclusive.
Unless Sir Arthur Keith is very badly msreported, he specially

stated that spiritual existence ceases with the physical functions;

and that no medical man coul d conscientiously say anything el se.
However grave be the injury called death (which indeed is often fatal),
this strikes me as a case in which it is quite unnecessary to cal

in anedical man at all. There is always a certain irony,

even in the sinple pages of ny favourite detective stories,

in the fact that everybody rushes for a doctor as soon as they are quite
certain that a man is dead. But in the detective story there may at

| east be sonething to be learnt by the doctor fromthe dead body.

In the doctrinal speculation there is nothing whatever; and it does

but confuse the eternal detective story for the doctor of nedicine

to pretend to be a doctor of divinity. The truth is that all this

busi ness about "a medical man" is mere bluff and nystagogy.

The nedical man "sees" that the mind has ceased with the body.

What the nedical nan sees is that the body can no | onger kick

tal k, sneeze, whistle or dance a jig. And a nan does not need

to be very medical in order to see that. But whether the principle
of energy, that once nade it kick, talk, sneeze, whistle and dance,
does or does not still exist on sone other plane of existence--

a nedi cal man knows no nore about that than any other man

And when nedical nen were clear-headed, sone of them (like an ex-surgeon
nanmed Thomas Henry Huxl ey) said they did not believe that nedical nen or
any nen coul d know anything about it. That is an intelligible position
but it does not seemto be Sir Arthur Keith's position. He has been

put up publicly to DENY that the soul survives the body; and to nake
the extraordinary remark that any nedical nman must say the sane

It is as if we were to say that any conpetent builder or surveyor

must deny the possibility of the Fourth Di nension; because he has

| earnt the technical secret that a building is neasured by |ength,
breadth and height. The obvious query is--Wiy bring in a surveyor?



Everybody knows that everything is in fact measured by three di nensions.
Anybody who thinks there is a fourth dinension thinks so in spite
of being well aware that things are generally neasured by three.
O it is as if a man were to answer a Berkel ei an net aphysi ci an,
who holds all matter to be an illusion of nind, by saying,

"I can call the evidence of an intelligent navvy who actually

has to deal with solid concrete and cast iron; and he will tell
you they are quite real." W should naturally answer that we

do not need a navvy to tell us that solid things are solid;

and it is quite in another sense that the phil osopher says they
are not solid. Simlarly, there is nothing to nake a nedical nan
a materialist, except what night nmake any man a materialist.

And it is when a nan has absorbed all that obvious materialism
that he begins to use his mnd. And, as sone hold, does not stop

This very unphilosophical irruption into phil osophy was, however,

in one way enlightening. It threw a |ight backwards on the speaker's
previ ous proclamation on things on which he has nmore right to speak
Even in those things he betrayed a curious sinplicity comon anong
such official scientists. The truth is that they becone steadily

| ess scientific and nore official. They devel op that thin disguise
that is the daily wear of politicians. They perform before us

the nost artful tricks with the npst artless transparency.

It is like watching a child trying to hide sonething. They are
perpetually trying to bluff us with big words and | earned al |l usi ons;
on the assunption that we have never |earnt anything--even of their
own funny little ways. Every leader-witer who thunders "Galil eo"
at us assunes that we know even | ess about Galileo than he does.
Every preacher of popul ar science who throws a I ong word at us

t hi nks we shall have to ook it up in the dictionary and hopes

we shall not study it seriously even in the encycl opaedi a.

Their use of science is rather like the use made of it by the heroes
of certain adventure stories, in which the white nen terrify

t he savages by predicting an eclipse or producing an electric shock.
These are in a sense true denonstrations of science.

They are in a sense right in saying that they are scientists.

VWere they are perhaps wwong is in supposing that we are savages.

But it is rather amusing for us who watch the preparations for giving
us an el ectric shock, when we are seriously expected to be shocked

by the shock. It is rather a joke when we, the beni ghted savages,
are ourselves not only quite capable of predicting the eclipse,

but capabl e of predicting the prediction. Now, anmong these facts
that have been familiar to us for along tinme is the fact that nen

of science stage and prepare their effects exactly as politicians do.
They al so do it rather badly--exactly as politicians do.

Nei t her of these two nodern nystagogues has yet realised how transparent
his tricks have become. One of the nost familiar and transparent

of themis what is known as the "official contradiction."

It is a strange synbolic way of declaring that sonething has

happened by denying that it has happened. So whitewashing reports
are published after political scandals as regularly as bl uebooks.

So the Right Honourable Gentleman hopes it is not necessary for him
to contradict what he feels sure the Honourable Menber coul d

not have intended to insinuate. So a Cabinet Mnister is put up

to deny froma platformthat there is any change in the Governnent's
pol i cy about Damascus. And so Sir Arthur Keith is put up to deny
that there is any change in the scientific attitude about Darw n.

And when we hear that, we all give a sort of sigh of satisfaction



for we all know exactly what that neans. It neans nore or |ess

the opposite of what it says. It neans that there has been a devi
of a row about Damascus inside the Party, or, in other words,

that there is beginning to be a devil of a scandal about discredited
Darwi ni ans inside the scientific world. The curious thing

is that in the latter case the officials are not only sol em

in uttering the official contradiction, but nuch nore sinple

i n supposing that nobody will realize that it is official

In the case of the simlar legal fiction in politics, the politicians
by this time not only know the truth, but often know that we know
the truth. Everybody knows by this tinme, by the gossip that is
repeat ed everywhere, exactly what is nmeant by the absol ute agreenent
on everything which binds the Prime Mnister and all his coll eagues.
The Prime M nister does not really expect us to believe that he is
the holy and bel oved king of a brotherhood of knights sworn to a
faith and giving their hearts to himalone. But Sir Arthur Keith
does really expect us to believe that he is the foreman of a jury
containing all the different nen of science, all absolutely agreed
that Darwin's particular opinion was "eternal." That is what | nean
by chil dish conceal nent; and the artless or transparent trick

That is why | say that they do not even know how nuch we know.

For the politician is | ess ponmpously absurd than the anthropol ogi st,
even if we test it by what they both call Progress; which is

nostly only another word for Tine. W all know the official

optim smwhi ch al ways defends the present governnent.

But this is like an official defence of all the past governments.

If a man were to say that the politics of Pal nerston were eternal

we should think hima little out of date. Yet Darwin was prom nent

at about the sane date as Palnerston; and is quite equally dated.

If M. Lloyd George were to get up and say that the great Liberal Party
had not receded from one single position taken up by Gobden and Bri ght,
the only true Tribunes of the People, we should reluctantly concl ude
(if such a thing be conceivable) that he was tal king party

claptrap to people ignorant of the history of the party.

If a social reforner were to affirmsolemmly that all social philosophy
was still proceeding strictly on the principles of Herbert Spencer

we should know it was doing nothing of the sort, and that only

an absolutely fossilized official could pretend that it was.

Yet Darwi n and Spencer were not only contenporaries but conrades

and allies; and the Darw ni an bi ol ogy and the Spencerian

soci ol ogy were regarded as parts of the sane novenent,

whi ch our grandfathers regarded as a very nodern novenent.

Even considered a priori as a matter of probability it therefore

seens rather unlikely that the science of that generation was any

nore infallible than its ethics and politics. Even on the principles
Sir Arthur professes, it seems very queer that there should now

be no nore to be said about Darw ni smthan he said about it.

But we do not need to appeal to those principles or those probabilities.
We can appeal to the facts. As it happens, we do know sonet hi ng

about the facts; and Sir Arthur Keith does not seemto know

t hat we know.

It was in a Catholic paper that certain statements were nade about
Darw ni smtoday; statenents which Sir Arthur Keith hinsel f went

out of his way to contradict; and about which Sir Arthur Keith

hi nsel f was proved sensationally and di sastrously w ong.

Probably the story is now known to all readers of that paper; but it
wi || possibly never cone to the know edge of npbst other journalists,
and it certainly will not be recorded in nost of the other papers.



Touching this cosmic controversy, nost of the other papers are
enphatically party papers; and they support the party |eader when

he publishes the official contradiction. They will not let the public
know how triunphantly his other contradiction was contradicted.

Wen M. Belloc stated that these Darw ni ans were out of date and ignorant
of recent biology, he quoted anbng a great nmany other recent authorities
the French biologist Vialleton as denying the possibility of natura
selection in a particular case connected with reptiles and birds.

Sir Arthur Keith, coming to the rescue of M. H G Wlls, and eager

to prove that he and M. Wlls were not out of date or ignorant

of recent biology, proceeded to contradict M. Belloc flatly.

He said that there was no such statenent in Vialleton's book

in other words, he accused M. Bell oc of having m squoted or

m srepresented Vialleton's book. It then appeared, to the amazenent

of everybody, and especially of M. Belloc, that Sir Arthur Keith did
not even know of the existence of the book. He was referring only

to an early and elementary work by the sanme aut hor published |ong ago
That was the | ast he had ever read of Vialleton. The inportant book

of which even |, a nere unscientific man in the street,

had heard at |east sonething, had never cone to his ears at all

In short, the general charge, that Darw nians are out of date

in their information, was proved about as conpletely as anything
controversial can ever be proved in this world.

Now, when a thing like that has happened, above all when it

has happened to us, in the pages of a paper in which | wite,

in the experience of one of ny own friends, how can it be expected
that people in our position should take seriously the speech

at the opening of the British Association at Leeds? How can we
keep a straight face when the President strikes an attitude as if
pointing to the stars and declaring Darwi ni smequally eternal ?
That sort of thing is not neant for us; but for the reporters;
just as the true story of Wells and Belloc is generally kept out
of the reports.

/-
THE EARLY BIRD I N H STORY

ST. JOAN OF ARC, a star and a thunderbolt, strange as a neteoric
stone whose very solidity is not of this earth, nmay be conpared

al so to a di anond anpbng pebbl es; the one white stone of history.

Li ke a dianmond, she is clear but not sinple, as some count sinplicity;
but having nany facets or aspects. There is one aspect of the

di scussion on St. Joan which | have never seen specially noted,

and it seens to be worth a note. It concerns that common and current
charge against the Catholic Church that she is, as the phrase goes,

al ways behind the tines.

When | becane a Catholic, | was quite prepared to find that in many
respects she really was behind the tinmes. | was very tolerant

of the idea of being behind the times, having had | ong opportunities

of studying the perfectly ghastly people who were abreast of the tines;

or the still nore pestilent people who were in advance of the tines.
| was prepared to find Catholicismrather Conservative, and in that
sense slow, and so, of course, in sonme aspects it is. | knew that

being in the novenent generally meant only being in the fashion
I knew that fashions had an extraordi nary way of being first
omi present and oppressive and then suddenly bl ank and forgotten



I knew how publicity seens fixed |like a spotlight and vani shes

like a lightning-flash. | had seen the whol e public inmagination
filled with a succession of Krugers and Kaisers, who were to be
hanged next week and about whom nobody cared a hang next nonth.

| have lived through an overwhelmng illusion that there was nobody
in the world except General Gordon or Captain Dreyfus or the el ephant
Junbo at the Zoo. |If there is sonmething in the world that takes

no notice of these world-changes, | confess to finding a certain
confort inits indifference. | think it was just as well, fromevery
poi nt of view, that the ecclesiastical authorities delayed a decision
about Darwi ni smor even Evolution; and declined altogether to be
excited in that universal excitenent. There were many, even anong

t he synpathetic, who seenmed to think that Catholics ought to put up
an altar to the Mssing Link, as Pagans did to the Unknown Cod.

But Catholics prefer to wait until they know what they are doing;

and would prefer to learn a little nore about a thing besides

the fact that nobody can find it. And of course it is true that

in sone matters, judged by the feverish pace of recent fashion

t he Church has al ways been slow as well as sure. But there is

anot her side of the truth, and one which is nore comonly m ssed.

As it happens, both sides are strikingly illustrated in the story

of the status of St. Joan.

If we go back to the very beginning of a story, we very often find
that the Church did actually do sonething which her foes ignored
and even her friends forgot. Then other social tendencies set in,
ot her questions occupied the world, the tides of time and change
passed over the whol e business; and when that business came again
to the surface, the world had the inpression that the Church was
dealing with it after a very long delay. But the world itself

had never dealt with it at all. The world, as a natter of fact,
had never woken up to the fact at all, until it woke up with a start
and began to abuse the Church for not having woken up before.
During all those long intervening ages, the world had really

been nmuch nore asl eep than the Church. The Church, a very |ong
time ago, had done sonething; and the world had done not hi ng.

The case of St. Joan of Arc is one curious exanple.

The Canoni sation of St. Joan cane very slowy and very late.

But the Rehabilitation of St. Joan came very pronptly and very early.
It is a very exceptional exanple of rapid reparation for a judicial
crime or a miscarriage of justice. There have been any number of these
judicial crimes in history. There have been any nunber of heroes

and martyrs whom hi story regards as having suffered for their virtues.
It has al nbst passed into a popul ar proverb, especially in

nodern tines; as in the words of the Anerican popul ar poet:

"Right for ever on the scaffold, wong for ever on the throne."

But | can hardly renenber another exanple of the throne paying so pronpt
a salute to the scaffold. The condemation of St. Joan was reversed
by the Pope in the lifetine of her contenporaries, at the appea

of her brothers; about as soon as anybody coul d have expected anything
of the sort to be reversed. | do not know if the Athenian Republic
did as nuch for Socrates or the Florentine for Savonarol a;

but | ampretty certain that nobody could have got the Carthagi ni ans
to apol ogi se thus to Regulus or the Antiochi to Maccabaeus.

The only really fair way of considering the fashionable subject

of the crines of Christendomwould be to conpare themw th the crines
of heathenism and the normal human practice of the Pagan world.

And while it may be a weakness of human beings, of every age

and creed, to stone the prophets and then build their sepul chres,



it isreally very seldomthat the sepulchre is built even as

qui ckly as that. When those who build the sepulchre are really
and truly the representatives or inheritors of those who threw
the stones, it does not generally happen for hundreds of years.

To take the parallel passions of the secular side of the Mddle Ages,
we shoul d be considerably surprised to | earn that when the head

of WIliamWallace had been stuck on a spike by Edward the First,
his remains had been respectfully interred and his character
cleared by Edward the Third. W should be considerably surprised
if the courts of Queen Elizabeth had gone out of their way to
repudi ate and quash the case agai nst Thonmas Mdre. It is generally
| ong afterwards, when the actual ambitions and rivalries are dead,
when the feuds and famly interests have | ong been forgotten,

that a rather sentinmental though sincere tenderness is shown

to the dead eneny. In the nineteenth century the English

do nake a romance about Wallace and a statue of Washi ngton

In the nineteenth and twentieth centuries the English do produce

a fine enthusiasmand a nunmber of excellent books about St. Joan
And | for one hope to see the day when this measure of magnaninity
shall be filled up where it has been npbst wanting; and sone such
paynment nade for the deepest debt of all. | should like to see

t he day when the English put up a statue of Enmmett beside the statue
of Washington; and | wish that in the Centenary of Enanci pation
there were likely to be as much fuss in London about the figure

of Daniel O Connell as there was about that of Abraham Lincol n.

But | mean the comment here in a rather |arger sense; and in a |arger
sense it is an even stronger case. | nean that if we take the tale

of St. Joan as a test, the really remarkable thing is not so nuch

t he sl owness of the Church to appreciate her, as the slowness of
everybody el se. The world, especially the wisest nen of the world,
were extraordinarily late in realising what a remarkabl e thing

had happened; very nuch later than the rather rigid religious officials
of the fifteenth century. That rigidity of fifteenth century religion
was very soon broken up, partly by good and partly by bad forces.
Conparatively soon after St. Joan's ashes were thrown into the Seine,
quite soon after the Rehabilitation, the Renai ssance had really begun.
Very soon after that the Reformati on had begun. The Renai ssance
produced a nunber of large and liberal views on all sorts of things.
The Reformation produced nunberl ess narrow vi ews, divided anong

all sorts of sects. But at |east there were plenty of differences
and varied points of view, nmany of them now | oosened from anyt hi ng
that may have been restrictive in the nedi eval discipline.

Human reason and i magi nation, left to thenselves, mght at

| east have nmade as nuch of Jeanne d' Arc as of John Huss.

As a fact, human reason and i magi nation, left to thensel ves,

made extraordinarily little of her. Humani smand Hunanitariani sm and,
in a general sense, Humanity, did not really rehabilitate Joan

until about five hundred years after the Church had done so

The history of what great nen have said about this great wonman is

a very dismal tale. The greatest man of all, Shakespeare, has an
unfortunate pre-em nence by his insular insults in HENRY THE S| XTH

But the thing went on |ong after Shakespeare; and was far worse in people
who had far | ess excuse than Shakespeare. Voltaire was a Frenchnan;

he was a great Frenchman; he professed an admiration for many

French heroes; he certainly professed to be a reformer and a friend

of freedom he nost certainly might have seized on any nedi aeva

m scarriage of justice that night be turned to anti-clerical account.

What Voltaire wote about St. Joan it will be nost decent



to pass over in silence. But it is the sane all along the line;

it is the sane far later in rationalistic history than Voltaire.

Byron had with all his faults a sensibility to the splendid and heroic,
especially in the matter of nations struggling to be free.

He was far less insular than any other English poet; he had far

nore conprehensi on of France and of the Continent; and he is

still conprehended and adnired there. He called St. Joan of Arc

a fanatical strunpet. That was the general tone of hunman culture,

of history as taught and tal ked in the age of reason.

M. Belloc has noted that, so strong was this secul ar social pressure,
that even a Catholic, when he wi shed to be noderate, |ike Lingard,

was nmore or |ess sceptical, not indeed of the norality, but certainly
of the mraculous mssion of St. Joan. It is true that Schiller

was synpat hetic, though sentinmental --and therefore out of touch

But it was not till nearly the end of the nineteenth century,

not fully until the beginning of the twentieth century,

that ordi nary men of genius awoke to the recognition of one of

t he nost wonderful wonen of genius in the history of the world.

One of the first really popular attenpts at a rationali st
rehabilitation came, of all people in the world, from Mark Twai n.

His notion of the Mddle Ages was as provincial as the Yankee at the Court
of King Arthur; but it is to the credit of this rather crude genius,

of the late culture of a new country, that he did catch the flane from
the pyre of Rouen, which so many cultivated sceptics had found col d.
Then cane a patronising panphlet by Anatole France; which | for one
think rather nore insulting than the ribald verse of Voltaire.

Then cane the |last great attenpt; wong in nmany ways in its contention
but conspi cuously spirited and sincere--the play of St. Joan

On the whol e, nobody can say that humani sts and rationalists have

been very early in the field. This heroine had to wait about five
centuries for Bernard Shaw.

Now, in that conparison, nobody can say that the Church

cones off very badly in conparison with the world.

The truth is that the ecclesiastical apology to the martyr cane
so early that everybody had forgotten all about it, |long before
the rest of the world began to consider the question at all

And though |I have taken here the particular case of St. Joan

of Arc, | believe that sonething of the same sort could be traced
through a great many other affairs in human history.

It is true of those who gave the Jesuits a bad nanme and hanged them
and the hangi ng was not always metaphorical. The sinplified version
of it is to say that the Jesuits, especially in their capacity

of Casuists, suffered alnopst entirely from being two hundred

years before their tinme. They tried to start in a cautious way

what is now surging up on every side of us in a chaotic way;

all that is inplied in talking about problem novels and probl em pl ays.
In other words, they recognised that there really are probl ens

in nmoral conduct; not problens about whether the noral |aw should

be obeyed, but problenms about how in a particular case the noral

law really applies. But they were not renenbered as pioneers

who had begun to ask the questions of |bsen and Hardy and Shaw

They were renenbered only as wi cked conspirators who had not al ways
believed in the Divine R ght of Kings. They pioneered early

enough to be execrated by an earlier generation; but too early

to be thanked by a |later generation. Protestants have eagerly
supported Pascal against them without taking the trouble to discover
that any nunber of the things that Pascal denounced are things

that any nodern nman woul d defend. For instance, Pascal bl aned



the infanous Jesuits for saying that a girl might in sonme conditions
marry agai nst the wi sh of her parents. The Jesuits would have

had all nodern novels, let al one problemnovels, on their side.

But they were too early in the field to have anybody on their side.
Moreover, they wi shed to fit these exceptions into the noral rule;
the Moderns who did it two centuries |ater have produced no rul e,

but a welter of exceptions.

Here, again, is yet another exanple that occurs to ne at the nonent.
Many have given |long histories of the |aborious slowness with which
the idea of justice to the aborigines, to Red Indians or such races,
has advanced step by step with the progress of nbdern humanitarian ideas.
In such a history Penn, the great Quaker, appears like a prinmeva
founder and father of the republic; and he was undoubtedly very early
inthe field--in the Puritan field. But Las Casas, the Apostle

of the Indians, actually sailed in a ship with Christopher Col unbus.

It would be difficult to be earlier in the Anerican field than that.
He spent his life pleading for the rights of the savages; but he did
it at a time when nobody in the north would listen to such a story
about a saint of Spain. |In this and in many other exanples, | believe
that the real history of the Catholic pioneer has been the sang;

to be first and to be forgotten.

/-
PROTESTANTI SM A PROBLEM NOVEL

I HAVE been looking at the little book on Protestanti smwhich

Dean Inge has contributed to the sixpenny series of Sir Ernest Benn;
and though | suppose it has already been adequately criticised, it my
be well to jot down a few notes on it before it is entirely forgotten
The book, which is called "Protestantism" obviously ought to be
called "Catholicism" Wat the Dean has to say about any rea

thing recogni sable as Protestantismis extraordinarily patchy,
contradictory and inconclusive. 1t is only what he has to say about
Catholicismthat is clear, consistent and to the point. It is warned
and qui ckened by the human and hearty notive of hatred; and it makes
everything else in the book look timd and tortuous by conparison

I am not going to annotate the work consi dered as history.

There are some curious, if not conscious, falsifications of fact,
especially in the formof suppressions of fact. He begins by
interpreting Protestantismas a nmere "inwardness and sincerity"

in religion; which none of the Protestant reforners would have adnitted
to be Protestantism and which any nunber of Catholic reforners have
nmade the very heart and soul of their reforns inside Catholicism

It mght be suggested that self-exam nation is now nore often

urged and practised anmong Cat holics than anmong Protestants.

But whet her or no the chanpions of sincerity exami ne thensel ves,

they might well examine their statenents. Sone of the statenments
here m ght especially be the subject of second thoughts.

It isreally a startling suppression and falsification to say that
Henry the Eighth had only a few household troops; so that his people
nmust have favoured his policy, or they would have risen against it.

It seens enough to reply that they did rise against it.

And BECAUSE Henry had only a few househol d troops, he brought in bands
of ferocious nercenaries fromabroad to put down the religious

revolt of his own people. It is an effort of charity to concede

even conpl ete candour to the story-teller, who can actually use

such an argunent, and then keep silent upon such a sequel

O again, it is outrageously msleading to suggest that the Catholic



victims of Tudor and other tyranny were justly executed as traitors

and not as martyrs to a religion. Every persecutor alleges social and
secul ar necessity; so did Cai aphas and Annas; so did Nero and Diocletian;
fromthe first the Christians were suppressed as enenies of the Enpire;
to the last the heretics were handed over to the secular arm

with secular justifications. But when, in point of plain fact,

a nman can be hanged, drawn and quartered nmerely for saying Mass,

or sonetimes for hel ping sonebody who has said Mass, it is sinply
ravi ng nonsense to say that a religion is not being persecuted.

To nmention only one of many minor falsifications of this kind,

it is quite true to say that MIton was in many ways nore of a Humani st
than a Puritan; but it is quite false to suggest that the MIton famly
was a typical Puritan family, inits taste for nusic and letters

The very sinple explanation is that the MIton fanmly was |largely

a Catholic family; and it was the cel ebrated John who specially
separated hinself fromits creed but retained its culture.

Countl ess other details as definitely fal se could be quoted;

but I am much nore interested in the general scope of the work--

which allows itself to be so curiously pointless about Protestantism
nerely in order to nake a point against Catholicism

Here is the Dean's attenpt at a definition. "What is the nmain function
of Protestantisn? It is essentially an attenpt to check the tendency to
corruption and degradation which attacks every institutional religion."
So far, so good. |In that case St. Charles Borroneo, for instance,

was obviously a |leading Protestant. St. Dominic and St. Francis,

who purged the congested conventionalismof nuch of the npnasticism
around them were obviously |leading Protestants. The Jesuits who sifted
| egend by the learning of Bollandism were obviously | eading Protestants.
But nost living Protestant | eaders are not |eading Protestants.

I f degradation drags down EVERY institutional religion, it has
presunmably dragged down Protestant institutional religion

Protestants mi ght possibly appear to purge Protestantisnm but so did

Cat holics appear to purge Catholicism Plainly this definition is
perfectly usel ess as a DI STI NCTI ON between Protestanti smand Catholicism
For it is not a description of any belief or systemor body of thought;
but sinmply of a good intention, which all nmen of all Churches woul d
profess and a few nmen in some Churches practise--especially in ours.

But the Dean not only proves that nodern Protestant institutions ought to
be corrupt, he says that their primtive founders ought to be repudiated.
He distinctly holds that we cannot follow Luther and Cal vin.

Very well--let us go on and see whomwe are to foll ow

I will take one typical passage towards the end of the book

The Dean first remarks, "The Roman Church has declared that there can
be no reconciliation between Rone and nodern Liberalismor Progress."”
One would like to see the encyclical or decree in which this

decl arati on was nmade. Liberalism night mean many things,

fromthe special thing which Newnan denounced and defi ned

to the intention of voting at a by-election for Sir John Sinon.
Progress generally neans sonethi ng which the Pope has never,

so far as | know, found it necessary to deny; but which the Dean

hi nsel f has repeatedly and nost furiously denied. He then goes on
"Protestantismis entirely free fromthis unconpronising preference
for the Dark Ages." "The Dark Ages," of course, is cant and cl aptrap;
we need take no notice of that. But we may perhaps notice,

not w thout interest and anusenent, that about twenty-five

lines before, the Dean hinself has described the popul ar Protestantism
of America as if it were a barbarism and bel ated obscuranti sm

From whi ch one nmay infer that the Dark Ages are still going on



exactly where there is Protestantismto preserve them

And considering that he says at |least five tines that the appea

of Protestants to the letter of Scripture is narrow and superstitious,
it surely seens a little astonishing that he should sum up

by declaring Protestantism as such, to be "ENTIRELY free"

fromthis sort of darkness. Then, on top of all this welter of

wordy contradictions, we have this marvel |l ous and nysterious concl usion:
"It isinthis direction that Protestants may | ook for the begi nning

of what may really be a new Reformation, a resunption of the unfinished
work of Sir Thomas Mdre, G ordano Bruno and Erasnus.”

In short, Protestants may | ook forward to a Reformati on nodell ed on
the work of two Catholics and one obscure nystic, who was not a Protestant
and of whose tenets they and the world know practically nothing.

One hardly knows where to begin, in criticising this very new Refornation
two-thirds of which was apparently started by nen of the A d Religion.
We m ght neekly suggest that, if it be regrettable that the work

of Sir Thomas More was "unfinished,"” some portion of the blane

may perhaps attach to the nmovenent that cut off his head.

Is it possible, | wonder, that what the Dean really neans is that we
want a new Reformation to undo all the harmthat was done by the

old Reformation? |In this we certainly have no reason to quarre

with him W should be delighted al so to have a new Reformati on,

of ourselves as well as of Protestants and ot her people; though it

is only fair to say that Catholics did, within an incredibly short
space of time, contrive to make sonething very like a new Reformation;
which is comonly called the Counter-Reformation. St. Vincent de

Paul and St. Francis of Sales have at |east as good a right to cal

t hemsel ves inheritors of the courtesy and charity of Mre as has

the present Dean of St. Paul's. But putting that seventeenth century
reformon one side, there is surely sonething rather stupendous

about the reformthat the Dean proposes for the twentieth century,

and the patron saints he selects for it out of the sixteenth century.

For this, it seems, is how we stand. W are not to follow

Luther and Calvin. But we are to follow Mre and Erasnus.

And that, if you please, is the true Protestanti smand the pronise

of a second Reformation. W are to copy the views and virtues

of the nen who found they could renain under the Pope, and especially
of one who actually died for the suprenacy of the Pope.

W are to throw away practically every rag of thought or theory that was
hel d by the people who did not renmain under the supremacy of the Pope.
And we are to bind up all these views in a little popul ar panphl et
with an orange cover and call them"Protestantism" The truth

is that Dean Inge had an inpossible title and an inpossible task

He had to present Protestantismas Progress; when he is far too

acute and cultivated a man not to suspect that it was (as it was)

a relapse into barbarismand a break away fromall that was

central in civilisation. Even by the test of the Humani st,

it made religion inhuman. Even by the test of the liberal

it substituted literalismfor liberalism Even if the goa

had been nmere Modernism it led its followers to it by a |ong,

dreary and straggling detour, a wandering in the wlderness, that did
not even di scover Modernismtill it had first discovered Mrnoni sm
Even if the goal had been |ogical scepticism Voltaire could

reach it nmore rapidly fromthe school of the Jesuits than

t he poor Protestant provincial brought up anong the Jezreelites.

Every mental process, even the process of going wong, is clearer in
the Catholic atnobsphere. Protestanti smhas done nothing for Dean |nge,
except give hima Deanery which rather hanpers his nental activity.



It has done nothing for his real talent or scholarship or sense

of ideas. It has not in history defended any of the ideas
he defends, or helped any of the liberties in which he hopes.
But it has done one thing: it has hurt sonething he hates.

It has done sone tenporary or apparent harmto the heritage of St. Peter
It once made sonmething that |ooked like a little crack in the wall

of Ronme. And because of THAT, the Dean can pardon anything

to the Protestants--even Protestantism

For this is the strange passion of his life; and he toils through
all these pages of doubts and distinctions only for the noment when
he can liberate his soul in one wild roar of nmonomani ac absurdity:
"Let the innocent Dreyfus die in prison; let the Irishmn who has
conmitted a treacherous nurder be told to |l eave 'politics

out of his confession; let the lucrative inposture of Lourdes..."
That is the way to talk! It is so tiring, pretending to tal k sense.

/-
A SI MPLE THOUGHT

MOST nen would return to the old ways in faith and norals if they
coul d broaden their minds enough to do so. It is narrowness that
chiefly keeps themin the rut of negation. But this enlargenent

is easily msunderstood, because the m nd nust be enlarged to see

the sinple things; or even to see the self-evident things.

It needs a sort of stretch of inagination to see the obvious

obj ects agai nst the obvious background; and especially the big

obj ects agai nst the big background. There is always the sort

of man who can see nothing but the spot on the carpet, so that

he cannot even see the carpet. And that tends to irritation

whi ch he may magnify into rebellion. Then there is the kind of nan
who can only see the carpet, perhaps because it is a new carpet.

That is nore hunan, but it may be tinged with vanity and even vulgarity.
There is the man who can only see the carpeted room

and that will tend to cut himoff too nuch from other things,
especially the servants' quarters. Finally, there is the man

enl arged by inmagination, who cannot sit in the carpeted room

or even in the coal-cellar, without seeing all the tinme the outline

of the whol e house against its aboriginal background of earth and sky.
He, understanding that the roof is raised fromthe beginning as a shield
agai nst sun or snow, and the door against frost or sline, will know
better and not worse than the rest the reasons of the rules wthin.

He will know better than the first man that there ought not to be

a spot on the carpet. But he will know, unlike the first man,

why there is a carpet.

He will regard in the same fashion a speck or spot upon

the records of his tradition or his creed. He will not explain

it ingeniously; certainly he will not explain it away.

On the contrary, he will see it very sinply; but he will also see

it very largely; and against the background of |arger things.

He will do what his critics never by any chance do; he will see

t he obvious thing and ask the obvi ous question. For the nore |

read of the nodern criticisns of religion, especially of ny

own religion, the nore | amstruck by this narrow concentration

and this inmaginative incapacity to take in the problem as a whole.

| have recently been reading a very noderate condemmati on of current
Catholic practices, comng fromAnerica, where the condemation is often
far fromnoderate. It takes the form generally speaking, of a swarm



of questions, all of which I should be quite willing to answer.
Only I amvividly conscious of the big questions that are not asked,
rather than of the little questions that are.

And | feel above all, this sinple and forgotten fact; that whether
certain charges are or are not true of Catholics, they are quite
unquestionably true of everybody else. It never occurs to the critic
to do anything so sinple as to conpare what is Catholic with what is
Non- Cat holic. The one thing that never seenms to cross his nind,

when he argues about what the Church is like, is the sinple question
of what the world would be like without it.

That is what | nean by being too narrow to see the house

call ed the church against the background called the cosnps.

For instance, the witer of whom| speak indulges in the mllionth
nmechani cal repetition of the charge of nechanical repetition

He says that we repeat prayers and other verbal fornms w thout

t hi nki ng about them And doubtless there are many synpathi sers

who wi Il repeat that denunciation after him w thout thinking

about it at all. But, before we cone to explaining the Church's
real teaching about such things, or quoting her nunberless
recomendati ons of attention and vigilance, or expounding the reason
of the reasonabl e exceptions that she does allow, there is a w de,

a sinple and a luminous truth about the whole situation which anybody
can see if he will walk about with his eyes open. It is the obvious
fact that all human forns of speech tend to fossilise into fornalism
and that the Church stands unique in history not as talking a dead

| anguage anmong everl asting | anguages; but, on the contrary,

as having preserved a living |language in a world of dying |anguages.
When the great Greek cry breaks into the Latin of the Mass,

as old as Christianity itself, it nmay surprise sone to |learn

that there are a good many people in church who really do say

KYRI E ELElI SON and mean exactly what they say. But anyhow,

t hey nean what they say rather nore than a nan who begins a letter
with "Dear Sir" nmeans what he says. "Dear" is enphatically

a dead word; in that place it has ceased to have any neani ng.

It is exactly what the Protestants would all ege of Popish rites

and forns; it is done rapidly, ritually, and w thout any nenory

even of the nmeaning of the rite. Wen M. Jones the solicitor

uses it to M. Brown the banker, he does not nean that the banker

is dear to him or that his heart is filled with Christian |ove,
even so much as the heart of some poor ignorant Papist |istening

to the Mass. Now, life, ordinary, jolly, heathen, human life,

is sinply chockful of these dead words and neani ngl ess cerenoni es.
You will not escape fromthem by escaping fromthe Church into the world.
When the critic in question, or a thousand other critics like him
say that we are only required to make a material or mechanica
attendance at Mass, he says sonething which is NOT true about

the ordinary Catholic in his feelings about the Catholic Sacranents.
But he says sonething which IS true about the ordinary

official attending official functions, about the ordinary

Court levee or Mnisterial reception, and about three-quarters

of the ordinary society calls and polite visits in the town.

Thi s deadeni ng of repeated social action may be a harm ess thing;

it may be a nelancholy thing; it nmay be a mark of the Fall of Man

it may be anything the critic chooses to think. But those who have
made it, hundreds and hundreds of tines, a special and concentrated
charge against the Church, are nmen blind to the whol e human worl d
they live in and unable to see anything but the thing they traduce.



There are, even in this record, any nunber of other cases of this
gueer and uncanny unconsci ousness. The witer conplains that

priests are led blindfold into their calling and do not understand
the duties involved init. That also we seemto have heard before.
But we have seldomheard it in so extraordinary a form

as in his statenent, that a man can be finally commtted

to the priesthood while he is still "a child." He would appear

to have odd and el astic ideas about the duration of chil dhood.

As M. Mchael WIllianms has pointed out in his nost thoughtful and
illumnating collection of essays, "Catholicismand the Modern M nd,"
this is playing about with a natter of plain fact; since a priest

is twenty-four at the earliest when he takes his vows. But here
again | myself am haunted by this huge and naked and yet negl ected
conpari son between the Church and everything outside the Church

Most critics of Catholicismdeclare it to be destructive of patriotism
and this critic says sonething about the di sadvantages of the Church
being nmerely "attached to an Italian diocese.” Well, | for one have
al ways been a defender of the cult of patriotism and nothing that I
say here has any connection with what is conmonly called pacifism

I think that our friends and brethren fell ten years ago in a just war
agai nst the hard heathenismof the north; | think the Prussiani sm
they defeated was frozen with the pride of hell; and for these dead,
| think it is well with them and perhaps better than with us,

who live to see how evil Peace can be.

But really--when we cone to tal k about the Church involving

young people in vows! \What are we to say to those who would pit
patriotismor pagan citizenship against the Church on that issue?
They conscript by viol ence boys of eighteen, they applaud vol unteers
of sixteen for saying they are eighteen, they throw them by thousands
into a huge furnace and torture-chanber, of which their imaginations
can have conceived nothing and from which their honour forbids
themto escape; they keep themin those horrors year after year

wi t hout any know edge even of the possibility of victory; and kil
themlike flies by the mllion before they have begun to |ive.

That is what the State does; that is what the Wirld does; that is
what their Protestant, practical, sensible, secular society does.

And after that they have the astounding i mpudence to come and conpl ain
of us, because in dealing with a snmall mnority of specialists,

we allow a man finally to choose a charitable and peaceful Iife,

not only long after he is twenty-one, but when he is well on

towards thirty, and after he has had about ten years to think

quietly whether he will do it or not!

In short, what | miss in all these things is the obvious thing:

t he question of how the Church conpares with the world outside the Church
or opposed to the Church, or offered as a substitute for the Church
And the fact obviously is that the world will do all that it has ever
accused the Church of doing, and do it nuch worse, and do it on a much
| arger scale, and do it (which is worst and nost inportant of all)

wi t hout any standards for a return to sanity or any notives

for a novenent of repentance. Catholic abuses can be reforned,
because there is the adm ssion of a form Catholic sins can

be expi ated, because there is a test and a principle of expiation.

But where else in the world today is any such test or standard found;
or anything except a changi ng nood, which makes patriotismthe fashion
ten years ago and pacifismthe fashion ten years afterwards The

danger is today that nen will not sufficiently enlarge their

mnds to take in the obvious things; and this is one of them

It is that nen charge the Roman tradition with being half-heathen



and then take refuge fromit in a conplete heatheni sm

It is that nen conplain because Christians have been infected

wi th pagani sm and then flee fromthe plague-spotted to take refuge
with the pestilence. There is no single one of these faults

al | eged against the Catholic institution, which is not far

nore flagrant and even flanboyant in every other institution

And it is to these other institutions, the State, the School

t he nodern machinery of taxation and police, to which these people
actually look to save them fromthe superstition of their fathers.
That is the contradiction; that is the crashing collision

that is the inevitable intellectual disaster in which they have al ready
i nvol ved thensel ves; and we have only to wait as patiently as we can,
to see howlong it is before they realise what has happened

-/ -
THE CALL TO THE BARBARI ANS

A BOX was sent ne the other day by a gentleman who pins his faith

to what he calls the Nordic race; and who, indeed, appears to offer
that race as a substitute for all religions. Crusaders believed that
Jerusal em was not only the Holy City, but the centre of the whole world.
Mosl ens bow their heads towards Mecca and Ronan Catholics are
notorious for being in secret comunication with Ronme. | presune

that the Holy Place of the Nordic religion nmust be the North Pole.

VWhat formof religious architecture is exhibited in its icebergs,

how far its vestnents are nodified by the white covering of

Arctic animals, how the norning and eveni ng service nmay be adapted

to a day and a night each lasting for six nonths, whether their

only vestment is the alb or their only service the angel us of noon
upon all these nysteries | will not speculate. But | can affirm

with some confidence that the North Pole is very little troubled

by heretical novenents or the spread of nodern doubt. Anyhow, it would
seem that we know next to nothing about this social principle,

except that anything is good if it is near enough to the North.

And this undoubtedly explains the spiritual |eadership of the

Eski mo t hroughout history; and the part played by Spitzbergen

as the spiritual arena of nodern tines. The only thing that

puzzles ne is that the Englishnen who now call thensel ves Nordic

used to call thenselves Teutonic; and very often even Gernanic.

| cannot think why they altered this so abruptly in the autum of 1914.

Sone day, | suppose, when we have diplomatic difficulties
with Norway, they will equally abruptly drop the word Nordic.
They will hastily substitute sone other--1 woul d suggest Borealic.

They mi ght be called the Bores, for short.

But | only nention this book because of a passage in it which is
rather typical of the tone of a good nany ot her people when they
are tal king about Catholic history. The witer would substitute
one race for all religions; in which he certainly differs from us
who are ready to offer one religion to all races. And even here,
per haps, the conparison is not altogether to his advantage.

For anybody who |ikes can belong to the religion; whereas it is not
very clear what is to be done with the people who do not happen

to belong to the race. But even anong religions he is ready to admt
degrees of depravity; he will distinguish between these disgusting
institutions; of course, according to their degree of |atitude.

It is rather unfortunate for himthat nmany Eski nbs are Catholics
and that nost French Protestants live in the south of France;



but he proceeds on his general principle clearly enough

He points out, in his pleasant way, why it is exactly that

Roman Catholicismis such a degrading superstition. And he adds
(which is what interests nme at the nmonment) that this was illustrated
in the Dark Ages, which were a nightnare of nisery and ignorance.

He then admits handsonely that Protestantismis not quite so debased
and devilish as Catholicism and that nen of the Protestant nations
do exhibit rudimentary traces of the human form But this, he says,
"is not due to their Protestantism but to their Nordic common sense."
They are nore educated, nore liberal, nore famliar with reason

and beauty, because they are what used to be called Teutonic;
descended from Vi ki ngs and Gothic chiefs rather than fromthe Tribunes
of Florence or the Troubadours of Provence. And in this curious idea
| caught a glinpse of sonething much wi der and nore interesting;

whi ch is another note of the nodern ignorance of the Catholic tradition.
I n speaki ng of things that people do not know, | have nostly

spoken of things that are really within the ring or circle of our

own knowl edge; things inside the Catholic culture which they m ss
because they are outside it. But there are sone cases in which

t hey thensel ves are ignorant even of the things outside it.

They thensel ves are ignorant, not only of the centre of civilisation
whi ch they slander, but even of the ends of the earth to which

t hey appeal; they not only cannot find Rome on their map, but they

do not even know where to |l ook for the North Pol e.

Take, for instance, that remark about the Dark Ages and the Nordic
conmon sense. It is tenable and tol erabl e enough to say

that the Dark Ages were a nightmare. But it is nonsense to say

that the Nordic el ement was anything renotely resenbling sense.

If the Dark Ages were a nightmare, it was very |largely because

the Nordi ¢ nonsense nmade them an exceedi ngly Nordi ¢ ni ght mare.

It was the period of the barbarian invasions; when piracy

was on the high seas and civilisation was in the nonasteries.

You nay not |ike nonasteries, or the sort of civilisation that

is preserved by nonasteries; but it is quite certain that it

was the only sort of civilisation there was. But this is sinply

one of the things that the Nordic gentleman does not know.

He i magi nes that the Danish pirate was tal king about Tariff Reform
and Inperial Preference, with scientific statistics fromAustralia
and Al aska, when he was rudely interrupted by a nonk naned Bede,

who had never heard of anything but nonkish fables. He supposes

that a Viking or a Visigoth was firnmly founded on the principles

of the Prinrose League and the English Speaking Union, and that
everyt hing el se woul d have been founded on themif fanatical priests
had not rushed in and proclained the savage cult called Christianity.
He thinks that Penda of Mercia, the |ast heathen king, was just about
to give the whole world the benefits of the British Constitution

not to mention the steam engi ne and the works of Rudyard Kipling,
when his work was blindly ruined by unlettered ruffians with such nanes
as Augustine and Dunstan and Anselm And that is the little error
whi ch invalidates our Nordic friend s inportance as a serious historian
that is why we cannot throw ourselves with utter confidence

and surrender into the streamof his historical enthusiasm

The difficulty consists in the annoying detail that nothing

i ke what he is thinking about ever happened in the world at all

that the religion of race that he proposes is exactly what he hinself
calls the Dark Ages. It is what sone scientific persons cal

a purely subjective idea; or in other words, a nightnare.

It is very doubtful if there ever was any Nordic race.

It is quite certain that there never was any Nordi ¢ conmpbn sense.



The very words "conmon sense" are a translation fromthe Latin.

Now t hat one typical or even trivial case has a |larger application
One very comon form of Protestant or rationalist ignorance may

be call ed the ignorance of what raw humanity is really |ike

Such nmen get into a snall social circle, very nbdern and very narrow,
whether it is called the Nordic race or the Rationalist Association.
They have a nunmber of ideas, some of themtruisms, some of themvery
untrue, about liberty, about humanity, about the spread of know edge.
The point is that those ideas, whether true or untrue, are the very
reverse of universal. They are not the sort of ideas that any |arge
mass of mankind, in any age or country, may be assumed to have.

They may in sonme cases be related to deeper realities; but nost

men woul d not even recognise themin the formin which these nen
present them There is probably, for instance, a fundanental
assunption of hunman brotherhood that is common to all hunmanity.

But what we call hunanitarianismis not comon to hunanity.

There is a certain recognition of reality and unreality which may

be call ed cormon sense. But the scientific sense of the specia

value of truth is not generally regarded as comopn sense.

It is silly to pretend that priests specially persecuted a naturalist,
when the truth is that all the little boys would have persecuted him
in any village in the world, nmerely because he was a lunatic with a
butterfly-net. Public opinion, taken as a whole is rmuch nore contenptuous
of specialists and seekers after truth than the Church ever was.

But these critics never can take public opinion as a whole.

There are a great many exanples of this truth; one is the case

have given, the absurd notion that a horde of heathen raiders out of
the northern seas and forests, in the nost ignorant epoch of history,
were not likely to be at |east as ignorant as anybody el se.

They were, of course, nmuch nore ignorant than anybody with

the slightest social connection with the Catholic Church

O her exanples may be found in the story of other religions.

Great tracts of the globe, covered in theory by the other religions,
are often covered in practice nerely by certain human habits of fatalism
or pessimsmor sone other human nood. |Islamvery |largely stands

for the fatalism Buddhismvery largely stands for the pessinsm
Nei t her of them knows anything of either the Christian or the humanitarian
sort of hope. But an even nore convincing experience is to go out into
the street, or into a tube or a tram and talk to the actual cabnen,
cooks and charwonen cut off fromthe Creed by the nobdem chaos.

You will find that heathens are not happy, however Nordic.

You will soon find that you do not need to go to Arabia for fatalism
or to the Thi betan desert for despair.

-/ -
ON THE NOVEL W TH A PURPGCSE

| SEE that M. Patrick Braybrooke and others, witing to the
CATHOLI C TI MES, have rai sed the question of Catholic propaganda

in novels witten by Catholics. The very phrase, which we are al
conpelled to use, is awkward and even false. A Catholic putting
Catholicisminto a novel, or a song, or a sonnet, or anything else,
is not being a propagandist; he is sinply being a Catholic.
Everybody understands this about every other enthusiasmin the world.
VWen we say that a poet's |andscape and atnobsphere are ful

of the spirit of England, we do not nean that he is necessarily
conducting an Anti-German propaganda during the Great War

We nean that if he is really an English poet, his poetry cannot



be anything but English. Wen we say that songs are full of

the spirit of the sea, we do not nean that the poet is recruiting
for the Navy or even trying to collect men for the nerchant service.
We nean that he loves the sea; and for that reason would Iike

other people to love it. Personally, I amall for propaganda;

and a great deal of what | wite is deliberately propagandi st.

But even when it is not in the | east propagandist, it wll

probably be full of the inplications of my own religion

because that is what is meant by having a religion. So the jokes

of a Buddhist, if there were any, would be Buddhi st jokes.

So the | ove-songs of a Calvinistic Methodist, should they burst
fromhim would be Calvinistic Methodist |ove-songs. Catholics have
produced nore jokes and | ove-songs than Cal vini sts and Buddhi sts.
That is because, saving their holy presence, Calvinists and Buddhists
have not got so large or human a religion. But anything they did
express woul d be steeped in any convictions that they do hol d;

and that is a piece of common sense which would seemto be

quite self-evident; yet | foresee a vast amount of difficulty

about it in the one isolated case of the Catholic Church

To begin with, what | have said would be true of any other

real religion; but so nuch of the nmodern world is full of a

religiosity that is rather a sort of unconscious prejudice.

Buddhismis a real religion, or at any rate, a very real philosophy.
Calvinismwas a real religion, with a real theol ogy.

But the mind of the nodern man is a curious m xture of decayed

Cal vi ni sm and dil uted Buddhi sm and he expresses his phil osophy w t hout
knowi ng that he holds it. W say what it is natural to us to say;

but we know what we are saying; therefore it is assuned that we

are saying it for effect. He says what it is natural to himto say;

but he does not know what he is saying, still less why he is saying it.
So he is not accused of uttering his dogma with the purpose of revealing
it to the world; for he has not really revealed it to hinself.

He is just as partisan; he is just as particularist; he is just as much
dependi ng on one doctrinal systemas distinct fromanother. But he has
taken it for granted so often that he has forgotten what it is.

So his literature does not seemto himpartisan, even when it is.

But our literature does seemto himpropagandi st, even when it isn't.

Suppose | wite a story, let us hope a short story, say, about a wood
that is haunted by evil spirits. Let us give ourselves the pleasure
of supposing that at night all the branches have the appearance

of being hung with hundreds of corpses, like the orchard of Louis
the El eventh, the spirits of travellers who have hanged thensel ves
when they came to that spot; or anything bright and cheery |ike that.
Suppose | nake ny hero, Gorlias Fitzgorgon (that noble character)
make the sign of the cross as he passes this spot; or the friend

who represents wi sdom and experience advi se himto consult

a priest with a viewto exorcism Mking the sign of the cross
seens to ne not only religiously right, but artistically

appropriate and psychol ogically probable. It is what |I should do;

it is what | conceive that ny friend Fitzgorgon woul d do;

it is also aesthetically apt, or, as they say, "in the picture."

| rather fancy it mght be effective if the traveller saw

with the nystical eye, as he saw the forest of dead nmen, a sort

of shining pattern or silver tangle of crosses hovering in the dark
where so many human fingers had made that sign upon the enpty air.
But though I amwiting what seens to me natural and appropriate

and artistic, | know that the noment | have witten it,

a great roar and bellowwill go up with the word "Propaganda"



comng froma thousand throats; and that every other critic,
even if he is kind enough to commend the story, will certainly add:
"But why does M. Chesterton drag in his Ronman Catholicisn®?"

Now | et us suppose that M Chesterton has not this disgusting habit.
Let us suppose that | wite the same story, or the sanme sort of story,
informed with a philosophy which is famliar and therefore unobserved
Let us suppose that | accept the ready-made assunptions of the hour

wi t hout exam ning them any nore than the others do. Suppose | get
into the smooth rut of newspaper routine and political catchwords;
and nake the nman in nmy story act exactly like the man in the average
magazi ne story. | know exactly what the nan in the average

magazi ne story would do. | can al npbst give you his exact words.

In that case Fitzgorgon, on first catching a glinpse of the crowds

of swaying spectres in the noon, will alnmost inevitably say:

"But this is the twentieth century!"

Initself, of course, the remark is sinply neaningl ess.

It is far nore neani ngl ess than making the sign of the cross could
ever be; for to that even its enem es attach sone sort of neaning.
But to answer a ghost by saying, "This is the twentieth century,"

isinitself quite unmeaning; |ike seeing sonebody commt
a nurder and then saying, "But this is the second Tuesday
in August!" Neverthel ess, the magazine witer who for the thousandth

time puts these words into the magazine story, has an intention in this
illogical phrase. He is really dependi ng upon two dogmas; neither of
whi ch he dares to question and neither of which he is able to state.

The dogmas are: first, that humanity is perpetually and permanently

i mproving through the process of time; and, second, that inprovenent
consists in a greater and greater indifference or incredulity about

the miraculous. Neither of these two statenents can be proved.

And it goes without saying that the man who uses them cannot prove them
for he cannot even state them In so far as they are at all in the order
of things that can be proved, they are things that can be di sproved.

For certainly there have been historical periods of rel apse

and retrogression; and there certainly are highly organi sed and
scientific civilizations very much excited about the super-natural

as people are about Spiritualismto-day. But anyhow, those two dogmas
nust be accepted on authority as absolutely true before there

is any sense whatever in Gorlias Fitzgorgon saying, "But this

is the twentieth century." The phrase depends on the phil osophy;

and the phil osophy is put into the story.

Yet nobody says the magazine story is propagandi st. Nobody says
it is preaching that philosophy because it contains that phrase.
We do not say that the writer has dragged in his progressive
party politics. W do not say that he is going out of his

way to turn the short story into a novel with a purpose.

He does not feel as if he were going out of his way; his way
lies straight through the haunted wood, as does the ot her

and he only makes CGorlias say what seens to hima sensible thing
to say; as | make himdo what seenms to nme a sensible thing to do.
We are both artists in the sanme sense; we are both propagandists
in the sanme sense and non-propagandi sts in the sane sense.

The only difference is that | can defend ny dogma and he cannot
even define his.

In other words, this world of to-day does not know that al
the novel s and newspapers that it reads or wites are in fact ful
of certain assunptions, that are just as dogmati c as dognms.



Wth sone of those assunptions | agree, such as the ideal of hunman
equality inplied in all romantic stories from Cl NDERELLA to

OLI VER TWST; that the rich are insulting God in despising poverty.
Wth some of them | totally disagree; as in the curious idea

of human inequality, which is pernmtted about races though not
about classes. "Nordic" people are so much superior to "Dagoes,"
that a score of Spani sh desperados arned to the teeth are certain
to flee in terror fromthe fist of any solitary gentleman who has
learned all the military and heroic virtues in Wall Street

or the Stock Exchange. But the point about these assunptions,
true or false, is that they are felt as being assuned,

or alluded to, or taken naturally as they conme. They are not felt
as being preached; and therefore they are not called propaganda.
Yet they have in practice all the double character of propaganda;
they involve certain views with which everyone does not agree;

and they do in fact spread those views by neans of fiction and
popul ar literature. What they do not do is to state themclearly
so that they can be criticised. | do not blane the witers for
putting their philosophy into their stories. | should not blame
them even if they used their stories to spread their phil osophy.
But they do blane us; and the real reason is that they have not yet
realised that we have a phil osophy at all

The truth is, | think, that they are caught in a sort of

argunent in a circle. Their vague philosophy says to them

"Al'l religion is dead; Roman Catholicismis a religious sect

whi ch nust be particularly dead, since it consists of nmere externa
acts and attitudes, crossings, genuflections and the rest;

whi ch these sectarians suppose they have to performin a particul ar
place at a particular tine." Then sone Catholic will wite

a romance or a tragedy about the love of a man and wonan,

or the rivalry of two men, or any other general human affair;

and they will be astonished to find that he cannot preach these things
in an "unsectarian" way. They say, "Wy does he drag in his religion?"
They nean, "Wy does he drag in his religion, which consists

entirely of crossings, genuflections and external acts bel onging

to a particular place and time, when he is tal king about the w de
worl d and the beauty of woman and the anger and anbition of man?"

In other words, they say, "Wen we have assuned that his creed is a snall
and dead thing, how dare he apply it as a universal and living thing?
It has no right to be so broad, when we all know it is so narrow "

| conclude therefore that, while M. Braybrooke was quite right

in suggesting that a novelist with a creed ought not to be ashaned
of having a cause, the nore i medi ate necessity is to find sonme

way of popul arising our whol e philosophy of life, by putting

it more plainly than it can be put in the synbol of a story.

The difficulty with a story is inits very sinplicity and especially
inits swiftness. Men do things and do not define or defend them
Corlias Fitzgorgon nakes the sign of the cross; he does not stop

in the mddle of the denbn wood to explain why it is at once

an invocation of the Trinity and a nenorial of the Crucifixion.

VWat is wanted is a popular outline of the way in which ordinary
affairs are affected by our viewof life, and howit is also a view
of death, a view of sex, a view of social decencies, and so on.
VWhen peopl e understood the light that shines for us upon al

these facts, they would no | onger be surprised to find it shining
in our fictions.

-/ -



THE REVOLT AGAI NST | DEAS

AT the tinme when the DAILY EXPRESS conmuni ques provi ded sone pretty
awful revel ati ons about Mexico, the DAILY EXPRESS correspondence
col um provided al nost equally awful revel ati ons about Engl and.

It gave us a glinpse of what nonstrous and ni sshapen things are

still living in our mdst, veiled in red brick villas or disguised
under bowl er hats. The awful revel ati ons about Engl and were,
of course, mminly psychological. It was not anarchy in the State,

which is the failing of the fighting Latin peoples. 1t was anarchy

in the mind, which is the special character of those whomwe call,

i n monents of anger, Angl o-Saxons, A Mexican atheist would be quite
capabl e of cutting the throat of a priest or training a cannon

on a nunnery. But he would be quite incapable of arguing,

as the English Protestants did in the newspaper, that it was quite
right of Calles to persecute this belief on this occasion, because it
was quite wong of Catholics to persecute any belief on any occasion
No anarchi st can be as anarchical as all that. Calles nmght blow

up a St. Peter's but he would not blanme a Spaniard for having once
done what he was praising a Mexican for trying to do. To that extent
even Calles is nore of a Catholic as well as nore of a Latin

He wants to have his own way, and to prevent thousands of people

from having their way; but he does not want to have it both ways.

That wild sacranent, the miracle of the vani shing and reappearing cake,
of the cake that is ever devoured and ever remaining--that mracle

bel ongs to the religion of unreason and only takes place in the chapels
of our own free country.

Am d a welter of such words there was a phrase in one of

the letters which is of sone sociological interest to us.

One of these intolerant tolerationists was endeavouring to defend
Cal l es by suggesting that only prejudice can accuse him of anarchica
or anti-religious extrenmes of opinion. It is quite unfair

(it was said) to call Calles an atheist or a Bol shevi st.

Indeed, we may learn fromall these letters that Calles is probably
a Wesl eyan Methodi st and regularly attends a chapel in East Croydon.
But he is even worse. They appear to regard it as a favour

to Calles to pay himthe extraordi nary conplinent of conparing
himto the sixteenth century Reformers. The correspondent

here in question uses this as an argunent agai nst any all eged
anarchismin the Mexican--if he is a Mexican. "Calles and his

parti sans are branded as Atheists and Bol shevi ks--\Wy? Wre the
Engl i sh Refornmers Bol sheviks? Certainly not."

Here we are happily all able to agree. Wth heartfelt unanimty we

can repeat, "Certainly not." The English Reformers were certainly

not Bol shevists. None will withhold the handsone adm ssion that the
English Reforners were Capitalists. Few people in history have deserved
to be described so exactly, so conpletely, so typically as Capitalists.
They were a great nany other things besides Capitalists;

some of them were cads, sone gentlenen, a few honest nen,

many thieves, a baser sort courtiers, a better sort nobnomani acs;

but they were all Capitalists and what they created was Capitalism

They all conducted their powerful political operations on a basis

of much accumul ated capital; but they never, even with their dying eyes,
lost the Ilight of hope and expectation; the pronise and the vision

of nore capital

But what concerns us nowadays is this; that it is their Capitalism



that has remained. As a matter of fact, nmany of themdid have ot her

i deals of spiritual sinplification which mght in sone ways be conpared
to Communi sm W should never be likely to call a nman like Cranmer or a
man |ike Burleigh a Bol shevist. W could only say, with Ham et, that we
woul d he were so honest a man. But there were men in that novenent,

or that nuddle, who were as nad and as honest as Bol shevi sts.

There were theoretical, and especially theol ogi cal enthusiasns which
noved specially towards sinplicity; like that of the Bol shevists.

But the point to fix and rivet is that those theories are dead.

There was a | ogical and even |ofty schene of thought;

but it is that which is utterly abandoned by nodem t hought.

There were sincere ideals in some of the early Protestants;

but they are not the ideals of any of the nodern Protestants.

Thus Cal vini smwas a cl ear phil osophy; which is al one enough to

di stinguish it from Modern Thought. But in so far as they had an el enent
of Calvinism their Calvinismis dead. |I|f they had had an el enent

of Communi sm as sonme of them might, that Communi sm woul d now be dead.
Not hi ng but their Capitalismis alive.

We nust renenber that even to talk of the corruption of the nonasteries
is a conplinent to the nonasteries. For we do not talk of the corruption
of the corrupt. Nobody pretends that the medi aeval institutions

began in nmere greed and pride. But the nodern institutions did.

Nobody says that St. Benedict drew up his rule of Iabour in

order to make his nonks |azy; but only that they becane |azy.

Nobody says that the first Franci scans practised poverty to

obtain wealth; but only that later fraternities did obtain wealth.

But it is quite certain that the Cecils and the Russells and

the rest did fromthe first want to obtain wealth. That which

was death to Catholicismwas actually the birth of Capitalism

Since then we have had, not the inconsistency that a nan who vowed

to be poor becane rich; but rather a shocking consistency, that the man
who vowed to be rich becane richer. After that there was no stopping

a race of relative anbition; and a belief in bigger and bigger things.
It is indeed true that the Reforners were not Comuni sts.

It mght be aptly retorted that the Religious were Conmunists. But the
nore vital point is not Communi sm but a certain conparative spirit.
The English squire increased and the English yeonan di ni ni shed.

Both found their pride in private ownership of |and.

But the pride was nore and nore in having a great estate, and not

in having an estate. So, in his turn, the English shopkeeper

ceased to be proud of mnding his own business and could only be

proud of the nunber of businesses he could mind. Fromthis has

cone all the nercantile negal onania to-day; with its universa
transformation of Trades into Trusts. It is the natural conclusion

of the novenment away fromthe transfornation of all Trades into Cuilds.
But its genesis was the change froman ideal of hunmlity,

in which many failed, to an ideal of pride in which (by its nature)
only a few can succeed.

In this sense we nay agree with the newspaper correspondent;

that the Reformers were not Revolutionists. W can reassure that sinple
gentl eman of our full realisation that they were not Bol shevi sts.

We can entirely absolve the Crannmers and the Crommel|s of any restless
desire to raise the proletariat. W can clear the great nanmes of Burleigh
and Bacon of the stain of any dangerous synpathy with the poor.

The di stinguishing mark of the Reformers was a profound respect

for the powers that be, but an even profounder respect for the wealth

that was to be; and a really unfathomable reverence for the wealth

that was to be their owmn. Sone people like that spirit,



and regard it as the soundest foundation of stable governnent;

we need not argue about it here. It is, broadly speaking,

what is regarded as respectability by all those who have nothing el se
to respect. Certainly nobody could confuse it with revol ution

But the point of historical inmportance could be put in

anot her fashion, also nore or |ess favourable to the Reforners.
Capitalismwas not only solid, it was in a sense candid. It set up

a class to be worshi pped openly and frankly because of its wealth.
That is the point at the noment and the real contrast between this
and the ol der nediaeval order. Such wealth was the abuse of the nonks
and abbots; it was the use of the nerchants and the squires.

The avarici ous abbot violated his ideals. The avaricious enployer
had no ideals to violate. For there never has been, properly speaking,
such a thing as the ideal good of Capitalism though there are any
nunber of good nen who are Capitalists followi ng other ideals.

The Reformation, especially in England, was above all the abandonnent
of the attenpt to rule the world by ideals, or even by ideas.

The attenpt had undoubtedly failed, in part, because those who

were supposed to be the idealists failed to uphold the ideals;

and any nunber of people who were supposed to accept the genera

idea thwarted the fulfilment of the ideas. But it also fell under
the attack of those who hated, not only those ideals, but any ideals.
It was the result of the inpatient and inperious appetites of humanity,
hating to be restrained by bonds; but nmost of all to be restrained

by invisible bonds. For the English Refornmers did not really

set up an opposite ideal or an alternative set of ideas.

As our friend truly said, they were not Bol shevists.

They set up certain very form dable things called facts.

They set out alnpst avowedly to rule the realmnmerely by facts;

by the fact that sonebody called Russell had two hundred tinmes nore
noney than any of his neighbours; by the fact that sonebody call ed
Cecil had obtained the power of having any of his neighbours hanged.
Facts are at least solid while they last; but the fatal thing about
themis that they do not last. It is only the ideas that |ast.

And to-day a man nay be called Russell and have considerably | ess
noney than a man who is called Rockefeller; and history may see

t he amazi ng spectacle of a man called Cecil largely thrust out

of practical politics and called an idealist and a failure.

The sane progress of Capitalismthat nade the squires has

destroyed the squires. The sane comerci al advance that exalted
Engl and before Europe has abased Engl and before America.

Exactly in so far as we have our affections healthily attached to this
adventurous and patriotic England of the |ast few centuries, we shal
see that our affections and attachnents are bound to be betrayed.
The process called practical, the attenpt to rule nerely by facts,
has in its own nature the essence of all betrayal. W discover

that facts, which seemso solid, are of all things the nost fluid.
As the professors and the prigs say, facts are always evol ving;

in other words, they are always evadi ng or escaping or running away.
Men who bow down to the wealth of a squire, because it enables
himto behave |ike a gentlenman, have to go on bow ng down to

the sane wealth in sonebody who cannot behave |ike a gentl enman;

and eventual ly perhaps to the sane wealth not attached to any
recogni sabl e hunman being at all, but invested in an irresponsible
conpany in a foreign country. Walth does indeed take to

itself wings, and even abide in the utternost parts of the sea.

Weal th becones form ess an al nost fabul ous; indeed, they were
unconsci ous satirists who tal ked about "fabul ous wealth."

Great financiers buy and sell thousands of things that nobody has



ever seen; and which are for all practical purposes inaginary.
So ends the adventure of trusting only to facts; it ends in a fairyland
of fantastic abstractions.

We nust go back to the idea of governnent by ideas. There is just
that grain of truth in the already nentioned fantasy of Communi sm
But there were nmany richer, and subtler and better bal anced ideas
even in the medi aeval make-up of Catholicism | repeat that this
Cat holici smwas ruined by Catholics as well as Protestants.

Medi aeval sins hanpered and corrupted nedi aeval ideas,

before the Reforners decided to throw away all ideas.
But that was the right thing to follow, or to try to follow, and there
is not and never will be anything else to do except to try again.

Many nedi aeval nmen failed in the attenpt to live up to those ideals.
But many nore nodern nmen are nore disastrously failing in the attenpt
to live without them And through that failure we shall gradually
cone to understand the real advantages of that ancient schene

which only partly failed; according to which, in theory at |east,

the man of peace was higher than the nan of war, and poverty

superior to wealth.

There is one quaint little phrase in Macaul ay's essay on Bacon

that great outbreak of the Philistines against the Phil osophers.

In one small sentence the great Philistine betrays the weakness

of his whole argunent of utility. Speaking scornfully of

t he School men, he says that St. Thonmas Aqui nas woul d doubt| ess

(such was his sinplicity) have thought it nore inmportant to engage

in the manufacture of syllogisns than in the manufacture of gunpowder.
Not even the Gunpowder Plot could prevent that sturdy

Protestant from assum ng that gunpowder is always useful

Since his tinme we have seen a good deal nore gunpowder.

One does not need to be a pacifist to think that gunpowder

need hardly go on being useful on quite such a grand scal e.

And a great part of the world has now reached a nood of reaction

in which it is disposed to cry out, "If there are any syllogisns that wll
save us fromall this gunpowder, for God's sake let us listen to them"
Even logic they are prepared, in their despair, to accept.

They will not only listen to religion, they will even perhaps |isten
to reason, if it will promise thema little peace

/-
THE FEASTS AND THE ASCETI C

I WAS reflecting in the course of the recent feast of Christnas
(which, like other feasts, is preceded by a fast) that the conbination
is still a puzzle to many. The Mboderni st, or man who boasts of

bei ng nodern, is generally rather |ike a nman who overeats hinself

so much on Christmas Eve that he has no appetite on Christmas Day.

It is called being In Advance of the Tines; and is incunmbent upon

all who are progressive, prophetic, futuristic and generally

| ooking towards what M. Belloc calls the Great Rosy Dawn:

a dawn which generally | ooks a good deal rosier the night before

than it does the nmorning after

To many peopl e, however, who are not offensively in advance of the tines
t he conbi nation of these ideas does seemto be a sort of contradiction
or confusion. But inreal fact it is not only not so confused,

but even not so conplicated. The great tenptation of the Catholic



in the nodern world is the tenptation to intellectual pride

It is so obvious that nost his critics are talking without in the |east
knowi ng what they are tal king about, that he is sonetinmes a little
provoked towards the very un-Christian |ogic of answering a foo
according to his folly. He is alittle bit disposed to |luxuriate

in secret, as it were over the much greater subtlety and richness

of the philosophy he inherits; and only answer a bewi | dered

barbarian so as to bewilder himstill nore. He is tenpted

to ironical agreements or even to disguising hinmself as a dunce.

Men who have an el aborate phil osophical defence of their views

soneti nes take pl easure in boasting of their al nost babyish credulity.
Havi ng reached their own goal through |abyrinths of |ogic,

they will point the stranger only to the very shortest short cut

of authority; merely in order to shock the sinpleton with sinplicity.
O, as in the present case, they will find a gri manusenent

in presenting the separate parts of the schene as if they were

really separate; and | eave the outsider to make what he can of them
So when sonebody says that a fast is the opposite to a feast,

and yet both seemto be sacred to us, some of us will always be noved
nerely to say, "Yes," and relapse into an objectionable grin

When t he anxious ethical enquirer says, "Christnas is devoted

to merry-nmaking, to eating nmeat and drinking wine, and yet you
encourage this pagan and materialistic enjoynment," you or | wll

be tenpted to say, "Qite right, ny boy," and leave it at that.

When he then says, |ooking even nore worried, "Yet you admire nmen for
fasting in caves and deserts and denying thensel ves ordi nary pl easures;
you are clearly committed, |ike the Buddhists, to the opposite

or ascetic principle," we shall be simlarly inspired to say,

"Quite correct, old bean," or "Cot it first tine, old top,"

and nerely propose an adjournnent for convivial refreshnment.

Nevertheless, it is a tenptation to be resisted.

Not only is it obviously our duty to explain to the other people

that what seens to themcontradictory is really conplenentary,

but we are not altogether justified in any such tone of superiority.
We are not right in naking our geniality an expression of our despair.
We are not entitled to despair of explaining the truth; nor is it really
so horribly difficult to explain. The real difficulty is not so nuch
that the critic is crude as that we ourselves are not always clear
even in our own ninds, far less in our public expositions.

It is not so nuch that they are not subtle enough to understand it,
as that they and we and everybody el se are not sinple enough to
understand it. Those two things are obviously part of one thing,

if we are straightforward enough to ook at the thing; and to see

it sinply as it is. | suggested recently that people would see

the Christian story if it could only be told as a heathen story.

The Faith is sinply the story of a God who died for nen

But, queerly enough, if we were even to print the words w thout

a capital G as if it were the cult of some new and nanel ess tri be,
many would realise the idea for the first tine. Many would feel

the thrill of a new fear and synpathy if we sinmply wote, "the story
of a god who died for men." People would sit up suddenly and say
what a beautiful and touching pagan religion that nust be.

Let us suppose, for the sake of argunent, that the Church is out of

t he question; that we have nothing but the earth and the children of man
pottering about on it, with their normal nortal tales and traditions.
Then suppose there appears on this earth a prodigy, a portent,

or what is alleged to be a portent. In some way heaven has rent

the veil or the gods have given sone new narvel to nankind.



Suppose, for instance, it is a fountain of nagic water, said to be

flowing at the top of a nmountain. 1t blesses |ike holy water
it heals diseases; it inspires nmore than wi ne, or those who drink
of it never thirst again. WelIl, this story may be true or false;

but anong those who spread it as true, it is perfectly obvious

that the story will produce a nunber of other stories.

It is equally obvious that those stories will be of two kinds.

The first sort will say: "Wen the water was brought

down to the valley there was dancing in all the villages;

t he young nmen and nai dens rejoiced with nusic and | aughter

A surly husband and wife were sprinkled with the holy water

and reconciled, so that their house was full of happy children

A cripple was sprinkled and he went capering about gaily like an acrobat.
The gardens were watered and became gay with flowers," and so on

It is quite equally obvious that there will be another sort of story
fromexactly the sane source, told with exactly the sane notive
"A man |linmped a hundred nmiles, till he was quite | ane,

to find the sacred fountain. Men |ay broken and bl eedi ng anong
the rocks on the mountainside in their efforts to clinmb after it.
A man sold all his lands and the rivers running through them

for one drop of the water. A man refused to turn back fromit,
when confronted with brigands, but was tortured and died calling for it,
and so on. There is nothing in the | east inconsistent between
these two types of |egend. They are exactly what would naturally
be expected, given the original |egend of the mracul ous fountain.
Anyone who can really look at themsinply, can see that they are
both equally sinple. But we in our time have confused oursel ves
with long words for unreal distinctions; and tal king incessantly
about optim sm and pessim sm about asceticismand hedoni sm

about what we call Pagani sm and what we think about Buddhi sm

till we cannot understand a plain tale when it is told.

The Pagan woul d have understood it nuch better

This very sinple truth explains another fact that | have heard

the learned insist on with sone excitenment: the enphasis and repetition
touching the ascetic side of religion. It is exactly what would
happen with any human story, even if it were a heathen story.

We remark upon the case of the nan who starves to get the water nore
than on the case of the man who is nerely glad to get the water.

We remark upon it nore because it is nore renmarkable. Any human
tradition woul d neke nore of the heroes who suffered for sonething
than of the human bei ngs who sinply benefited by it. But that does
not alter the fact that there are nmore hunman bei ngs than heroes;

and that this great majority of human bei ngs has benefited by it.

It is natural that men should marvel nore at the man who deliberately
| anes hinself than at the man who dances when he is no | onger |ane.
But that does not alter the fact that the countries where that

| egend prevails are, in fact, full of dancing. | have here

only suggested how very sinple, after all, is the contradiction

bet ween austerity and jollity which puzzles our critics so nuch.
There is a higher application of it to ascetics, which | may consider
on another occasion. Here |l will only hint at it by saying

"The nore a man could LIVE only on the water, the nore he woul d
prove it to be the water of life."

/-
WHO ARE THE CONSPI RATORS?

| CAME across, nore or less indirectly, the other day, a |ady



of educated and even el egant pretensions, of the sort whom her foes

woul d cal |l |uxurious and her friends cultured, who happened to nention
a certain small West Country town, and added with a sort of hiss
that it contained "a nest of Roman Catholics.” This apparently

referred to a family with which | happen to be acquai nted.
The | ady then said, her voice changing to a deep note of doom
"CGod al one knows what is said and done behind those cl osed doors."

On hearing this stimulating speculation, nmy mnd went back to

what | renenbered of the household in question, which was |argely
concerned with macaroons, and a little girl who rightly persuaded
herself that | could eat an alnost unlinited nunber of them

But when | contrasted that nmenory with that vision it was brought
suddenly and stunningly to nmy mnd what a vast abyss still yawns

bet ween us and nmany of our countrynmen, and what extraordi nary ideas
are still entertai ned about us, by people who wal k about the world

wi t hout keepers or strait-waistcoats and are apparently, on all

ot her subjects, sane. It is doubtless true, and theol ogically sound,
to say that God al one knows what goes on in Catholic homes;

as it is to say that God al one knows what goes on in Protestant heads.
I do not know why a Catholic's doors should be any nore cl osed

t han anybody el se's doors; the habit is not unusual in persons

of all philosophical beliefs when retiring for the night; and on

ot her occasi ons depends on the weather and the individual taste.

But even those who would find it difficult to believe that an
ordinary Catholic is so eccentric as to bolt and padl ock hinsel f

in the draw ng-room or the snoking-room whenever he strolls

into those apartnents, do really have a haunting idea that it

is nmore conceivable of a Catholic than of a Calvinistic Methodi st

or a Plymouth Brother. There does remain the stale savour of a

sort of sensational romance about us; as if we were all foreign
counts and conspirators. And the really interesting fact is

that this absurd nel odrama can be found anong educat ed peopl e;

t hough now rather in an educated individual than in an educated cl ass.
The world still pays us this wild and i magi nati ve conplinent

of imagining that we are nmuch less ordinary than we really are.

The argunent, of course, is the one with which we are wearily famliar
in twenty other aspects; the argunent that because the evidence

agai nst us cannot be produced, it nmust have been conceal ed.

It is obvious that Roman Catholics do not generally shout to each

ot her the arrangenents of a St. Barthol omew Massacre across

the public streets; and the only deduction any reasonabl e man can
draw is that they do it behind closed doors. It is but sel dom

that the project of burning down London is proclained in |arge
letters on the posters of the Universe; so what possible deduction
can there be, except that the signals are given at the private
tea-tabl e by means of a synbolical al phabet of macaroons?

It would be an exaggeration to say that it is my daily habit to | eap
upon aged Jews in Fleet Street and tear out their teeth; so, given ny
adnm tted nmononania on the subject, it only remains to suppose that

ny private house is fitted up like a torture chanber for this node

of medi aeval dentistry. Catholic crimes are not plotted in public,
so it stands to reason that they nust be plotted in private.

There is indeed a third renote and theoretical alternative;

that they are not plotted anywhere; but it is unreasonable to expect
our fellow countrynen to suggest anything so fanciful as that.

Now this mysterious delusion, still far comroner than many suppose
even in England, and covering whole interior spaces of Anerica,
happens to be another illustration of what | have been suggesting



in an earlier essay; the fact that those who are al ways

di ggi ng and prying for secret things about us, have never even

gl anced at the nost self-evident things about thensel ves.

We have only to ask ourselves, with a sort of shudder, what woul d
have been said if we really had confessed to conspiracy as

shanel essly as hal f our accusers have confessed to it thensel ves.

VWhat in the world would be said, either in Anerica or in Europe, if we
really had behaved |ike a secret society, in places where the groups
of our enem es cannot even deny that they are secret societies?

VWhat in the world woul d happen if a Catholic Congress at G asgow

or Leeds really consisted entirely of hooded and white-robed

del egates, all with their faces covered and their names unknown,

| ooking out of slits in their ghastly masks of white?

Yet this was, until just lately, the rigid routine of the great

Ameri can organi sation to destroy Catholicism an organisation

whi ch recently threatened to seize all government in Anerica.

VWhat woul d have been said, if there really was a definite, recognised,
but entirely unknown thing, called the Secret of the Catholics;

as there has been for | ong past a recogni sed but unknown reality
called the Secret of the Freemasons? | dare say a great dea

i nvolved in such things is nmere harm ess foolery. But if we had done
such things, would our critics have said it was harm ess foolery?
Suppose we had started to spread the propaganda of the Faith

by means of a novenent called "Know Nothing," because we were in

the habit of always shaking our heads and shruggi ng our shoul ders

and swearing that we knew nothing of the Faith we neant to spread.
Suppose our veneration for the dignity of St. Peter were wholly

and solely a veneration for the denial of St. Peter; and we used it
as a sort of notto or password to swear that we knew not Christ.

Yet that was admittedly the policy of a whole political nmovenent

in Arerica, which ainmed at destroying the citizenship of Catholics.
Suppose that the Mafia and all the nurderous secret associations

of the Continent had been notoriously working on the Catholic side,

i nstead of the other side. Should we ever have heard the last of it?
Woul d not the world have rung with indi gnant denunciati on of a disgrace
clinging to all our conduct, and a treason that rmust never be forgot?
Yet these things are done constantly, and at regular intervals,

and right down to the present day, by the Anti-Catholic parties;

and it is never thought necessary to recall them or say a word

of apology for them in the witings of any Anti-Catholic partisan

It would be just our Jesuitical way to dare to | ook over hedges,

when everybody el se is only stealing horses.

In short, what | recently said of bigotry is even nore true of secrecy.

In so far as there is sonething nmerely antiquated about a certain

type of doctrinal narrowness, it is nmuch nore characteristic

of Dayton, Tennessee, than of Louvain or Rone. And in the same way,

in so far as there is sonething antiquated about all these antics in nasks
and cl oaks, it has been much nore characteristic of the Ku Kl ux Klan

than of the Jesuits. |Indeed, this sort of Protestant is a figure

of ol d-fashi oned nel odranma in a double sense and in a doubl e aspect.

He is antiquated in the plots he attributes to us and in the plots

that he practises hinself.

As regards the latter, it is probable that the whole world will

di scover this fact a long time before he does. The anti-clerica
will go on playing solemly the pranks of Cagliostro, |like a nedium
still blindfolded in broad daylight; and will open his nmouth

in nmysteries long after everybody in the world is conpletely

illum nated about the illumnati. And though the alnost half-witted



hunour of the Anerican society, which seened to consist entirely

of beginning as nany words as possible with KL, has been rather
abruptly toned down by a reaction of relative sanity, | have no doubt
that there is still many a noble Nordic fell ow goi ng about huggi ng

hi nsel f over the happy secret that he is a Kleagle or a Kl enperor

I ong after everybody has ceased to klare a kl am whether he is or not.
On the political side the power of these conspiraci es has been
practically broken in both Continents; in Italy by the Fascists and in
Arerica by a rally of reasonable and public-spirited governors of both
political parties. But the point of historical interest renmins:

that it was the very people who accused us of numrery and nystery

who surrounded all their secularising activities with far nore fantastic
nysteries and nmummeries; that they had not even the nanhood to fi ght
an ancient ritual with the appearance of republican sinplicity,

but boasted of hiding everything in a sort of comc conplexity;

even when there was nothing to hide. By this time such novenents

as the Ku Klux Klan have very little left which can be hi dden or

which is worth hiding; and it is therefore probable that our romantic
curiosity about themw |l be considerably colder than their undying
romantic curiosity about us. The Protestant |lady will continue

to resent the fact that God does not share with her his know edge

of the terrible significance of tea and macaroons in the Catholic hone.
But we shall probably in the future feel a fainter and fainter
interest in whatever it is that Kl eagues do behind cl osed- -

or perhaps | should say Kl osed Doors.

/-
THE HAT AND THE HALO

PERHAPS it is a little ungenerous to refer again to the fiasco of the
unf ortunate Bi shop of Birni ngham when he made an exhi bition of hinself
on the subject of St. Francis. That he should be unable to restrain
hi nsel f from attacki ng one whom so many free-thinkers have | oved

and reverenced is interesting as showi ng how far sectarians can go.
But the tone of the attack raises a question nore interesting than
the personal one. It may be called broadly the question of Sentinent;
but it involves the whol e question of what things in life are deep
and what things shallow what is central and what is nmerely external
It is needless to say that people |ike the Bishop invariably

and instinctively get themthe wong way round.

For instance, he said something to the effect that people are now
seeing St. Francis in a halo of false sentinment, or through a haze
of false sentinment. | amnot sure which he said and | doubt whether
he knew which he neant. |If the Bishop had a halo it woul d probably
be rather like a haze. But anyhow he inplied that the hero-worship
of St. Francis was a sort of external and extraneous thing,

a dazzling distraction or a distorting medium sonething added to
his figure afterwards; whereas the facts about the real St. Francis
were quite different and decidedly repul sive to a refined person.
Wl |, the poor Bishop got all his facts about St. Francis

quite wong; and his claimto talk about the REAL St. Francis,

even in an ordinary historical sense, was pretty rapidly shown up
But there was sonething behind it which interests me nuch nore.

It is the curious trick of turning everything inside out;

so that the really central things becone external and the nerely
external things central. The innobst soul of St. Francis is a haze
of false sentinent; but the accidents of his historical setting,

as viewed by people without any historical sense, are a sort



of dreadful secret of his soul.

According to this sort of criticism St. Francis had a great soul

whi ch was nmerely a cloak for a mserable body. It is sentinental

to consider what he felt like. But it is realistic to consider

what he | ooked like. O rather it is realistic to consider what

he woul d have | ooked like to the best-dressed people in Birm ngham
who never saw him or the fashionable tailor in Bond Street

who never had the opportunity of making hima suit of clothes.

The critic tells us what sonme hypothetical suburban snob

of the twentieth century woul d have t hought of the Saint

he never saw, and that is the real truth about the Saint.

We can tell himwhat the Saint would have t hought of the suburban snob
(and his thoughts woul d have been full of the sinple and spontaneous

t ender ness whi ch he showed to all snall and hel pl ess creatures)

but that is only sentinent about St. Francis. Wat St Francis hinself
felt about all other creatures is only a misleading and artificial
addition to his character. But what some of the nost limted and

| east i magi native of those creatures mght possibly think about him
or rather about his clothes or his neals--that alone is reality.

VWen the admirers of St. Francis, who nunmber nyriads of Protestants
and Agnostics as well as Catholics, say that they adnire that great nan,
they nmean that they adnmire his mind, his affections, his tastes,

his point of view They nean that, |ike any other poet, he puts them
in a position to viewthe world in a certain way; and that |ife | ooked
at fromhis nmental standpoint is nmore inspiring or intelligible.

But when the Bishop tells themthat they do not know the facts about
St. Francis, he does not nmean that St. Francis had sonme other mnd

or sone other standpoint. He neans that St. Francis did not have

hot and cold water laid on in the bathroom did not put on a clean
collar every norning, did not send a sufficient nunber of shirts

to the Birm ngham I nmperial Laundry every week, did not have bl ack

nud snmeared on his boots or white nmud to stiffen his shirt front,

and all the rest of it. And that is what he calls the truth about

St. Francis! Everything else, including everything that St. Francis
did do, is a haze of sentinent.

That is the deeper problemof which this foolish affair happens

to be an illustration. How are we to nmake these superficial people
understand that we are not being sentinental about St. Francis, that we
are not presenting an el egant and poetical picture of St. Francis;

that we are not presenting irresponsible enotional ravings about

St. Francis; that we are sinply presenting St. Francis? W are
presenting a renarkable mind; just as Plato presented a renarkable m nd
whether it was his own or sonebody else's. W think no nore

of Bishop Barnes and his nonsense than a Pl atoni st woul d think

about some joke in Aristophanes about Socrates catching fleas.

There may have been people who saw that m nd through a haze

of false sentinent; there were people who saw it through a haze

of exaggerated enthusiasm |ike those heretics who made St. Francis
greater than Christ and the founder of a new di spensation

But even those fanatics were nore |ike phil osophers than a gentl eman
who is content to say either of a true saint or a fal se god,

that his taste in linen and steam | aundries was "not ours."

In short, the true situation is sinple and obvi ous enough

It is we who are thinking about the real Francis Bernadone,

even the realistic Francis Bernadone, the actual nman whose mind and nood
we admire. It is the critic who is thinking of the unreal Francis,

a fantastic phantom produced by | ooking at himin a Bond Street



| ooki ng-gl ass or conparing himw th the fashion-plates of 1926

If it is well for a nan to be happy, to have the way of wel com ng

the thing that happens and the next man that comes al ong,

then St. Francis was happy; happier than nost nodern nen.

If it be good that a man shoul d be synpat hetic, should include

a large nunber of things in his inmaginative synpathy, should have

a hospitality of the heart for strange things and strange peopl e,

then St. Francis was synpathetic; nore synpathetic than nost nodern nen.
If it be good that a man shoul d be original, should add sonet hi ng
creative and not nerely customary or conventional, should do

what he thinks right in his owmn way and w thout fear of worldly
consequences in rumor starvation, then St. Francis was original

nore original than nost nodern nen. All these are tests at once
personal and permanent; they deal with the very essence of the ego

or individual and they are not affected by changes in external fashion.
To say that these things are nere sentinent is to say that the innopst
sense of the innpst self is mere sentinment. And yet how are we

to stop superficial people fromcalling it nere sentinment?

How are we to nmake themrealise that it is not we who have a sentinental
attachnent to a nediaeval friar, but they who have an entirely
sentimental attachment to certain nodern conventions?

Such critics have never really thought of asking what they mean

by "sentiment," still |ess what they nmean by "fal se sentinent."

"Fal se" is sinply a conventional term of abuse to be applied

to "sentinent”; and "sentinent" is sinply a conventional term

of abuse to be applied to Catholicism But it is very nmuch nore
appl i cabl e nowadays to Protestantism It is especially applicable

to Bishop Barnes's own rather nebul ous type of Protestantism

Men of his school always conplain of our thinking too much of theol ogy,
just as they conplained a few centuries before of our thinking

too little of theology. But theology is only the el enent of reason
inreligion; the reason that prevents it frombeing a mere enotion
There are a good many broad-m nded persons for whomit is only an envotion;
and it would hardly be unfair to say a it is only a sentinent.

And we have not to look far for themin cases |ike these.

If a school of critics were found prepared to pay divine honours

to a certain person while doubting whether he was divine,

nmen who took off their hats in his churches s while denying

that he was present on his altars, who hinted that he was only

a religious teacher and then hinted again that he must be served

as if he were the only teacher of religion; who are always ready
totreat himas a fallible individual in relation to his rivals

and then to invoke himas an infallible authority against his followers,
who di sniss every text they choose to think dognmatic and then

gush over every text they choose to think am able, who heckle him
with Higher Criticismabout three-quarters of what he said and then
grovel before a nmawki sh and unnanly ideal nmade by ni sunderstandi ng

the little which is left--if there were a school of critics in TH' S
relation to a historical character, we night very well admt that they
were not getting to grips with it, but surrounding it with "a halo

of false sentinment."

That is the vital distinction. At least we do not admit sentinent
as a substitute for statenent; still |less as a contradiction

of sonmething that we state. There nay be devotional expressions
that are enotional, and even extravagantly enotional; but they do
not actually distort any definition that is purely intellectual
But in the case of our critics, the confusionis in the intellect.



We do not claimthat all our pictorial or poetical expressions

are adequate; but the fault is in the execution not in the conception
And there is a conception which is not a confusion.

We do not say that every pink and blue doll from an

Art Repository is a satisfactory synbol of the Mther of God.

But we do say that it is less of a contradiction than exists

in a person who says there is no Original Sin in anybody, and then
calls it Mariolatry to say there was no Original Sin in Mary.

We do not profess to adnmire the little varni shed pictures

of waxen angel s or wooden children around the Comuni on Tabl e.

But we do npbst strongly profess and proclaimthat they are | ess of a blot
on the intellectual |andscape than a bishop who suggests that the Host
may actually be the divine Presence, but that Hi gh Church curates

will do his lordship a personal favour if they take no notice of it.
We are under no illusions about the literary quality of a |arge

nunber of hymms in our hymm-books, or any other hymm-books. But we
nodestly submit that though they are doggerel they are not nonsense;
and that saying that we can assert a personal God, a personal inmortality,
a personal divine |love that extends to the | east and worst,

and do all this without holding "a Creed," is nonsense.

We know t hat the nearest sane agnostic or atheist would agree

that it is nonsense. Devotional art and literature are often out

of bal ance or broken in expression; sonetimes because the enotion

is too real and too strong for the reason, the sane thing which nmakes
the love-letters of the wisest nmen like the letters of lunatics;
sonetines froma real deficiency in the individual power of reason

but never froma theoretical repudiation of reason, like that

of the Pragmatists and about three-quarters of the Mbdernists.

And in the same way it is the very reverse of the truth to say

that a nere enotional distortion of the facts has drawn the nodern

mnd towards St. Francis. It is, on the contrary, enphatically an
attraction of mind to mnd; and the nore purely mental the process,
the less it will be interrupted by ignorant irritation against

t he strangeness of Italian manners or nedi aeval conditions.

And in this case there is no international problem

Thousands of Englishnmen who know not hing but England glow with | ove
and understanding of St. Francis. W nmay well feel an unaffected
pity for the one unlucky Englishman who cannot understand.

-/ -
ON TWDO ALLEGCRI ES

PERHAPS it is only fair that the nbdern iconoclasm shoul d be

applied also to the ancient iconoclasts; and especially to the

great Puritans, those idol-breakers who have | ong been idols.

M. Belloc was recently tapping the Parliamentary statue of Cronmnel |l
with a highly scientific hamer; and M. Noyes has suddenly assail ed
the i mage of Bunyan with sonmething nore |ike a sledge-hamer. In

the latter case | confess to thinking the reaction excessive;

| should say nothing worse of Bunyan than of many old witers;

that he is best known by his best passages, and that many,

who fondly believe they have read him would be mldly surprised

at sone of his worst passages. But that is not peculiar to Bunyan

and | for one should be content with saying what | said some years ago.
A fair and bal anced view of the culture and creeds invol ved can best

be reached by conparing the Pilgrimge of Christian with the Pil grimge
of Piers Plowman. The Puritan allegory is nuch neater (even if it

be not always neat) than the rather bew | dering nedi aeval nedl ey.

The Puritan allegory is nore national, in the sense that the



| anguage and styl e have obvi ously becone clearer and nore fixed.

But the Puritan allegory is certainly nmuch narrower than the

nmedi aeval allegory. Piers Plowran deals with the death or resurrection
of a whol e human society, where nen are menbers of each other.

In the later work schismhas "isolated the soul"; and it is
certainly nere individualism when it is not nmere terrorism
But | will only say now what | said then; | do not want to danage

the statue of John Bunyan at Bedford, where it stands facing
(synmbolically in nmore ways than one) the site of his own prison
But | do wish there were a statue of John Langl and, uplifted on
a natural height into a nore native air, and | ooking across al
Engl and fromthe Ml vern hills.

But there is one intellectual side issue of the debate that does
interest me very much. M. Janes Dougl as, who once presented hinself
to me as a representative of Protestant truth, and who is certainly
a representative of Protestant tradition, answered M. Alfred Noyes
interms very typical of the present state of that tradition

He said that we should salute Bunyan's living literary genius,

and not bother our heads about Bunyan's obsol ete theol ogy.

Then he added the conparison which seens to ne so thought-provoki ng:
that this is after all what we do, when we admire Dante's geni us and not
H' S obsolete theology. Now there is a distinction to be rmade here;
if the whole nodern nmind is to realize at all where it stands.

If | say that Bunyan's theology IS obsolete, but Dante's theol ogy
is NOT obsolete--then | know the features of ny friend M. Dougl as
will be weathed in a refined smle of superiority and scorn

He will say that | am a Papist and therefore of course | think

t he Papi st dogmatismliving. But the point is that he is

a Protestant and he thinks the Protestant dogmati sm dead.

| do at |east defend the Catholic theory because it can be defended.
The Puritans woul d presumably be defending the Puritan theory--

if it could be defended. The point is that it is dead for them

as nmuch as for us. It is not nerely that M. Noyes denands

t he di sappearance of a disfigurenent; it is that M. Dougl as says

it cannot be a disfigurenent because it has already di sappeared.
Now t he Thoni st phil osophy, on which Dante based his poetry has

not di sappeared. It is not a question of faith but of fact;

anybody who knows Paris or Oxford, or the worlds where such things
are discussed, will tell you that it has not disappeared.

Al sorts of people, including those who do not believe init,

refer to it and argue against it on equal ternmns.

| do not believe, for a fact, that nodern nmen so discuss the seventeenth
century sectarianism Had | the privilege of passing a few days
with M. Douglas and his young |ions of the DAILY EXPRESS, | doubt
not that we should discuss and differ about nany things.

But | do rather doubt whether M. Douglas would every now and
again cry out, as with a crow of pure delight "Oh, | nust read

you this charmng little bit fromCalvin." | do rather doubt

whet her his young journalists are joyously capping each other's
qgquot ations from Topl ady' s sernmons on Calvinism But eager young
men do still quote Aquinas, just as they still quote Aristotle.

I have heard themat it. And certain ideas are flying about,

even in the original prose of St. Thomas, as well as in the poetry
of Dante--or, for that matter, of Donne.

The case of Bunyan is really the opposite of the case of Dante.
In Dante the abstract theory still illum nates the poetry;
the ideas enlighten even where the inmages are dark



In Bunyan it is the human facts and figures that are bright;

while the spiritual background is not only dark in spirit,

but bl ackened by tine and change. O course it is true enough

that in Dante the nere images are i mmensely inaginative

It is also true that in one sense sone of them are obsol ete;

in the sense that the incidents are obsol ete and the persona
judgrment nerely personal. Nobody will ever forget how there cane
through the infernal twilight the figure of that insolent troubadour
carrying his own head aloft in his hand like a lantern to light his way.
Everybody knows that such an inage is poetically true to certain
terrible truths about the unnatural violence of intellectual pride.
But as to whether anybody has any business to say that Bertrand de
Born is damed, the obvious answer is No. Dante knew no nore about it
than | do: only he cared nore about it; and his personal quarrel is
an obsolete quarrel. But that sort of thing is not Dante's theol ogy,
| et al one Catholic theol ogy.

In a word; so far fromhis theol ogy being obsolete, it would be nuch
truer to say that everything is obsolete except his theol ogy.

That he did not happen to like a particular Southern gentl eman

is obsolete; but that was at nost a private fancy, in denonol ogy

rat her than theol ogy. W cone to theol ogy when we conme to theism
And if anybody will read the passage in which Dante grapples with
the gigantic problem of describing the Beatific Vision, he will find
it is uplifted into another world of ideas fromthe successfu

entry to the Golden City at the end of the Pilgrinm s Progress.

It is a Thought; which a thinker, especially a genuine freethinker
is always free to go on thinking. The images of Dante

are not to be worshi pped, any nore than any ot her images.

But there is an idea behind all inmages; and it is before that,
inthe last lines of the Paradiso, that the spirit of the poet
seenms first to soar like an eagle and then to fall |ike a stone.

There is nothing in this conparison that reflects on the genius

and genui neness of Bunyan in his own line or class; but it

does serve to put himin his own class. | think there was

something to be said for the vigorous denunciation of M. Noyes;

but no such denunciation is involved in this distinction

On the contrary, it would be easy to draw the same distinction
between two nen both at the very top of all literary achi evenent.

It would be true to say, | think, that those who nost enjoy

readi ng Homer care nore about an eternal humanity than an

epheneral nythol ogy. The reader of Honer cares nore about mnen

t han about gods. So, as far as one can guess, does Honer.

It is true that if those curious and capricious dynpians did
between them nake up a religion, it is now a dead religion

It is the human Hector who so died that he will never die.

But we should renonstrate with a critic who, after successfully
proving this about Homer, should go on to prove it about Pl ato.

We should protest if he said that the only interest of the

Pl atoni ¢ Dial ogues to-day is in their playful asides and very lively
| ocal colour, in the gay and graceful picture of Geek life;

but that nobody troubl es nowadays about the obsol ete phil osophy of Pl ato.
We shoul d point out that there is no truth in the conparison

and that if anything the case is all the other way.

Pl ato's philosophy will be inportant as |long as there is phil osophy;
and Dante's religion will be inportant as long as there is religion
Above all it will be inportant as long as there is that lucid

and serene sort of religion that is nost in touch wth phil osophy.
Nobody will say that the theology of the baptist tinker is in that sense



serene or even lucid; on many points it necessarily renains obscure.

The reason is that such religion does not do what phil osophy does;

it does not begin at the beginning. 1In the matter of mere chronol ogica
order, it is true that the pilgrimge of Dante and that of Bunyan

both end in the Celestial Cty. But it is in a very different sense
that the pilgrinage of Bunyan begins in the Cty of Destruction

The mind of Dante, like that of his nmaster St. Thomas, really begins

as well as ends in the Cty of Creation. It begins as well as ends

in the burning focus in which all things began. He sees his series
fromthe right end, though he then begins it at the wong end.

But it is the whole point of a personal work |ike THE PILGRIM S PROGRESS
that it does begin with a nan's own private sins and private panic

about them This intense individualismagives it great force;

but it cannot in the nature of things give it great breadth and range
Heaven is haven; but the wanderer has not nmany other thoughts

about it except that it is haven. It is typical of the two nethods,
each of themvery real inits way, that Dante could wite a whole vol une
one-third of his gigantic epic, describing the things of Heaven

whereas in the case of Bunyan, as the gates of Heaven open

the book itself closes.

I think it worth while to wite this note on the critical remark of

M. James Dougl as, because it is a remark that would be made as readily
by many other intelligent men to-day. But it is founded on a fallacy;

on the idea that the choice between |iving phil osophies and dead

phi |l osophies is the sane as the choi ce between ol d phil osophi es and new.
It is not true of Plato and it is not true of Dante; and, apart from
what ever is our own philosophy, we should realise that some of

t he nost ancient are the nost alive.

-/ -
THE PROTESTANT SUPERSTI TI ONS

THAT del i ghtful guessing ganme, which has |ong caused i nnocent nerrinent
in so many Catholic famlies, the gane of guessing at exactly

which Iine of an article say on Landscape or Latin El egiacs, we shal
find the Dean of St. Paul's introducing the Antidote to Antichrist;

or the Popish Plot Reveal ed--that nost famliar of our Catholic

parl our ganmes happened to be entertaining ne sone tine ago,

as a sort of substitute for a crossword puzzle, when | found | had hit

on a very lucky exanple. | wote above about "Catholic famlies,"

and had al nost, by force of associations witten "Catholic firesides."
And | inmagine that the Dean really does think that even in this weather
we keep the hone-fires burning, like the fire of Vesta, in pernmanent

expectation of relighting the fires of Smthfield. Anyhow, this sort
of guessing game or crossword puzzle is sel dom di sappoi nting.

The Dean nust by this time have tried quite a hundred ways of | eading
up to his beloved topic; and even concealing it, |like a nmasked battery,
until he can let | oose the cannonade in a perfect tornado of tenper.
Then the crossword puzzle is no longer a puzzle, though the crosswords
are apparent and appropriate enough; especially those devoted

to the great historical process of crossing out the Cross.

In the case of this particular article, it was only towards the end

of it that the real subject was allowed to | eap out from an anmbush
upon the reader. | think it was a general article on Superstition

and, being a journalistic article of the nodern type, it was of course
devoted to di scussing superstition wi thout defining superstition

In an article of that enlightened sort, it seened enough for the witer



to suggest that superstition is anything that he does not happen to I|ike.
Sone of the things are also things that | do not happen to |ike.

But such a writer is not reasonable even when he is right.

A man ought to have sonme nore phil osophical objection to stories

of ill luck than nerely calling themcredulity; as certainly
as a nman ought to have sonme nore phil osophi cal objection
to Mass than to call it Magic. It is hardly a final refutation

of Spiritualists to prove that they believe in Spirits; any nore

than a refutation of Deists to prove that they believe in Deity.

Creed and credence and credulity are words of the sane origin

and can be juggl ed backwards and forwards to any extent.

But when a nman assunes the absurdity of anything that anybody

el se believes, we wish first to know what he believes; on what principle
he bel i eves; and, above all, upon what principle he disbelieves.

There is no trace of anything so rational in the Dean's piece

of metaphysical journalism |[If he had stopped to define his terns,

or in other words to tell us what he was tal ki ng about, such an abstract
anal ysis woul d of course have filled up sonme space in the article.

There m ght have been no room for the Al arum Agai nst the Pope.

The Dean of St. Paul's got to business, in a paragraph in the second
hal f of his article, in which he unveiled to his readers all the horrors
of a quotation from Newran; a very shocki ng and shameful passage

i n which the degraded apostate says that he is happy in his religion

and in being surrounded by the things of his religion; that he Iikes

to have objects that have been bl essed by the holy and bel oved, that there
is a sense of being protected by prayers, sacranentals and so on

and that happiness of this sort satisfies the soul. The Dean

havi ng given us this one ghastly glinpse of the Cardinal's spiritua
condition, drops the curtain with a groan and says it is Pagani sm

How different fromthe Christian orthodoxy of Plotinus!

Now it was exactly that little glinpse that interested ne in this matter;
not so rmuch a glinpse into the soul of the Cardinal as into

the mind of the Dean. | suddenly seened to see, in nuch sinpler
formthan | had yet realised, the real issue between him and us.

And the curious thing about the issue is this; that what he thinks
about us is exactly what we think about him \Wat | for one

feel nost strongly, in considering a case |like that of the Dean

and his quotation fromthe Cardinal, is that the Dean is a man of

di stinguished intelligence and culture, that he is always interesting,
that he is sometimes even just, or at least justified or justifiable;
but that he is first and | ast the champion of a Superstition

the man who is really and truly defending a Superstition, as it

woul d be understood by people who could define a Superstition.

VWhat makes it all the nore anusing is that it is in a rather specia
sense a Pagan Superstition. But what makes it nost intensely
interesting, so far as | amconcerned, is that the Dean is devoted

to what nmay be called par excellence a superstitious Superstition

| mean that it is in a special sense a LOCAL superstition

Dean Inge is a superstitious person because he is worshipping a relic;
arelic in the sense of a remmant. He is idolatrously adoring

t he broken fragnent of sonething; sinply because that sonething
happens to have lingered out of the past in the place called Engl and;
in the rather battered formcalled Protestant Christianity.

It is as if a local patriot were to venerate the statue of Qur Lady

of Wl si ngham only because she was in Wal si ngham and wi t hout

even renenbering that she was in Heaven. It is still nore as

if he venerated a fragnent chipped fromthe toe of the statue



and forgot where it came fromand ignored Qur Lady altogether

| do not think it superstitious to respect the chip in relation

to the statue, or the statue in relation to the saint,

or the saint in relation to the schenme of theol ogy and phil osophy.

But | do think it superstitious to venerate, or even to accept,

the fragnent because it happens to be there. And Dean |nge does accept
the fragnent call ed Protestanti smbecause it happens to be there.

Let us for a nonment consider the whole nmatter as phil osophers shoul d;
in a universal air above all local superstitions |like the Dean's. It
is quite obvious that there are three or four phil osophies or views
of life possible to reasonable nmen; and to a great extent these are
enbodied in the great religions or in the wide field of irreligion
There is the atheist, the materialist or nonist or whatever

he calls hinself, who believes that all is ultimately material

and all that is nmaterial is nmechanical. That is enphatically

a viewof life; not a very bright or breezy view, but one into
which it is quite possible to fit many facts of existence.

Then there is the normal man with the natural religion

whi ch accepts the general idea that the world has a design

and therefore a designer; but feels the Architect of the Universe
to be inscrutable and renmote, as renote fromnen as from m crobes.
That sort of theismis perfectly sane; and is really the ancient
basis of the solid if somewhat stagnant sanity of Islam

There is again the nman who feels the burden of life so bitterly

that he wi shes to renounce all desire and all division, and rejoin
a sort of spiritual unity and peace from which (as he thinks)

our separate selves should never have broken away. That is the npod
answered by buddhi sm and by many netaphysici ans and nysti cs.

Then there is a fourth sort of man, sonetines called a nystic

and perhaps nore properly to be called a poet; in practice

he can very often be called a pagan. His position is this;

it isatwlight world and we know not where it ends.

If we do not know enough for nonotheism neither do we know

enough for nmonism There may be a borderland and a worl d beyond;
but we can only catch hints of it as they cone; we nay neet

a nynph in the forest; we may see the fairies on the nountains.

We do not know enough about the natural to deny the preternatural
That was, in ancient tines, the healthiest aspect of Pagani sm

That is, in nodern tines, the rational part of Spiritualism

Al'l these are possible as general views of life; and there is a fourth
that is at |east equally possible, though certainly nore positive.

The whol e point of this last position night be expressed in

the line of M Cammuerts's beautiful little poem about bl uebells;

LE Cl EL EST TOVBE PAR TERRE. Heaven has DESCENDED into the world

of matter; the supreme spiritual power is now operating by the machinery
of matter, dealing nmiraculously with the bodies and souls of nen

It blesses all the five senses; as the senses of the baby are

bl essed at a Catholic christening. It blesses even material gifts
and keepsakes, as with relics or rosaries. |t works through water

or oil or bread or wine. Now that sort of nystical nmaterialism

may pl ease or displ ease the Dean, or anybody el se. But | cannot

for the life of nme understand why the Dean, or anybody el se, does not
see that the Incarnation is as nmuch a part of that idea as the Mass;
and that the Mass is as nuch a part of that idea as the |ncarnation.
A Puritan may think it blasphenmous that God shoul d beconme a wafer.

A Moslemthinks it blasphenmous that God shoul d become a workman

in Galilee. And he is perfectly right, fromhis point of view

and given his prinmary principle. But if the Mdslemhas a principle,



the Protestant has only a prejudice. That is, he has only a fragnent;
arelic; a superstition. |If it be profane that the mracul ous shoul d
descend to the plane of matter, then certainly Catholicismis profane;
and Protestantismis profane; and Christianity is profane.

O all human creeds or concepts, in that sense, Christianity is

the nost utterly profane. But why a nman should accept a Creator who
was a carpenter, and then worry about holy water, why he shoul d accept
a local Protestant tradition that God was born in sone particul ar

pl ace mentioned in the Bible, nerely because the Bible had been

left lying about in England, and then say it is incredible that a

bl essing should |inger on the bones of a saint, why he should accept
the first and nost stupendous part of the story of Heaven on Earth,
and then furiously deny a few small but obvi ous deductions fromit--
that is a thing | do not understand; | never coul d understand;

| have cone to the conclusion that | shall never understand

| can only attribute it to Superstition

/-
ON COURAGE AND | NDEPENDENCE

WHEN we are pressed and taunted upon our obstinacy in saying the Mass
in a dead | anguage, we are tenpted to reply to our questioners

by telling themthat they are apparently not fit to be trusted

with a living | anguage. When we consider what they have done

with the noble English | anguage, as conpared with the English

of the Anglican Prayer-Book, |let alone the Latin of the Mass,

we feel that their devel opnment nay well be call ed degenerate.

The | anguage call ed dead can never be call ed degenerate.

Surely even they mi ght understand our taking refuge init,

by the time that (in the vernacular) the word "i mracul ate"

is applied only to the shirt-fronts of snobs; or "unction" means not
Extrenme Unction, but only unctuous rectitude. It is needless to note
once nore how the noral qualities have |lost their nystical quality;
and with it all their dignity and delicacy and spontaneous

spiritual appeal. Charity, that was the flaming heart of the world,
has becone a nanme for a niggardly and ponmpous patronage of the poor
general ly amounting by this tine to the enslavenent of the poor

But there are nore subtle exanples of this degeneration in ideal ternmns.
And an even worse exanple, | think, than the cheapeni ng of the word
CHARITY is the new newspaper cheapeni ng of the word COURAGE.

Any man living in conplete luxury and security who chooses
to wite a play or a novel which causes a flutter and exchange

of conpliments in Chel sea and Chiswick and a faint thrill in
Streat ham and Surbiton, is described as "daring," though nobody
on earth knows what danger it is that he dares. | speak, of course,

of terrestrial dangers; or the only sort of dangers he believes in.
To be extravagantly flattered by everybody he considers enlightened,
and rather feebly rebuked by everybody he considers dated and dead,
does not seem so appalling a peril that a man should be stared

at as a heroic warrior and nilitant martyr because he has had

the strength to endure it.

The dramatic critic of a Sunday paper, a little while ago,

| ashed hinmself into a frenzy of admiration for the "courage"

of sonme dismal and dirty play or other, because it represented
a soldier as raving like a hysterical woman agai nst the cruelty



of those who had expected himto defend his country. It may be

anusing that his idea of courage should be a defence of cowardice.

But it is the sort of defence of it that we have heard ten thousand
times during the reaction after the War; and the courage required

to utter it is exactly as great as the courage required to utter any
other stale quotation fromthe cant and conventi on of the nonent:

such trifles as the absurdity of nmarriage or the synpathetic personality
of Judas Iscariot. These things have becone quite comonpl ace;

but they still pretend to be courageous. So sham sol diers have been
known to swagger about in uniformwhen the war was over

The Catholic Church, as the guardian of all val ues, guards al so

t he value of words. Her children will not fall, | hope,

into this conventional and confortable folly. W need not pretend
that Catholics to-day are called upon to show anything worth

calling courage, by the standard of the Catholics in other days.

It did require sone courage to be a Catholic when it invol ved

the definite disinclination felt by nost of us for being racked

or ripped up with a knife. It did require some courage when there
was only an intermittent possibility of being torn in pieces by a nob.
Even that our subtle human psychol ogy regards with some di staste.

But | hope we do not feel any distaste for being on the opposite
side to Bishop Barnes, or for being regarded with al arm and
suspicion by Jix. These things are alnpost intellectual pleasures.
Indeed, they really involve a certain tenptation to intellectual pride.
Let us pray to be delivered fromit; and |l et us hope that we

are not left altogether w thout occasions for courage.

But nost of themw ||l be present in private Iife and in other
practical aspects of public life; in resisting pain or passion

or defying the economc threat and tyranny of our tine.

But do not let us make fools of ourselves like the rationalists
and the realists, by posing as martyrs who are never martyred

or defying tyrants who have been dead for two hundred years.

But though the name of this virtue has been vulgarized so nuch that it

is hard to use it even where it is exact, let alone where it is in any
case exaggerative, there is a sonewhat anal ogous quality which the nodern
world lauds equally loudly and has | ost al nost nore conpletely.

Putting aside the strict sense of a Catholic courage, the world ought

to be told something about Catholic intellectual independence.

It is, of course, the one quality which the world supposes

that Catholics have lost. It is also, at this nmoment, the one

quality which Catholics perceive that all the world has |ost.

The nodern world has nmany nmarks, good as well as bad; but by far the nost
nodern thing in it is the abandonnent of individual reason, in favour

of press stunts and suggestion and nass psychol ogy and mass producti on.
The Catholic Faith, which always preserves the unfashi onable virtue,

is at this nonent al one sustaining the independent intellect of nan.

Qur critics, in condeming us, always argue in a circle.

They say of nediaevalismthat all nen were narrow. \Wen they discover

that many of them were very broad, they insist that those men nust have
been in revolt, not only agai nst nediaevalism but against Catholicism
No Catholics were intelligent; for when they were intelligent,

they cannot really have been Catholics. This circular argunent

appears with a slight difference in the matter of independent

t hought to-day. It consists of extending to all Catholicism

what are in fact the independent ideas of different Catholics.

Men start by assumi ng (what they have been told) that Rome rigidly



suppresses all variety and therefore Romani sts never differ on anything.
Then if one of them advances an interesting view, they say that Rone nust
have i nmposed it on himand therefore on all the other Roman Catholics.

I nyself have advanced several economc and political suggestions,

for which | never dreaned of claimng anything nore than that a | oya
Catholic can offer them But | would rather take any other exanple

than nmy own uni nportant opinions.

In any case, nmy own experience of the nodern world tells me that Catholics
are much nore and not |ess individualistic than other men in their
general opinions. M. Mchael WIlianms, the spirited propagandi st

of Catholicismin Anerica, gave this as a very cogent reason for
refusing to found or join anything like a Catholic party in politics.
He said that Catholics will conbine for Catholicism but it is quite
abnormal ly difficult to get themto conbine for anything el se.

This is confirmed by ny own inpressions and is contrasted very

sharply with my recol |l ections about nost other religious groups.

For instance, what we called the Free Churches, constituting what

was al so called the Nonconform st Consci ence, represented a nmarve

of noral unity and the spreading of a special spiritual atnosphere.

But the Free Churches were not free, whatever else they were.

The nost striking and even startling thing about them was the ABSENCE
of any individual repudiations of the common ideals which the Conscience
laid down. The Nonconfornist Conscience was not the normal conscience;
they woul d hardly thensel ves have pretended that the nass of

manki nd necessarily agreed with them about Drink or Arnmanents.

But they all agreed with each other about Drink or Arnmanents.

A Nonconform st minister standing up to defend public-houses,

or public expenditure on guns and bayonets, was a much rarer thing
than a heretic in nuch nore hierarchical systens. It was broadly

the fact that ALL such nen supported what they called Tenperance;

whi ch seened to nmean an intenperate denunciation of tenperate drinking.
It is alnmbst as certain that ALL of theminsisted on what they

cal | ed Peace; which seened, so far as | could make out, to mean

such weakeni ng of armanent as woul d i nvol ve di saster and destruction
in War. But the question here is not whether | disagreed

with them but whether they ever disagreed with each other.

And one thing is at l|east certain, that on things of this sort

they di sagreed with each other infinitely less than Catholics do.
Though the traditional culture and sacranental synbol of the vine
nmakes nost Catholics noderately favourable to fernented |iquor

i n noderation, there have been many proni nent Catholics who

were teetotallers in a degree hardly to be called noderate.

The great Cardinal Manning startled all his own supporters by the passion
of this private conviction; just as he startled them by many ot her

Radi cal eccentricities, such as making friends with Stead and chanpi oni ng
the Sal vation Army. \Wether he was right is not here in question

the point is that he thought he was right when his own religious

wor | d t hought he was wong, and not unfrequently told himso.

You woul d not have found a man in the Salvation Arny to defend

Irish whisky, as you found a man |i ke Father Matthew to denounce it.

The sane facts could be supported by a hundred facts in ny

own experience. Dean Inge observed the other day that M. Belloc

was the only man in England who believed that Dreyfus was guilty.

He mi ght have added that he was nearly the only man in Engl and

who knew any of the actual facts of the case, which were suppressed

in the English newspapers. |In any case, the phrase is an exaggeration
for several men, like Lord Chief Justice Russell, whomno one will

call inconmpetent to judge evidence, and old Harry Labouchere, whom no



one will call a zealot for nmlitarism were of the sane opinion

But substantially it is true that M. Belloc, in the days

of his youth, found hinself absolutely alone in al nost any

assenbly of English people discussing the question. It is by no
neans the only occasi on on which he has found hinself al one

Merely frommy own personal know edge of him | could give

alist as long as this article of topics on which he was opposed

to everyone el se's opinion and sonetines opposed to nine

To mention only a few things, large and srmall, he woul d probably be
the only person in a drawi ng-room saying that Lewis Carroll was overrated,
that Byron and Longfell ow were not overrated, that wit is superior
to hurmour, that ALLY SLOPE' S HALF- HOLI DAY was superior to PUNCH
that Janmes the Second was chiefly notable as a stolid English
patriot suspicious of French influence, that an Irish politica
nmurder mght actually be as excusable as a Russian political nurder
(old regine), that half the nodern | egislation advanced in favour
of Labour is part of a plan to re-establish pagan slavery, that it
is the mark of the Protestant culture to tolerate Catholicism

and the mark of the Catholic culture to persecute it, and a variety
of other opinions which would at | east be largely regarded

as paradoxes. And he says such things because he is a Catholic:

whi ch does not nean that other Catholics would say the same.

On the contrary, each would say sonething quite different.

It is not that they need agree with him but that he need not agree
with them Apart fromhis own genius. Catholics do differ thus
nore than a conpany of Anglican public-school patriots or solid

Li beral Nonconformists; to say nothing of the mddle class

of the Mddle West, with its rigid pattern of regular guys.

Cat holics know the two or three transcendental truths on which they
do agree; and take rather a pleasure in disagreeing on everything else.
A glance at the living literature, witten by other Catholics
besides M. Belloc, will confirmwhat | say.

I mght take, for instance, a book |ike the remarkable recent work

of M. Christopher Hollis, "The Anerican Heresy." Now surely nobody

in his senses will say that all Catholics are bound to believe

that the Slave States ought to have won the Anerican Givil War,

t hat Anerica ought never to have extended westward of Tennessee,

t hat Andrew Jackson was a savage, or that Abraham Lincoln was a failure,
t hat Cal houn was |ike a heathen Roman or that W/Ison was an arrogant

and di shonest school master. These opinions are not part of the
Catholic order; but they are illustrations of the Catholic liberty.

And they illustrate exactly the sort of liberty which the nodern

wor |l d enphatically has not got; the real liberty of the m nd
It is no longer a question of liberty fromkings and captains
and inquisitors. It is a question of liberty from catchwords

and headl i nes and hypnotic repetitions and all the plutocratic
pl atitudes inmposed on us by advertisenment and journalism

It is strictly true to say that the average reader of the DAILY MAIL
and the "Qutline of History" is inhibited fromthese intellectual acts.
It is true to say that he CANNOT think that Abraham Lincoln

was a failure. It is true to say that he CANNOT think that a

Republ i ¢ shoul d have refused to expand as it has expanded.

He cannot nmove his mnd to such a position, even experinentally;

it means nmoving it out of too deep a rut, worn too snooth by

the swift traffic of nodern talk and journalism all perpetually
novi ng one way.

These nodern people nean by nmental activity sinply an express train



going faster and faster along the sane rails to the sanme station

or having nore and nore railway carriages hooked on to it to be taken
to the sane place. The one notion that has vanished fromtheir

mnds is the notion of voluntary novenent even to the same end.

They have fixed not only the ends, but the neans.

They have inmposed not only the doctrines, but the words.

They are bound not nerely in religion, which is avowedly bi ndi ng,

but in everything else as well. There are formal praises

of free thought; but even the praises are in a fixed form

Thousands who have never learned to think at all are urged to think
what ever nay take their fancy about Jesus Christ. But they are,

in fact, forbidden to think in any way but one about Abraham Li ncol n.
That is why it is worth remarking that it is a Catholic who has

t hought for hinself.

-/ -
THE NORDI C HI NDCO

I CANNOT, as sone do, find Dr. Barnes a very exciting Bishop
nerely because he is an Evolutionist in the style of fifty years
ago and a Protestant persecutor in the style of eighty years ago.
H s views are stale enough; but | adnmit that his argunents

are sonetines amusi ng.

Thus, he reached the last limt of wildness in one renmark which he made
in the course of explaining that the fol klore of the Mediterranean

had been forced upon the Nordic nations--whatever that nay mnean.

He added abruptly that |ndian and Chi nese netaphysics are

now rmuch nore inportant than ours. But, above all, he nade

the crowning assertion that Rome is thus stanped as Provincial

This seenms to suggest to the educational nmind the construction

of an exam nation paper in elenentary general know edge.

It mght run something like this:

1. Fromwhat |anguage is the word "provincial" derived?
2. To what provinces did it generally refer?

3. If Athens, Antioch, Rone and Jerusal em were provincial towns,
what was their Metropolitan city?

4. \Wat reasons are there for supposing that Birni ngham occupi ed
this Metropolitan position fromthe earliest tinmes?

5. Gve a short account of the conquest of Southern Europe and
the Near East by the Enmperors of Birm ngham

6. At what date did the Papacy rebel against the Diocese of Birm nghan?
7. Explain the old proverb, "All roads |ead to Birm ngham"

8. Discuss the followi ng remark, "The nmpost charmingly Nordic people
| know are those dear Chinanen."

9. Wiy is the folklore of the H ndoos so nmuch nore reasonabl e
than that of the Ronans?

10. Wien will the Bishop of Birm nghamgo touring in the Provinces?



Answers nust be sent in before the tine of the D sestablishment
of the Church of England, and priests are forbidden to give their
crafty assistance to the candi dates.

Really, | do not know any other way of dealing with even

a pretence of seriousness with such an extraordi nary remark

It was rendered even nore extraordinary, of course,

by the further remarks on the subject of Chinamen and H ndoos.

Now we know all about the Nordic Man, so far as anybody can know
anyt hi ng about a person who does not exist. W know, for instance,
that up to the autumm of 1914 he used to be called the Teutonic Man.
Dean Inge used to be frightfully fond of himin those days;

even fonder than he is now. He once quoted lavishly, and stil
guotes occasionally, fromthat great and gl orious English patriot,
M. Houston Stewart Chanberl ain.

We quite understood that all Nordic Men were |ike gods, having |ong

gol den hair and gigantic stature; and this nade it all the nore pl easant
to realize that we ourselves were Nordic Men, Unfortunately, the were
even nore Nordic and gigantic and beautiful to gaze upon; they said so;
and they ought to know. The poor Teuton was a little unpopular for
five years or so; but now he is creeping out again to feel the sun
like the kings after Napoleon's fall in Ms. Browning' s poem

Li ke several other people, he changed his nane during the War.

He is now entirely Nordic and not at all Teutonic. And, as it is,

and al ways was, his whole profession in life to praise hinself

and exalt the virtue of pride, so rmuch underval ued by Christi ans,

it is perfectly natural that he shoul d despi se "Dagos"

and tal k about the I ower culture of |esser breeds w thout the |aw.

It is natural that he should insist that all Spaniards are cowardly

bul | fighters and all Italians |uxurious organ-grinders. He may

be expected to point out at intervals the sluggish i nconpetence

of Napol eon and the inpotent |anguor of Missolini

Al this we were used to; it was what we expected fromthe Nordic Man
for nobody ever expected a Nordic Man to face facts staring him

in the face, or to learn anything even fromhis own experience.

We thought we had it all clear and conplete, Iike a nmutual understanding;
there was the Nordic Man who was nobl e because he was Protestant

and had light hair; and there was the Southern Catholic who was

a lower sort of aninmal, because he was swarthy and superstitious.

But why Hi ndoos? 0 Venerable Father in God and gentle shepherd

of souls, why H ndoos?

Wiy are we nowtold to | earn from people who are even | ess
light-haired and even further off fromthe Arctic Circle? Are they
not a | ower race, conquered by the earth-shaking Inperialism

of Birm nghan? Are they not a | esser breed w thout the | aw?

Are we to go to Asia to escape fromthe fol kl ore and nagic?

Do the dear Indians never exhibit any of the errors that deface

t he depl orable Romans? |If the Latins are idolaters, do the Indians
never have idols? |If Southern Europe is attached to mythol ogy,

is Southern Asia a world of pure reason that has never been defaced
by a nyth?

The expl anation, the only explanation that | can suggest, is the one
have al ready suggested; and it is in a sinple word; the word despair
Everybody knows that when a nilitary canpai gn begins to fail there

is an inevitable and even pardonable tenptation to every mlitary
conmander on the defeated side to |lower the standard of mlitary fitness



and col |l ect soldiers fromanywhere, whatever be their mlitary quality.
Thi s has happened agai n and agai n even anbong the white races;

something simlar is constantly happening in their relation to the
other races. So both the Dutch and the English in the South African
quarrel have been continually tenpted to nmake use of the natives

for war as well as |labour. France has been blaned for relying on

dark troops; though | never could see why she shoul d be bl anmed by us,
who drew dark troops fromall over our own Enpire.

Anyhow, it is a process that defeated or enbarrassed captains fall back

upon regularly but often reluctantly. It is a very exact parallel
to the defeat of the Bishop of Birm nghamand his cry for help
to the Hi ndoos. He has reached the position in which he will accept

rei nforcements from anywhere except Rome. Rome must be provincial
even if it is the only place in the world that is provincial

Rorme nust be barbaric; if all the barbarians of the earth are called
up to sack the city.

And when we have reached that point, it is not difficult to see
that the very invasion and spoliation proclaimit to be a Holy City;
uni que and uni versal and towering over the tribes of nen.

/-
A SPI RI TUALI ST LOOKS BACK

WE hear much about new religions; many of them based

on the very latest novelties of Buddha and Pyt hagoras.

But | have come to a conclusion which | fear will offend still nore.
| fancy that all nodern religions are counter-religions; attacks on
or alternative to the Catholic Church. They bear no |ikeness to

t he natural pagan specul ations that existed before the Catholic Church,
or would exist if it had never existed. The attitude of Dean I|Inge
is certainly nuch nore like that of Plotinus than that of Plato.

But it is even nore |like that of Porphyry than that of Plotinus.

He is exactly like some pagan of the decline; it is not necessary
for himto know very nmuch about the Christian superstition

as soon as he heard of it, he hated it.

In a recent work, which | have considered in this place, he is carefu
to insist that the word PROTESTANT had an ol d nmeani ng whi ch was not
nerely negative. And he has certainly fulfilled an ol d meani ng

that is positive; if the word Protestant neans a nman who doth

protest too nmuch. He is so very anxious to explain what he thinks
about the Catholic Church that he cannot keep it out of any article
about M Coue or Mnkey d ands.

The Dean stands by hinself; and nust be presumably described as

an Anglican, for want of anything else in particular to call him

But it is very interesting to observe that even those who seem

to go out into the wilderness to stake out their own Prom sed Land,
like the Mornons, are eventually found to be as rmuch a nere reaction
agai nst orthodoxy as the Modernists. Their march towards the new Ut opia
is found to be only a rather |onger and nore el aborate nmanoeuvre

of one of the arnies besieging the Holy City. W imagined that these
new schismatics had finally gone off to pray; but we always find
(alittle while afterwards) that they have remmined to scoff.

They al ways conme back to boo and riot in our churches when they

have got tired of trying to build their own.



One who thus reveals all that he does not know, and certainly ought
to know, is Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. He broke out the other day
into a diatribe, which was supposed to begin with the relations

of his newreligion to others, but which turned with incal cul abl e
rapidity into nere abuse of his old original famly religion

as if there were no other in the world.

Perhaps he is right; and there is not. But you would think

a man fresh fromfounding a new religion mght have a few

new things to say about that; instead of old and negative

things to say about sonmething else. But the special strictures

of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle on Catholic orthodoxy had a certain

very curious character, which alone makes themworth noting at all.
In thensel ves they are al nost indescribably stale and thin and shabby;
and have been thrashed threadbare in a hundred controversies.

But the odd thing which | want to remark about themis this;

that they are not only old, but ol d-fashioned, in the sense

that they do not even fit into what is now fashi onable.

They had some neaning sixty years ago. They have no neani ng

at all for anybody who | ooks at the living world as it is--

even at the world of new faiths or fads like Spiritualism

But the Spiritualist is not |ooking even at the Spiritualist world.
He is not |ooking at the human world, or the heathen world, or even
at the worldly world. He is looking only at the thing he hates.

For instance, he says, exactly as did our Calvinist great-grandnother,
that the Confessional is a npbst indelicate institution; and that

it is highly inproper for a young | ady of correct deportnent,

in the matter of prunes and prisns, to nention such things as sins

to a strange gentlenman who is a celibate. WelI, of course

all Catholics know the answer to that; and hundreds of Catholics

have answered it to Protestants who had some sort of right or reason
to ask it.

Nobody, or next to nobody, has ever had to go into so rmuch norbid
detail in confessing to a priest as in confessing to a doctor.
And the joke of it is that the Protestant great-grandnother

who objected to the gentlenman priest, would have been

the very first to object to a |lady doctor. Wat matters in

the confessional is the noral guilt and not the material details.
But the nmaterial details are everything in medicine, even for

t he nost respectabl e and responsi bl e physician, |et alone all

t he anarchi cal quacks who have been let | oose to hear confessions
in the name of Psychoanal ysis or Hypnotic Cures. But though we al
know the ol d and obvi ous answers, what | find startling is this:
that our critic does not see the new and obvi ous situation

VWhat in the world is the sense of his coming with his prunes

and prisns into the sort of society that surrounds us to-day?

If a girl nmust not nmention sin to a nman in a corner of a church

it is apparently the only place nowadays in which she may not do so.
She may sit side by side with himon a jury and discuss the details
of the foul est and nobst perverted w ckedness in the world,

perhaps with a nman's |ife hanging on the m nuteness of the detail
She may read in novels and newspapers sins she has never

heard of, let alone sins she is likely to conmit or confess.

She nust not whi sper to an inpersonal presence behind a grating

the nost abstract allusion to the things that she hears shouted

and cat-called in all the theatrical art and social conversation



of the day.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyl e rmust know as well as | do that nodesty

of that sort is not being regarded at all by the nodern world;

and that nobody dreans of attenpting to safeguard it so strictly as it
is saf eguarded in Catholic conversation and Catholic confessions.

We can say of Rome and Purity what Swi nburne said, in another sense,
about Rome and Liberty--"Wo is against but all her nen, and who

i s beside her but Thou?" And yet the critic has the inpudence

to accuse us of the neglect of what all but we are negl ecting;
simply because that charge was used against us a century ago,

and anyt hi ng used agai nst us can be used over and over again,

until it drops to pieces. The old stick of the old grandnother

is still good enough to beat the old dog with, though if the old
grandnot her could rise fromthe dead, she would think the dog

the only decent object in the | andscape.

| mean nothing flippant when | say that the only interesting thing

about all this is its staleness. | have no unfriendly feelings towards
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, to whomwe all owe so nmuch gratitude in the realm
of literature and entertai nnent, and who often seens to ne entirely

right in his manner of defending Spiritualismagainst Materialism

But | do realize, even if he does not realize, that, at the back

of the whol e business, he is not defending Spiritualism and not
attacking Materialism he is attacking Rone.

By a deep and true ancestral instinct with him he knows

that this is ultimately the one Thing to be either attacked

or defended; and that he that is not against it is for it.

Unl ess the claimof the Church can be challenged in the nodern world,
it is inmpossible really to set up an alternative nodern religion
He feels that to be a fact, and | amglad to synpathize with him
Indeed, it is because | would remain so far synpathetic that |
take only one exanpl e anong the doctrines he denounced,;

and deliberately avoid, for instance, his strangely beni ghted
remarks on the cult of the Blessed Virgin. For | confess to a
difficulty in remaining patient with blindness about that topic.
But there are other parallel topics.

He has sone very innocent renmarks about what he considers

grotesque in the sacranmental system innocent, because apparently
unconsci ous of what everybody else in the world considers grotesque
inthe spiritualistic system |If any Christian service was so
conducted as to resenble a really successful seance, the world

m ght well be excused for falling back on the word "grotesque,"”

a favourite word of Dr. Watson. Indeed, we may well question whet her
the institution of the Red-Headed League or the episode of the Yell ow Face
at the wi ndow, or any of the fantasies of M. Sherlock Hol nes,

were any nore fantastic than sone that have been submitted to us
seriously enough by the school of Sir Arthur Conan Doyl e.

| do not say that this test of external extravagance ought

to be final, or that no defence of such details could be made.

But when Sir Arthur deliberately gibes at our cerenpnies, we may

at least be allowed to smle at his. Suppose any Catholic rite
before the altar consisted of binding a human bei ng hand and foot
with ropes; should we ever hear the last of the horrible survival

of human sacrifice? Suppose we declared that the priest went

into a trance and that clouds of thick white stuff |ike cotton-wool
cane out of his nouth, as a nmanifestation of celestial grace;

m ght not sone of our critics be heard to nmurnur the word, "grotesque"?



If we conducted a quiet little evening service in which a

bi g brass

trunpet careered about in the air and patted people on the head,
caressed a lady with intimte gestures of affection, and generally

exhibited itself as about as attractive an object as a phi

| anderi ng

tronmbone or an anorous big drum would not our critics have sonething
to say about the unwhol esone hysteria and sensel ess excitenent
of Popery? |If the Spiritualist goes out of his way to chall enge

us to a duel in the matter of dignity, |I do not really th
can be reasonably said that he is on stronger ground than

nk it
we.

But | renmark on all these charges, not in order to show how t hey

recoil upon thenselves, but in order to show how the Spir

tuali st

is driven to return upon hinself, and to react against his origins,

and to forget all else in maki ng war upon his nother.

The nan of the nobdern religion does not quarrel with the nodern world,
as he well might, for its neglect of nodesty. He quarrels with

t he ancient nother, who is alone teaching it any nodesty at all

He does not devote hinmself to condeming the nodern dances or

t he fashi onabl e conedies for their vul gar and obvi ous ind
to dignity. He brings his special charge of grotesque ext
agai nst the only cerenonial that really retains any dignit

fference
ravagance

y.

It seens to him somehow, nore inportant that the Catholic Church
shoul d be, on the nbst mnute point, open to m sunderstandi ng,
than that the whole world should go to the devil in a dance

of death before his very eyes. And he is quite right; at
the instinct of which this is a synbol is quite right.

The world really pays the supreme conplinent to the Catho
in being intolerant of her tolerating even the appearance

| east,

i ¢ Church

of the evils which it tolerates in everything else. A fierce

[ ight does indeed beat upon that throne and bl acken every

bl ot ;

but the interest here is in the fact that even those who profess
to be setting up new thrones or throwing new |ight are perpetually
| ooki ng backwards at the original blaze if only to discover the blots.

They have not really succeeded in getting out of the orbit
of the systemwhich they criticize. They have not really

f ound

new stars; they are still pointing at all eged spots on the sun
and thereby adnmitting that it is their native daylight and the centre

of their solar system

-/ -

SOME OF OUR ERRORS

THE t houghtful reader, studying the literature of the enl

and scientific when they advi se us about ethics and reli gi
will be arrested by one phrase which really has a neani ng.

ght ened
on,

Nay, he will observe, with increasing interest and excitenent,

that it really contains a truth. Mst of the phrases that
supposed to go along with it, and to be of the same sort,
will be found to be not only untrue but al nbst unmeani ng.
VWen the Moderni st says that we must free the human intel

are

ect

fromthe nediaeval syllogism it is as if he said we nust free it
fromthe nultiplication-table. Sonme people can count or reason

qui cker than others; some people put in all the steps and
some people | eave out the steps and are still right; many
the steps and are consequently wong. But the process of
is the sanme, and the process of denonstration is the sane.
Men think in that way, except when they escape fromit by

are safe;
| eave out
mul tiplication

ceasi ng



to think. O again, when we find in the sane context the renark

that sone Christian doctrine which we do knowis "only a form of"
some Pagan cult that nobody really knows, we realise that the

mat hematician is treating the unknown quantity as the known.

But when we find anong these fallacies the remark | speak of,

we shall be wise to pause upon it with greater patience.

It is the remark, "W need a restatenent of religion"; and though
it has been said thirty thousand tinmes, it is quite true.

It is also true that those who say it often nean the very

opposite of what they say. As | have remarked el sewhere

they very often intend not to restate anything, but to state

somet hing el se, introducing as many of the old words as possi bl e.

By this time not only the word religion, but also the word restatenent,
is becoming rather an old word. But anyhow the point is that they
do not really nean that we should give freshness and a new aspect
toreligion by calling it roly-poly or runpti-foo. On the contrary,
they nmean that we should take sonething totally different

and agree to call it religion. | nmention, with some sadness,

that | have said this before; because | have found it quite difficult
to get themto see a fact of alnpbst heart-breaking sinplicity.

It seens to strike themas being nerely a fine shade of distinction
but it strikes me as a rather grotesque and staggering reversal
There woul d be the sane fine shade of difference, if somebody of a
sartorial sort came to ne protesting that ny aged father was waiting
in rags on ny door-step, and urgently needing a new hat and coat,
and i ndeed a conplete equipnent; if he made the nost ani mated
preparations for the reclothing of nmy parent, and the whol e epi sode
ended by his introducing me to a total stranger begging for ny
father's ol d hat.

Now | do really believe that there is a need for the restatenent

of religious truth; but not the statement of something

quite different, which | do not believe to be true.

| believe there is a very urgent need for a verbal paraphrase

of many of the fundanental doctrines; sinply because people

have ceased to understand themas they are traditionally stated.

It does not follow fromthis that the traditional statenent is not

the true statement. It only neans that the traditional statenent

now needs to be translated; although translation is seldomtrue.

This is especially the case in connection with Catholic ideas;

because they were originally stated in what some call a dead

| anguage and sone an everlasting | anguage. But anyhow, they were
stated in a | anguage that has since broken up into other |anguages,

and m xed with other dialects, and produced a popul ar PATO S

which is spirited, and often splendid, but necessarily |ess exact.

Now | do think that the Catholic culture suffers very much

fromthe popul ar m sunderstanding of its original term nol ogy.

I do think that Catholics are thenselves to blane, in nmany cases, for not
realising that their doctrines need to be stated afresh, and not |eft

in language that is intrinsically correct but practically m sl eading.
Those who call thenselves liberal, comonly take for granted that the
fault is with a dead | anguage, as against a | anguage that has devel oped.
If they were really liberal, they could enlarge their mnds to see

that there is a case for the | anguage havi ng degenerated. But in

either case, it is practically true that there are m sunderstandi ngs,
and that we ought chiefly to desire to make peopl e under st and.

And | think we have faults and follies of our own in this matter; and that
it is not always the fault of our enemies that they m sunderstand.

There are cases in which we, nore or |ess unconsciously,



m sinformthem W do not allow enough, in justifying the words
that we speak, for the difference in the words that they hear

And | propose to say a fewwords in this article upon what | may cal
Catholic criticisnms of Catholic faults; or what are (in many cases)
nerely Catholic accidents and m sunder st andi ng.

For instance, there is a sort of m sunderstanding that is

simply nmistranslation. Probably we have never properly expl ai ned
to themthe real case for using Latin for sonething that nust

be i mutable and universal. But as half of themare how ing day
and night for an international |anguage, and accepting a journal ese
jibberish with plurals in "oj" because they can get no better,

some glimering of the old use of Latin by Erasmus or Bacon mi ght
reasonably be expected of them O the full defence of such a
hieratic tongue | may say sonething later. But for the nmonent | am
t hi nking of certain mstakes which arise very largely by our fault

and not theirs. It is not the Church's Latin that is to bl ane;

it is the English Catholic's English. It is not because we

do not translate it into the vul gar tongue that we are w ong;

it is because we do. Sonetines, | amsorry to say, we translate it

into a very vulgar tongue. Wen we do translate things into English,
they often only serve as a |lum nous argunent for |eaving themin Latin.
Latin is Latin, and always says exactly what it means. But popul ar
versions of Latin things often only serve to make them unpopul ar

I will venture to take one exanple, about which | feel very strongly.
W1l somebody with better authority than | have announce in a voice

of thunder, through a trunpet or with a salute of big guns,

the vital and very rmuch needed truth that "dulcis" is not the Latin

for "sweet"? "Sweet" is not the English word for "dulcis";

any nore than for "doux" or "douce." It has a totally different
connot ati on and atnosphere. "Dulce et decorumest pro patria nori"
does not mean "it is sweet and decorous to die for our country."

It neans sonething untranslatable |ike everything that nmeans anything;
but something nore like "It is a gracious thing and of good report to die
for our country.” Wen Roland was dying in the nountains, having bl own
his horn and broken his sword, and thought of "La doul ce France"

and the men of his line, he did not sully his |ips by saying

"sweet France," but something |ike "beautiful and gracious France."

In English the word "sweet" has been rendered hopel essly sticky

by the accident of the word "sweets." But in any case it suggests
somet hi ng much nore intense and even pungent in sweetness

like the tabl oids of saccharine that are of concentrated sugar.

It is at once too strong and too weak a word. It has not the sane savour
as the same word in the Latin | anguages, which often neans no nore

than the word "gentle" as it was used of "a perfect gentle knight."

But English Catholicism having in the great calamty of our history
gone into exile in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries (at the very
nonent when our nodern | anguage was being finally nmade) naturally had
to seek for its own finest enthusiasns in foreign | anguages.

It could not find a salutation to the Mass or the Bl essed Virgin

except in French or Italian or Spanish or some such tongue; and it
transl ated these things back into a | anguage with which the exile

had | ost touch and in which his taste was not quite firmand sure.

It seened to be thought necessary to use the word "sweet" in every
singl e case of the kind; which produces not only sonething that did

not sound English; but sonething which did not sound in the |east

as the Latin or French sounded. 1In a certain nunber of cases,

of course, it is exactly the right word; just as it is fromtine

to tinme in ordinary English poetry. Sonetines it is right because it



is so obviously the natural and inevitable word that it would

seem nore affected not to use it than to use it; as in the song

of Burns; "My love is like the nmelody that's sweetly played in tune."
Sonetimes it is right because there is sonething to be a salt

toits sweetness, as in Sir Philip Sidney's line; "Before the eyes
of that sweet eneny France." Simlarly it is often exactly

right in good Catholic translations or conpositions in English

But this fixed notion that it nust always be used wherever sone such
tender expression would be used in Romance literature is sinply

a blunder in translation; and a blunder that has had very bad
effects in fields nuch nore inportant than literature. | believe
that this incongruous and inaccurate repetition of the word "sweet"
has kept more Englishmen out of the Catholic Church than all

t he poi son of the Borgias or all the poisonous lies of the people
who have written about them

Qurs is at this nonent the nost rational of all religions.

It is even, in a sense, the nost rationalistic of all religions.

Those who tal k about it as merely or mainly enotional sinply do not
know what they are talking about. It is all the other religions,

all the nodern religions, that are nerely enotional

This is as true of the enotional salvationismof the first Protestants
as of the emotional intuitionalismof the |ast Mdernists.

We al one are left accepting the action of the reason and

the will, w thout any necessary assistance fromthe enotions.

A convinced Catholic is easily the nost hard-headed and | ogica

person wal ki ng about the world to-day. But this old slander

of a slimy sentinentalismin all we say and do, is terribly perpetuated
by this nere nuddl e about words. W are still supposed to have a
silly sort of devotion, when we really have the npbst sensible sort,
nerely because we have taken a foreign phrase and translated it wong;
instead of either leaving it in Latin for those who can read

Latin or trusting it in English to people who can wite English

But if inthis case we adnit that the msunderstanding is nore

our fault than our opponents' fault, the fault which we confess

is the very reverse of the fault of which the opponents conplain.

It has not arisen through the Catholic practice of saying prayers

in Latin. On the contrary, it has arisen through the Protestant
practice of always saying themin English. It has cone through
yielding nerely weakly and nechanically to the Protestant pressure

in the days when our tradition was conpletely out of fashion

In other words, it has cone through doing exactly what they advised us
to do, and not doing it well. O course | do not mean that it is not
a good thing to have good popular translation when it is done well.

| think it is a very good thing indeed. But while |I see what there
is to be said for the cult of the vernacul ar, the Protestant

critic does not see what there is to be said for the fixed form

of the classic tongue. He does not see that there is something

to be said even for the general idea that Catholic poetry should

be in the vernacular like the Divine Conedy and Catholic worship

in the fundanental |anguage |ike the Mass.

It is a question between a dead | anguage and a dyi ng | anguage.

Every living language is a dying | anguage, even if it does not die.
Parts of it are perpetually perishing or changing their sense; there is
only one escape fromthat flux; and a | anguage nmust die to be inmortal
The style of the English Jacobean translation is as noble and sinple

a thing as any in the world; but even there the words degenerate.

It is not their fault; but ours who misuse them but they are m sused
No | anguage could lift itself into a loftier or sinpler strain



t han that which begins, "Confort ye, confort ye ny people";
but even then, when we pass on to "speak ye confortably to Jerusalem"”
we stunble over a word we have vul gari sed.

But the world plays havoc with all such words, whether they are

in the English Bible or the Latin Canon. There are nany words

of Catholic usage which have in practice been thus m sused.

VWhen an outsider hears that a Catholic has refrained from sonet hing
for fear of "causing scandal," he instantly has an irritated
inpression that it neans a fear of setting all the silly old wonen
in the town tal king gossip. O course it nmeans not hing of the kind.
It does not nean that in Geek. It does not nean that in Latin.

It ought not to mean that in English. It ought to nmean what it says;
the fear of tripping sonebody up, of putting a stunbling-block

in the way of sone struggling human being. |If | encourage to
carousal s a man who nust be kept off drink, | am causing scandal

If I talk what might be a whol esone realismfor sone hearers,

to a young and innocent person who is certain to feel it as

nmere obscenity, | am causing scandal. | am doing what for me

is right, at the risk of naking himdo what for himis wong.

To say that that is unjustifiable is nmanifest noral conmobn sense. But
is not conveyed in nodern English by tal ki ng about causing scandal
Al that is conveyed in nodern English is that the person so

acting is disdaining idle chatter and irresponsible criticism

which is exactly what all the saints and nmartyrs have consistently
lived and died by doing. And that is a good exanple of what | nean
by translation; or, if the word be preferred, by restatenent.

But that does not mean turning round and abusing the old statenent,
which was really quite correctly stated. It only neans restating
exactly what the old statenent states.

| could give many ot her exanples of words which were right in their
Latin use, but which have becone obscured in their English m suse.

| always feel it in the necessarily frequent phrase "offendi ng" God;
whi ch had originally al nost the awful neani ng of woundi ng God.

But the word has degenerated through its application to man,

until the sound of it is quite petty and perverted. W say that
M. Binks was quite offended or that Aunt Susan will take offence;
and | ose sight of the essential truth, and even dogna that

(in that |ower sense) God is the very last to take of fence.

But here again we should not abuse the Latin |anguage;

we shoul d abuse our own vul garisation of the English | anguage.

Upon this one point, of the restatement of religious ideas,

the reforners are right in everything except the one essenti al
which is knowi ng where to throw the bl ane.

/-
THE ROOTS OF SANI TY

THE Dean of St. Paul's, when he is right, is very right.

He is right with all that ringing enphasis that makes himin other
matters so rashly and disastrously wong. And | cannot but hail with
gratitude the scorn with which he spoke lately of all the newspaper
nonsense about using nmonkey-glands to turn old nen into young nen

or into young nmonkeys, if that is to be the next step towards

the Superman. Not unnaturally, he tried to bal ance his denunciation
of that very experinmental materialismwhich he is always accusing us
of denouncing, by saying that this nmaterialismis one evil extrene
and that Catholicismis the other. In that connection he said



sonme of the usual things which he commonly finds it easy to say,
and we generally find it tolerably easy to answer.

For instance, it is a good exanple of the contradictory charges brought
agai nst Rone that the Dean apparently classes us with those who | eave
children entirely "unwarned" about the noral dangers of the body.

Consi dering that we have been abused for decades on the ground that we
forced on the young the infamus suggestions of the Confessional

this is rather funny.

Only the other day | noted that Sir Arthur Conan Doyl e revived

this charge of an insult to innocence; and | will |eave Dean | nge
and Sir Arthur to fight it out. And when he charges us with

i ndi fference to Eugenics and the breeding of crimnals and | unatics,
it is enough that he has hinself to denounce the perversion of

sci ence mani fested in the nonkey business. He mght permt others
to resent equally the schenes by which nmen are to act like lunatics
and crimnals in order to avoid |lunacy and crine.

There is, however, another aspect of this matter of being right

or wong, which is not so often associated with us, but which is
equal Iy consistent with our philosophy. And it has a notable

bearing on the sort of questions here raised by Dean |nge.

It concerns not only the matters in which the world is wong,

but rather especially the matters in which the world is right.

The worl d, especially the nodern world, has reached a curious
condition of ritual or routine; in which we nmight alnbst say that it
is wong even when it is right. It continues to a great extent to do
the sensible things. It is rapidly ceasing to have any of the sensible
reasons for doing them It is always |lecturing us on the deadness

of tradition; and it is living entirely on the life of tradition

It is always denouncing us for superstition; and its own principa
virtues are now al nost entirely superstitions.

I mean that when we are right, we are right by principle;

and when they are right, they are right by prejudice.

We can say, if they prefer it so, that they are right by instinct.
But anyhow, they are still restrained by healthy prejudice from many
things into which they m ght be hurried by their own unhealthy | ogic.
It is easiest to take very sinple and even extrene exanpl es;

and sone of the extrenes are nearer to us than sone nay fancy.

Thus, nost of our friends and acquai ntances continue to entertain

a heal thy prejudice against Cannibalism The tinme when this next
step in ethical evolution will be taken seens as yet far distant.
But the notion that there is not very much difference between

t he bodies of men and aninmals--that is not by any means far distant,
but exceedingly near. It is expressed in a hundred ways, as a sort
of cosmic comunism W mght alnost say that it is expressed

in every other way except canni balism

It is expressed, as in the Voronoff notion, in putting pieces

of animals into nen. It is expressed, as in the vegetarian notion

in not putting pieces of aninals into men. It is expressed in

letting a man die as a dog dies, or in thinking it nore pathetic

that a dog should die than a nan. Sone are fussy about what happens

to the bodies of animals, as if they were quite certain that a rabbit
resented bei ng cooked, or that an oyster demanded to be cremated.

Sone are ostentatiously indifferent to what happens to the bodi es of nen;
and deny all dignity to the dead and all affectionate gesture



to the living. But all these have obviously one thing in conmon;

and that is that they regard the human and bestial body as common t hings.
They think of them under a conmon generalisation; or under conditions

at best conparative. Anmong people who have reached this position

the reason for disapproving of cannibalismhas al ready becone very vague.
It remains as a tradition and an instinct. Fortunately, thank God,

though it is now very vague, it is still very strong.
But though the nunmber of earnest ethical pioneers who are likely
to begin to eat boiled mssionary is very small, the nunber of those

among them who could explain their own real reason for not doing
so is still smaller.

The real reason is that all such social sanities are now the traditions
of old Catholic dogmas. Like many other Catholic dogrmas, they are felt
in sone vague way even by heathens, so long as they are heal thy heat hens.
But when it is a question of their not being nerely felt

but forrmulated, it will be found to be a fornula of the Faith.

In this case it is all those ideas that Modernists nost dislike,

about "special creation" and that Divine inmage that does not cone nerely
by evol ution, and the chasm between nan and t he other creatures.

In short, it is those very doctrines with which nen |ike Dean Inge

are perpetually reproaching us, as things that forbid us a

conpl ete confidence in science or a conplete unity with ani mals.

It is these that stand between nen and canni balism-or possibly

nonkey gl ands. They have the prejudice; and long nay they retain it!

We have the principle, and they are welcone to it when they want it.

If EBuclid were denonstrating with diagrans for the first tine

and used the argunment of the REDUCTI O AD ABSURDUM he woul d now

only produce the inpression that his own argument was absurd.

I amwell aware that | expose nmyself to this peril by extending

nmy opponent's argunment to an extreme, which nay be consi dered

an extravagance. The question is, why is it an extravagance?

I know that in this case it will be answered that the social feature
of cannibalismis rare in our culture. So far as | know, there are

no canni bal restaurants threatening to becone fashionable in London

i ke Chinese restaurants. Anthropophagy is not |ike Anthroposophy,

a subject of society lectures; and, varied as are the religions and
noralities anong us, the cooking of nissionaries is not yet a mssion
But if anyone has so little of logic as to miss the neaning of an
extrenme exanple, | should have no difficulty in giving a nmuch nore
practical and even pressing exanmple. A few years ago, all sane people
woul d have said that Adanmitismwas quite as mad as Ant hropophagy.

A banker wal ki ng down the streets with no clothes on would have been
quite as nonsensical as a butcher selling nman instead of nutton

Both woul d be the outbreak of a lunatic under the delusion that he was
a savage. But we have seen the New Adanmite or No C othes Moyvenent
start quite seriously in Germany; start indeed with a seriousness

of which only Gernmans are capable. Englishnen probably

are still English enough to laugh at it and dislike it.

But they laugh by instinct; and they only dislike by instinct.

Most of them with their present nuddl ed noral phil osophy,

woul d probably have great difficulty in refuting the Prussian professor
of nakedness, however heartily they m ght desire to kick him

For if we exam ne the current controversies, we shall find the sane
negati ve and defencel ess condition as in the case of the theory

of cannibalism Al the fashionable argunents used agai nst Puritani sm
do in fact lead to Adamitism | do not mean, of course, that they

are not often practically healthy as against Puritanism still |ess

do | nmean that there are no better argunments against Puritanism



But | nmean that in pure logic the civilised nan has |aid open his guard;
and is, as it were, naked agai nst the inroads of nakedness.

So long as he is content nmerely to argue that the body is
beautiful or that what is natural is right, he has surrendered
to the Adamte in theory, though it nmay be, please God, a |ong
time before he surrenders in practice. Here again the nodern
theorist will have to defend his own sanity with a prejudice.
It is the medi aeval theol ogian who can defend it with a reason
| need not go into that reason at length; it is enough to say
that it is founded on the Fall of Mn, just as the other

i nstinct against cannibalismis founded on the Divinity of Man.
The Catholic argunent can be put shortly by saying that there
is nothing the matter with the human body; what is the nmatter
is with the human soul

In other words, if man were conpletely a god, it might be true that all
aspects of his bodily being were godlike; just as if he were conpletely
a beast, we could hardly blame himfor any diet, however beastly.

But we say that experience confirns our theory of his human conplexity.
It has nothing to do with the natural things thensel ves.

If red roses nysteriously naddened men to commit nurder, we should

make rules to cover themup; but red roses would be quite as pure

as white ones.

In nost nodem people there is a battle between the new opini ons,

whi ch they do not follow out to their end, and the old traditions,

whi ch they do not trace back to their beginning. |If they followed

the new notions forward, it would lead themto Bedlam |If they
followed the better instincts backward, it would | ead themto Rone.

At the best they remai n suspended between two | ogical alternatives,
trying to tell thenselves, as does Dean Inge, that they are nerely
avoiding two extrenes. But there is this great difference in his case
that the question on which he is wong is, in however perverted a form
a matter of science, whereas the matter in which he is right is

by this time sinply a natter of sentinment. | need not say that |

do not use the word here in a contenptuous sense, for in these

things there is a very close kinship between sentinment and sense.

But the fact remains that all the people in his position can only go
on being sensible. It is left for us to be also reasonable

/-
THE SLAVERY OF THE M ND

I HAVE chosen the subject of the slavery of the m nd because | believe
many worthy people imagine | amnyself a slave. The nature of ny supposed
slavery | need not nane and do not propose specially to discuss.

It is shared by every sane nman when he | ooks up a train in Bradshaw.

That is, it consists in thinking a certain authority reliable;

which is entirely reasonable. Indeed it would be rather
difficult to travel in every train to find out where it went.
It would be still nmore difficult to go to the destination

in order to discover whether it was safe to begin the journey.
Suppose a wild scare arose that Bradshaw was a conspiracy to produce
rail way accidents, a man nmight still believe the Guide to be a CGuide
and the scare to be only a scare; but he woul d know of the existence
of the scare. What | mean by the slavery of the nind is that state
in which nmen do not know of the alternative. It is sonething
which clogs the inagination, |like a drug or a mesneric sl eep,



so that a person cannot possibly think of certain things at all

It is not the state in which he says, "I see what you nean; but | cannot
thi nk that because | sincerely think this" (which is sinply rational):
it is one in which he has never thought of the other view,

and therefore does not even know that he has never thought of it.
Though | am not di scussing here ny own religion, | think it

only right to say that its authorities have never had this sort

of narrowness. You may condemn their condemmati ons as oppressive;

but not in this sense as obscurantist. St. Thonas Aqui nas begi ns

his enquiry by saying in effect, "lIs there a God? It would

seemnot, for the followi ng reasons”; and the npbst criticised

of recent Encyclicals always stated a view before condeming it.

The thing | nean is a man's inability to state his opponent's view,
and often his inability even to state his own.

Curiously enough, I find this sort of thing rather specially w despread
in our age, which clains to possess a popul ar culture or enlightennent.
There is everywhere the habit of assum ng certain things,

in the sense of not even inmagi ning the opposite things.

For instance, as history is taught, nearly everybody assunes that

inall inportant past conflicts, it was the right side that won.
Everybody assunes it; and nobody knows that he assumes it.

The man has sinply never seriously entertained the other notion

Say to himthat we should now all of us be better off if Charles Edward
and the Jacobites had captured London instead of falling back from Der by,
and he will laugh. He will think it is what he calls a "paradox."

Yet nothing can be a nore sober or solid fact than that, when the issue
was undeci ded, wi se and thoughtful men were to be found on both sides;
and the Jacobite theory is not in any way di sproved by the fact

that Cunberland coul d outflank the clans at Drunmopssie.

I am not discussing whether it was right as a theory; | amonly

noting that it is never allowed to occur to anybody as a thought.

The things that might have been are not even present to the imagination
| f sonebody says that the world would now be better if Napol eon had
never fallen, but had established his Inperial dynasty, people have

to adjust their mnds with a jerk. The very notion is new to them

Yet it would have prevented the Prussian reaction; saved equality

and enlightennent without a nortal quarrel with religion;

uni fi ed Europeans and perhaps avoided the Parlianentary corruption and
t he Fasci st and Bol shevi st revenges. But in this age of free-thinkers,
nen's mnds are not really free to think such a thought.

VWat | conplain of is that those who accept the verdict of fate

in this way accept it w thout knowi ng why. By a quaint paradox,

t hose who thus assune that history always took the right turning

are generally the very people who do not believe there was any

speci al providence to guide it. The very rationalists who jeer

at the trial by conbat, in the old feudal ordeal, do in fact accept
atrial by conbat as deciding all human history. |In the war of

the North and South in Anerica, some of the Southern rebels wote

on their flags the rhyme, "Conquer we nust for our cause is just."

The phil osophy was faulty; and in that sense it served themright that
their opponents copied and continued it in the form"Conquer they didn't;
so their cause wasn't." But the latter logic is as bad as the forner.
| have just read a book called, "The Anerican Heresy,"

by M. Christopher Hollis. It is a very brilliant and original book
but I knowit will not be taken sufficiently seriously;

because the reader will have to wench his mnd out of a rut even

to inmagine the South victorious; still nmore to inagi ne anybody

saying that a snall, Iimted and agricultural America would have



been better for everybody--especially Americans.

| could give many ot her exanples of what | nean by this

i magi nati ve bondage. It is to be found in the strange superstition
of making sacred figures out of certain historical characters;

who nmust not be noved fromtheir stiff synbolic attitudes.

Even their bad qualities are sacred. Mch new light has lately
been thrown on Queen Elizabeth and Mary Stuart. It is not only
favourable to Mary but on the whole favourable to Elizabeth.

It seens pretty certain that Mary did not plot to kill Darnley.

It seens highly probable that Elizabeth did not plot to kill Mary.
But many people are quite as tenderly attached to the idea

of a nmerciless Elizabeth as to that of a nurderous Mary.

That a man devoted to Protestanti smshould rejoice that Elizabeth
succeeded, that a nan devoted to Catholicismshould wish that Mary
had succeeded--all that would be perfectly natural and rational

But Elizabeth was not Protestantism and it ought not to

di sturb anybody to di scover that she was hardly a Protestant.

It ought to be even less gratification to her supporters to insist
that she was a tyrant. But there is a sort of waxwork history,

t hat cannot be happy unl ess Elizabeth has an axe and Mary a dagger
This sense of fixed and sacred figures ought to belong to
areligion; but a historical speculation is not a religion.

To believe in Calvinismby faith alone is conprehensible.

To believe in Cromwell by faith alone is inconprehensible.

It is suprenely inconprehensible that when Calvinists left off
believing in Calvinism they still insisted on believing in Cromel .
To a sinple rationalist Iike nyself, these prejudices are

hard to under st and.

-/ -
I NGE VERSUS BARNES

NONE of us | hope ever wi shed to be unjust to Dean | nge:

t hough in such fights the button will sonetinmes cone off the foil.

And a cruel injustice is being done to him in the suggestion

widely circulated that he agrees with Dr. Barnes. Such things

should not be lightly said of any gentleman. It is in accordance

with the current |egend, at |east, that the d oony Dean even when

he conmes to bless should remain to curse. But if there is one

i sol ated human bei ng whom he can be inmagi ned as wanting to bl ess,

one would think it would be his ally, Bishop Barnes of Birm ngham

And yet the alliance only serves to soften the curse and not

to secure the blessing. |If we may use such popular terns of such
dignified ecclesiastics, we might be tenpted to say that the Dean

has found it necessary to throw over the Bishop. An interesting
review by the Dean of the Bishop's recent book of sernobns contains,

of course, a certain nunber of rather conventional conplinents

and a certain nunber of rather abrupt sneers, we night say snarls,

at various other people including the greater part of Christendom

But on the two striking and outstanding matters on whi ch Bi shop Barnes
was condemmed by the Catholics, he is alnpbst as strongly condemmed by
the Dean of St. Paul's. Dean Inge is far too intelligent and cultivated
a man to pretend to have nuch patience with the nonsense about testing
Transubstanti ation either by chenical experiments or psychical research.
He tries to break it to his Broad Church col |l eague as gently

as possible that the latter has made hinsel f a | aughing stock.

But all owi ng for such necessary politeness between partners,

it could hardly be stated better or even nore plainly.



He curtly refers the Bishop to the responsible definition of

the doctrine in Father Rickaby's book on netaphysics; and drily
observes that it will be found rather nore subtle and plausible than
t he Bi shop seenms to be aware of. He also adds, with a gri mcandour
which is rather attractive, that it is pretty disastrous to challenge
Cat hol i cs about whet her the Mass does them any spiritual good,

since they would quite certainly unite in testifying that it does.
After these frank and arresting adm ssions, it is a nmere matter

of routine, and al nost of respectability, that the Dean shoul d agree
with the Bishop that all such sacranentalismis very depl orable;

that the admttedly intelligent people he knows who say they

have found Christ in the Mass and not in the Mrning Service

nmust be "natural idolaters" and that it is "obvious" that the

Bl essed Sacranent has an affinity with the |ower religions.

Also with the | ower classes. That, | fancy, is what the Dean really
finds so disgusting about it.

The point is, however, that the Dean definitely snubs the Bi shop on

the one great point on which the newspapers have booned and boosted him
And he does exactly the same thing, if in a | esser degree,

on the second and | esser matter which was simlarly boosted

| mean, of course, the matter of Evolution. The Dean, of course,
believes in Evolution, as do a good nany other people,

Catholic and Protestant as well as agnostic. But though he believes

in Evolution, he does not believe in Bishop Barnes's Evol ution

He comments with admrable clarity and decision on the folly

of identifying progress with evolution; or even nere conplication

with progress. Nothing could be better than the brief and brisk
sentences in which he disposes altogether of that idealisation

of the scientific theory, which is in fact sinmply ignorance of it.

In plain words, Bishop Barnes, for all his bluster, knows al nost

as little about Evolution as he does about Transubstantiation

The Dean of St. Paul's does not, of course, put this truth

in such plain words; but he nanages to nake it pretty plain.

Hi s candour in this case also has to be bal anced by general expressions
of agreement with the Bishop, and somewhat heartier expressions of

di sagreenment with everybody el se, especially with the Bishop's eneni es.
The Dean alludes scornfully to the orthodox world, as if it necessarily
repudi ated certain biological theories; or as if it mattered

very much if it did. The difference between the Broad Churchnman

and the Catholic Church is not that the forner thinks Evolution true

and the latter thinks it false. It is that the forner thinks Evol ution
an explanation and the latter knows it is not an explanation
Hence the forner thinks it all inmportant; and the latter thinks

it rather uninportant. Being unable to grasp this principle,

the Dean has to fall back on quoting an old Victorian cant phrase;

and saying that a new scientific discovery passes through three stages:
that of being called absurd; of being called anti-scriptural;

and of being discovered to be quite old and faniliar.

He m ght have added that it generally goes on to a fourth stage;

that of being discovered to be quite untrue.

For that is the very sinmple fact which both Dean I nge and Bi shop Barnes
| eave out; and which seens to be as utterly unknown to the nore lucid
rationalismof the one as to the cruder secularismof the other

Not only was the Archbishop of Canterbury right in suggesting that old
gentlenmen |ike hinself had been familiar with Evolution all their lives;
but he mi ght have added that they were much nore certain of it

inthe earlier part of their lives than they will be by the end

of their lives. Those of themwho have really read the nobst recent



Eur opean enquiries and specul ati ons know that Darwinismis every

day becom ng nuch | ess of a dogma and nuch nore of a doubt.

Those who have not read the specul ations and the doubts sinply go

on repeating the dogma. Wile Dr. Barnes was preachi ng sernons
carefully founded on the biology of fifty years ago, M. Belloc was
proving conclusively before the whole world that M. H G Wlls and
Sir Arthur Keith were unacquainted with the biology of five years ago
In short, it is only just, as we have said, to insist on the difference
bet ween Dean Inge and Dr. Barnes; which is like the difference

bet ween Huxl ey and Haeckel. Everybody woul d be better and happier

if Dean Inge were known as Professor Inge; and if Dr. Barnes were not
only a Professor but a Prussian Professor. Then he could be booned
along with other barbarians attacking Christianity, w thout having

the ecclesiastical privilege of actually persecuting Christians.

But there are heathens and heathens and there are persecutors

and persecutors. The Dean is a pagan Roman of the Senate House.

The Bishop is a pagan Teuton of the swanps and fens. The Dean dislikes
the Christian tradition in the spirit of Diocletian and Julian.

The Bishop dislikes it in the sinpler spirit of a Danish pirate

staring at the rigid nmystery of a Roman-British Church

Even the conmon cause and broad brotherly maxi m of CHRI STI ANl AD LEONES
did not always, | fancy, reconcile the Roman and the Goth.

These historical conparisons nay seem fanciful; and indeed in one sense
both parties are very nuch tied to their own historical period.

They are both very Victorian; but even here there is a difference

and a superiority. The superiority of the Dean is that he knows

it and says so. He is man enough to boast of being Victorian

and not to mind being called reactionary. Whereas the Bi shop seens
really to cherish the truly extraordinary notion that his notions

are new and up-to-date.

O course they have a phil osophy in conmon; and it would be a cheap
sinmplification to call it Materialism |Indeed, we should be al nost
as shallow in tal king about Materialismas they are in talking

about Magic. The truth is that the strange bigotry, which | eads

the Bishop to screamand rail at all sacranentalismas Mgic,
isinits inmost essence the very reverse of Materialism

Indeed it is nothing half so healthy as Materialism

The root of this prejudice is not so nuch a trust in matter as a sort
of horror of matter. The man of this philosophy is always asking
that worship shall be wholly spiritual, or even wholly intellectual
because he does really feel a disgust at the idea of spiritual things
having a body and a solid form It probably does really give him

a nystical shudder to suppose that God can beconme as bread and wi ne;
t hough | never understood why it should not give the sane shudder

to say that God could becone flesh and bl ood. But whether or no
these thinkers are logical in their philosophy, |I think this is

their philosophy. It has a very long history and an anci ent nane.

It is not Materialist but Manichee.

I ndeed the Dean uttered an unconscious truth when he said

the sacranentalists nust be "natural idolaters.”" He shrinks fromit
not only because it is idolatrous, but also because it is natural

He cannot bear to think how natural is the craving for the supernatural
He cannot tolerate the idea of it actually working through the

el ements of nature. Unconsciously, no doubt, but very stubbornly,

that sort of intellectual does feel that our souls may bel ong

to God, but our bodies only to the devil or the beast.

That Mani chean horror of matter is the only | NTELLI GENT reason for

any such sweepi ng refusal of supernatural and sacranental wonders.



The rest is all cant and repetition and arguing in a circle;

all the basel ess dognmati sm about science forbidding nen to

believe in mracles; as if SCIENCE could forbid men to believe

i n sonet hing which science does not profess to investigate.

Science is the study of the admtted | aws of existence; it cannot prove
a uni versal negative about whether those | aws coul d ever be suspended
by sonething adnmittedly above them It is as if we were to say

that a | awer was so deeply learned in the American Constitution

that he knew there could never be a revolution in Anerica.

O it isas if a man were to say he was so close a student of the text
of Haml et that he was authorised to deny that an actor had dropped

the skull and bolted when the theatre caught fire. The constitution
follows a certain course, so long as it is there to followit;

the play follows a certain course, so long as it is being played;

the visible order of nature follows a certain course if there

is nothing behind it to stop it. But that fact throws no sort

of light on whether there is anything behind it to stop it. That is

a question of philosophy or metaphysics and not of material science.
And out of respect for the intelligence of both these reverend gentl enen,
and especially for the high intelligence of the Dean of St. Paul's, | nuch
prefer to think that they are opposed to what they call Magic

as consi stent phil osophers and not as inconsistent scientists.

| prefer to think that they are thinking along the Iines of great
Gnostics and Buddhi sts and other nystics of a dark but dignified
historical tradition; rather than that they are blundering
inplainlogic in the interests of cheap popul ar science.

| can even understand or imagine that thrill of repulsion that seizes
themin the presence of the divine materialismof the Mass.
But | still think they would be nore consistent and conmplete, if they

nmade it quite clear that they carried their principle to conpletion
and said, as the Mosl em says about Christmas, "Far be it fromH m
to have a Son," or the terrified disciples who cried, "Far be this
from Thee, " when God was going up to be crucified

-/ -
WHAT VE THI NK ABCOUT

I WAS | ooking the other day at a weekly paper of the sort that is
supposed to provide popular culture; in this case rather especially

what may be call ed popular science. 1In practice it largely
provi des what its supporters optimstically call Mdern Thought
and what we nmore commonly call Mdernism It is, however, a paper

by no nmeans unfair or exclusive of the opposite point of view
it has nore than once pernitted nme to reply to these views;
and in looking at the issue in question, ny eye was arrested
by my own narne.

It occurred in an article on the religious doctrines of

M. Arnold Bennett. |Indeed the promnence in the press of this nane
in this connection is one of the standing mysteries of nodern journalism
I have not only a great adnmiration for the artistic genius,

but in many ways a strong liking for the human personality of

M. Arnold Bennett. | like his liveliness and contenpt for contenpt.
I like his humanity and nerciful curiosity about every thing hunman

I like that essential absence of snobbi shness that enables him

to synpathi se even with snobs. But tal king about the religious
beliefs of M. Arnold Bennett seens to ne exactly like talking

about the foxhunting adventures of M. Bernard Shaw or the favourite
vi ntages of M. Pussyfoot Johnson or the celestial visions of



Sir Arthur Keith or the nonastic vows of M. Bertrand Russell.

M. Arnold Bennett has never disguised, as it seens to ne,

the essential fact that he has not got any religious beliefs;

as religious beliefs were understood in the English | anguage

as | learnt it. That he has a nunber of highly estinable

noral sentinents and synpathies | do not for a nonent doubt.

But the natter of M. Arnold Bennett is, for the nonent, a parenthesis.
| mention it here nmerely because it was in the course of such

an article that | found nyself mentioned; and | confess | thought

the reference a little odd. It will not surprise the reader to learn
that the witer found me | ess Mddernist than M. Arnold Bennett.

My religious beliefs did not present so pure and virgin and bl anel ess
a bl ank, but were defaced with definite statements about various things.
But the witer professed to find something dubi ous or mnysterious

about ny attitude; and what nystifies ne is his nystification

He delicately inplied that there was nore in ne than net the eye;

that | had that within, which passed all these Papistical shows,

but that it was hopel ess to vivisect me and di scover the secret.

He said: "M. Chesterton does not nmean to enlighten us; for all we
know he is Mdernist enough in his own thoughts."

Now it would be thought a little annoying if an atheist were to say
of some harm ess Protestant Christian |ike General Booth; "For al

we know, he is atheist enough in his own thoughts.” W mght even
venture to enquire how the atheist could possibly formany notion

of what General Booth thought, in such conplete contradiction

to everything he said. O | nyself, on the other hand, m ght seem

| ess than graceful, if | were to suggest that M. Arnold Bennett rmust
be concealing his conversion out of cowardice; and were to express

it inthe form "M. Bennett will never tell us the truth about it;
for all we know he is Papist enough in his own thoughts."

| mght even be cross-exam ned about how | had come to form

t hese suspi ci ons about the secret thoughts of M. Arnold Bennett;

as to whether | had hidden under his bed and heard himnuttering
Latin prayers in his dreans, or sent a private detective to verify

t he existence of his hair-shirt and his conceal ed relics.

It mght be hinted that, until | could produce some such PRI MA FACI E
case for nmy suspicions, it would be nore polite to suppose that

t he opinions of M. Bennett were what he hinself said they were.

And if | were sensitive on such things, | nmight nmake a rather

sharp request, that people who cannot possibly know anythi ng about ne
except what | say, should for the sake of our general convenience
believe what | say. On the subject of Mdernism at any rate,

t here has never been the |east doubt or difficulty about what | say.
For, as it happens, | had a strong intellectual contenpt for Mdernism
even before | really believed in Catholicism

But | belong, as a biological product of evolution, to the order

of the pachyderns. And | amnot in the | east noved by any annoyance
inthe matter; but only by a very strong nystification and curiosity
about the real reason for this remarkabl e point of view

| know that the witer did not nean any harm but | am much

nore interested in trying to understand what he did nean

And the truth is, | think, that there is hidden in this curious

and cryptic phrase the secret of the whol e nobdern controversy

about Catholicism \Wat the man really meant was this:

"Even poor old Chesterton must think; he can't have actually left
of f thinking altogether; there nmust be sonme form of cerebral
function going forward to fill the enpty hours of his misdirected
and wasted life; and it is obvious that if a man begins to TH NK



he can only think nore or less in the direction of Mddernism"
The Modernists do really think that. That is the point.
That is the joke.

Now what we have really got to hamrer into the heads of al

t hese peopl e, sonehow, is that a thinking man can think hinself
deeper and deeper into Catholicism and not deeper and deeper

into difficulties about Catholicism W have got to make t hem

see that conversion is the beginning of an active, fruitful
progressive and even adventurous |life of the intellect. For that is
the thing that they cannot at present bring thenselves to believe.
They honestly say to thenselves: "Wat can he be thinking about,

if he is not thinking about the M stakes of Mses, as discovered

by M. Mggles of Pudsey, or boldly defying all the terrors of the

I nqui sition which existed two hundred years ago in Spain?" W have got
to explain somehow that the great nysteries like the Blessed Trinity
or the Bl essed Sacranment are the starting-points for trains

of thought far nore stimulating, subtle and even indivi dual

conpared with which all that sceptical scratching is as thin,
shal | ow and dusty as a nasty piece of scandal nobngering in a

New Engl and village. Thus, to accept the Logos as a truth is

to be in the atnosphere of the absolute, not only with St. John

the Evangelist, but with Plato and all the great mnystics of the world.
To accept the Logos as a "text" or an "interpolation"

or a "developnent” or a dead word in a dead docurent, only used

to give in rapid succession about six different dates to

t hat docunent, is to be altogether on a | ower plane of human life;
to be squabbling and scratching for a nerely negative success;

even if it really were a success. To exalt the Mass is to enter
into a magni ficent world of netaphysical ideas, illumnating all

the relations of matter and mnd, of flesh and spirit, of the nopst

i mper sonal abstractions as well as the npbst personal affections.

To set out to belittle and minimse the Mass, by tal ki ng ephenera
back-chat about what it had in comon with Mthras or the Mysteries,
is to be in altogether a nore petty and pedantic nood; not only | ower
than Catholicismbut | ower even than Mthraism

As | have said before, it is very difficult to say how we can best
set about these things. W and our critics have cone to talk

intw different | anguages; so that the very nanes by which we
describe the things inside stand for totally different things

in the absurd | abels they have stuck upon the wall outside.

Oten if we said the great things we have to say, they would

sound |ike the small things they accuse us of saying.

A phi | osophi cal process can only begin at the right end;

and they have got hold of everything by the wong end.

But | am nmysel f di sposed to think that we shoul d begin by chall enging
one very comon phrase or formof words; a thing that has becone a
catch-word and a caption; or in the ordinary popul ar phrase a headline.
Because the journalists incessantly repeat it, and draw attention

to it by repeating it, we nay possibly draw attention by denying it.

VWhen the journalist says for the thousandth time, "Living religion

is not in dull and dusty dognas, etc." we nust stop himwith a

sort of shout and say, "There--you go wong at the very start."

I f he would condescend to ask what the dognas are, he would find out
that it is precisely the dogmas that are living, that are inspiring,
that are intellectually interesting. Zeal and charity and unction

are adnmirable as flowers and fruit; but if you are really interested
inthe living principle you nust be interested in the root or the seed.



In other words, you nust be intelligently interested in the statenent
with which the whole thing started; even if it is only to deny it.

Even if the critic cannot cone to agree with the Catholic, he can conme to
see that it is certain ideas about the Cosnpbs that nmake hima Catholic.
He can see that being Cosnmic in that way, and Catholic in that way,

is what nakes himdifferent from other people; and what nakes him

at the very least, a not uninteresting figure in human history.

He will never get anywhere near it by sentinentalising against

Catholic sentiment or pontificating against Catholic pontiffs.

He must get hold of the ideas as ideas; and he will find that

the nost interesting of all the ideas are those which the newspapers

di smi ss as dognes.

For instance; the doctrine of the Dual Nature of Christ is in

t he nbst genuine sense interesting; it ought to be interesting

to anybody who can understand it, |long before he can believe it.

It has what can be called with all reverence a stereoscopic interest;
the interest of having the two eyes in the head that create an object;
of having the two angles in the triangle that determ ne the third.
The ol d Monophysite sect declared that Christ had only the one

di vine nature. The new Mnophysite sect declares that He had

only the one human nature. But it is not a pun or a trick

but a truth, to say that the Mnophysite is by nature nonotonous.

In either of his two fornms, he is naturally on one note.

The question of objective historical truth is another question
which | am not arguing here, though | amready to argue it anywhere.
| amtal king about intellectual stinulation and the starting point
of thought and inmagination. And these, like all l|iving things,
breed fromthe conjunction of two, and not from one al one.

Thus | read, with synpathy but a synpathy that hardly goes

beyond sentinent, the studies of the nodern Mnophysites in

the life of the linited and merely nortal Jesus of Nazareth.

| respect their respect; | admire their adnmiration; | know that al

t hey say about human greatness or religious genius is true as far

as it goes. But it goes along one |line; and cannot convince

like the things that can converge. And then, after readi ng such
atribute to an ethical teacher in the manner of the Essenes,
perhaps | turn another page of the same or some sinilar book

and cone upon sone phrase used about a real though a pagan religion
per haps sonme supposed parallel of what is called a Pagan Chri st.

| find it said, if only of Atys or Adonis, "There was a conception

that the god sacrificed hinself to hinself." The man who can read
those words without a thrill is dead.

The thrill is deeper for us, of course, because it is concerned
with a fact and not a fancy. |In that sense we do not admt

that there is any such parallel with the | egends of the ancient
pagans as is inplied in the books of the nodern pagans.

And indeed we are surely entitled to call it nere commpn sense

to say that there can be no conplete parallel between what was
admttedly a nyth or nystery and what was adnittedly a nman.

But the point here is that the truth hidden even in nyths and mnysteries
is altogether lost if we are confined to the consideration of a nan.
In this sense there is an ironic and unconscious truth in the words
of the nodern pagan, who sang that "the heathen outface and

outlive us," and that "our lives and our |ongings are twain."

It is true of the Modernists, but it is not true of us, who find
simul taneously the realisation of a longing and the record of a life.
It is perfectly true that there were in many pagan nyths

the faint foreshadowi ng of the Christian nysteries; though even



in saying so we admt that the foreshadow ngs were shadows.

But when all inmaginative kinship has been explored or allowed for
it is not true that mythol ogy ever rose to the heights of theol ogy.
It is not true that a thought so bold or so subtle as this one
ever crossed the nmind that created the centaurs and the fauns.

In the wildest and nost gigantic of the prinitive epic fancies,
there is no conception so colossal as the being who is both

Zeus and Pronet heus.

But | only advert to it here, not as arguing its truth against

t hose who do not believe it, but only as insisting on its

intense and intellectual interest for those who do believe it.

| only wish to explain to those who are worried in this way,

that a mind filled with the true conception of this Duality has plenty
to think about along those Iines and has no need to dig up dead gods
to discredit the Everlasting Man. There is no necessity for ne

to be Mddernist in my own thoughts, or Mnophysite in ny own thoughts;
because | think these views nuch duller and nore trivial than my own.
In the beautiful words of the love-song in THE WALLET OF KAl LUNG

one of the few truly psychol ogi cal |ove-songs of the world:

"This insignificant and universally despi sed person woul d unhesitatingly
prefer his thoughts to theirs."

Any nunber of other exanples could of course be given

This person (if | nay use once nore the graceful Chinese |ocution)
woul d very soon exhaust the excitenent of discovering that Mary

and Maia both begin with an M or that the Mther of Christ

and the Mother of Cupid were both represented as wonen.

But | know that | shall never exhaust the profundity of that

unf at homabl e paradox which is defined so defiantly in the very title
of the Mbther of God. | know that there are not only far deeper

but far fresher and freer devel opnents of thought and inagination

in that riddle of the perfectly human having once had a natura
authority over the supernaturally divine, than in any sort of

i conoclastic identification which assimlates all the sacred inmages

by flattening all their faces. By the tine that Christ is really nade
the sane as Gsiris, there can be very little left of either of them
but Christ, as conceived by the Catholic Church, is himself a conplex
and a conbination, not of two unreal things, but of two real ones.

In the sane way an Ashtaroth exactly |ike one of Raphael's Madonnas,

or vice versa, would seem a sonewhat featureless vision in any case;
whereas there is something that is, in the nost intellectual sense,

uni que about the conception of the TEOTOKCS. In short, in all this
nere unification of traditions, true or false, there is sonething that
may be quite sinply described as dull. But the dognas are not dull.
Even what are called the fine doctrinal distinctions are not dull.
They are like the finest operations of surgery; separating nerve
fromnerve, but giving life. It is easy enough to flatten out everything
for mles round with dynamite, if our only object is to give death.

But just as the physiologist is dealing with living tissues,

so the theologian is dealing with living ideas; and if he draws

a line between themit is naturally a very fine line.

It is the custom though by this time; already a rather stale custom
to conplain that the Greeks or Italians who disputed about the Trinity
or the Sacrament were splitting hairs. | do not know that even splitting
hairs is any drearier than bleaching hairs, in the vain attenpt

to match the golden hair of Freya and the black hair of Cotytto.

The subdivision of a hair does at |east tell us sonething of

its structure; whereas its nere discoloration tells us nothing at all.
Theol ogy does introduce us to the structure of ideas; whereas theosophica



syncretismmerely washes all the colours out of the col oured
fairy-tales of the world. But ny only purpose in this place is to
reassure the kind gentleman who was troubl ed about the secret mal ady
of nodernity that nust be eating away ny otherw se enpty m nd.

| hasten earnestly to explain that | amquite well, thank you

and that | have plenty of things to think about w thout falling

back on a Baconi an nadness of pagan parallels, or establishing

t he connection between the tale of the bull killed by Mthras

and the tune the old cow di ed of.

-/ -
THE OPTIM ST AS A SUl Cl DE

FREETHI NKERS ar e occasionally thoughtful, though never free

In the nodern world of the West, at any rate, they seem al ways

to be tied to the treadm Il of a materialist and noni st cosnos.

The uni versal sceptic, in Asia or in Antiquity, has probably

been a bol der thinker, though very probably a nore unhappy man.

But what we have to deal with as scepticismis not scepticism but a fixed
faith in nonism The freethinker is not free to question nonism

He is forbidden, for instance, in the only intelligible nodem sense,
to believe in a miracle. He is forbidden, in exactly the same sense
in which he would say that we are forbidden to believe in a heresy.
Both are forbidden by first principles and not by force.

The Rationalist Press Association will not actually kidnap

gag or strangle Sir Arthur Keith if he adnits the evidence

for a cure at Lourdes. Neither will the Cardinal Archbishop

of Westm nster have nme hanged, drawn and quartered if | announce
that | aman agnostic tonorrow. But of both cases it is true to say
that a nan cannot root up his first principles without a terrible
rendi ng and revol utionising of his very self. As a matter of fact,
we are the freer of the two; as there is scarcely any evidence,
natural or preternatural, that cannot be accepted as fitting into
our system sonewhere; whereas the materialist cannot fit the nost
mnute mracle into his systemanywhere. But |let us |eave that on
one side as a separate question; and agree, if only for the sake

of argunent, that both the Catholic and the materialist are limted
only by their fundanmental conviction about the cosnic system

in both thought is in that sense forbidden and in that sense free.
Consequently, when | see in sone newspaper synposium |ike that

on Spiritualism a leading materialist |like M. John M Robertson

di scussing the evidence for spiritualism | feel exactly as
imagine himto feel when he hears a bishop in a mtre or a Jesuit
in a cassock discussing the evidence for materialism | know that

M. Robertson cannot accept the evidence w thout beconi ng sonebody
quite different from M. Robertson; which also is within the power
of the grace of God. But | know quite well he is not a freethinker
except in the sense in which | ama freethinker. He has |ong ago
come to a conclusion which controls all his other conclusions.

He is not driven by scientific evidence to accept Materialism

He is forbidden by Materialismto accept scientific evidence.

But there is another way in which the freethinker is not

only thoughtful, but useful. The man who rejects the Faith
altogether is often very valuable as a critic of the man who
rejects it pieceneal, or bit by bit, or by fits and starts.

The man who picks out some part of Catholicismthat happens to
pl ease him or throws away sone part that happens to puzzle him
does in fact produce, not only the queerest sort of result,



but generally the very opposite result to what he intends.

And his inconsistency can often be effectively exposed from

the extrene negative as well as the extrenme positive point of view
It has been said that when the hal f-gods go, the gods arrive;

it mght be said in am able parody that when the no-goddites arrive,
the hal f-goddites go; and | amnot sure it is not a good riddance.
Anyhow, even the atheist can illustrate howinportant it is to keep
the Catholic systemaltogether, even if he rejects it altogether

A curious and anusing i nstance conmes from Anerica; in connection

with M. Clarence Darrow, the somewhat sinple-minded sceptic of that

land of sinmplicity. He seenms to have been witing sonethi ng about

the inmpossibility of anybody having a soul; of which nothing need

be said except that (as usual) it seenms to be the sceptic who really

t hi nks of the soul superstitiously, as a separate and secret ani mal

with wings; who considers the soul quite apart fromthe self.

But what interests ne about himat the nonent is this. One of his
argunents against inmmortality is that people do not really believe in it.
And one of his arguments for that is that if they did believe in

certai n happi ness beyond the grave, they would all kill thensel ves.

He says that nobody woul d endure the martyrdom of cancer, for instance,
if he really believed (as he apparently assunes all Christians to believe)
that in any case the nere fact of death would instantly introduce

the soul to perfect felicity and the society of all its best friends.

A Catholic will certainly know what answer he has to give.

But M. C arence Darrow does not really in the | east know what question
he has asked.

Now t here we have the final flower and crown of all nodern

optim smand universalismand humanitarianismin religion
Sentimentalists talk about love till the world is sick of the nost

gl orious of all human words; they assune that there can be nothing

in the next world except the sort of Uopia of practical pleasure

whi ch they prom se us (but do not give us) in this world. They declare
that all will be forgiven, because there is nothing to forgive.

They insist that "passing over"” is only like going into the next room
they insist that it will not even be a waiting-room They declare
that it rmust imediately introduce us to a cushioned | ounge with al
concei vabl e conforts, w thout any reference to how we have got there.
They are positive that there is no danger, no devil; even no death.
Al'l is hope, happiness and optimism And, as the atheist very truly
points out, the logical result of all that hope, happiness and

optim smwoul d be hundreds of people hanging froml anp-posts

or thousands of people throwing thenselves into wells or canals.

We should find the rational result of the nobdern Religion of Joy

and Love in one huge human stanpede of suicide. Pessimsmwould

have killed its thousands, but optimsmits ten thousands.

Now, of course, as | say, a Catholic knows the answer;

because he hol ds the conpl ete phil osophy, which keeps a nman sane;

and not sone single fragnent of it, whether sad or glad, which nay
easily drive himnmad, A Catholic does not kill hinself because he does
not take it for granted that he will deserve heaven in any case,

or that it will not matter at all whether he deserves it at all

He does not profess to know exactly what danger he would run

but he does know what |oyalty he would violate and what conmand

or condition he would disregard. He actually thinks that a man mi ght
be fitter for heaven because he endured like a nan; and that a hero
could be a martyr to cancer as St. Lawence or St. Cecilia were nartyrs
to cauldrons or gridirons. The faith in a future life, the hope



of a future happiness, the belief that God is Love and that |oyalty
is eternal life, these things do not produce |lunacy and anarchy,

if they are taken along with the other Catholic doctrines about
duty and vigilance and wat chful ness agai nst the powers of hell.
They m ght produce lunacy and anarchy, if they were taken al one.
And the Modernists, that is, the optinists and the sentinentalists,
did want us to take themalone. O course, the sane woul d be true,
i f sonebody took the other doctrines of duty and discipline al one.
It would produce another dark age of Puritans rapidly blackening
into Pessimsts. |I|ndeed, the extrenmes neet, when they are both ends
clipped of f what should be a conplete thing. Qur parable ends
poetically with two gi bbets side by side; one for the suicida
pessim st and the other for the suicidal optimst.

The point is that in this passage the American sceptics

answering the Modernist; but he is not answering the Catholic.

The Catholic has an extrenely sinple and sensible reason for not
cutting his throat in order to fly instantly into Paradise.

But he might really raise a question for those who talk as if

Par adi se were invariably and instantly popul ated with peopl e

who had cut their throats. And this is only one exanple out

of along list of historical exanples; in which those who tried

to make the Faith nore sinple invariably made it | ess sane.

' The Mosl ens i magi ned that they were nerely being sensi bl e when they
cut down the creed to a nmere belief in one God; but in the world

of practical psychology they really cut it down to one Fate.

The actual effect on ordinary men was sinply fatalism like that of
the Turk who will not take his wound to a hospital because he is
resigned to Kisnmet or the will of Allah. The Puritans thought they
were sinplifying things by appealing to what they called the plain
words of Scripture; but as a fact they were conplicating things

by bringing in half a hundred cranky sects and crazy suggesti ons.
And the nodern universalist and humanitarian thought they were sinplifying
things when they interpreted the great truth that God is Love, as neaning
that there can be no war with the denons or no danger to the soul

But in fact they were inventing even darker riddles with even

wi | der answers; and M. O arence Darrow has suggested one of them
He will be gratified to receive the thanks of all Catholics

for doing so

-/ -
THE QUTLI NE OF THE FALL

I HAVE renarked on the curious rearguard action of bl uff

that is being fought to cover the retreat of the Darw nians.

An exanpl e of the sane thing has appeared in connection with a much
nore famous nane; indeed, with two fambus nanes. M. H G Wlls

has replied to M. Belloc, who wote a criticismof the "Qutline

of History," chiefly to protest against a certain tone of arbitrary
general i sati on and sham knowl edge of the unknown. A typical case was
that in which M. Wlls said of the men who drew reindeers in caves:
"There seens no scope in such a life for specul ation or philosophy,"
and M. Belloc not unnaturally answered: "Wy on earth not?"

But the details of the various works in question do not concern

me i mediately here; they nostly depend on that habit of talking

as if every cave-drawing had its date obligingly inscribed on it;

or any stone hatchet m ght bear the inscription 400,000 B.C

or possibly, B.OH, or Before the Qutline of History. At the nonent
the only point of contact is that which affects a continuation



of our previous criticism touching the present state of Darw ni sm
And what strikes ne is that even M. Wlls, often a sufficiently

warm controversialist, is relatively and really cold in the matter
and his defence of Darwin is nuch nore of an apol ogy than an apol ogi a.
I ndeed, |ike so many ot her nodem apol ogies, it al nost anounts

to pleading that Darwin was not a Darw ni an

The Victorian evol utionists devoted thensel ves to decl ari ng how great
Darwin's thesis was. The new evol utionists seemto devote thensel ves
to explaining how snmall it was. They really seemto plead, as in the
ol d anecdote, that it gave birth to a theory, but a very little one.
Sone of M. Wells's words may surely, w thout unfairness,

be call ed apol ogetic. He does not, like the professor previously
mentioned, try to get over the word "origin" by tal king about "the
cause of the origin." So he concentrates on the word "species,"

as if evolution had not only applied to a sub-division. He adds

that Darwin did not at the beginning even apply it to nan

VWhat in the world woul d the Victorian Darw ni ans have said had they
heard it urged in defence of Darwinismthat it was not applied to nan?
Are we to understand that only the first book of Darwin is

divinely inspired? Again, M. Wlls says that natural selection

is conmon sense. And doubtless, if it only neans that things fitted
for survival do survive, it is common sense. W may al so add

that it is common know edge. Has it come to this, that Darw n

i s def ended because he only di scovered what was conmmon know edge?
The real question, of course, is that stated by M. Bell oc;

when he said that nobody needs to be told that in a flood fish live
and cattle die. The question is, How soon do cattle turn into fish?
That woul d be an exanple of the true Darw ni an theory;

and it is now nerely mnimsed, represented as only one el enent

of evolution and w thout even the el ements of an explanati on.

We fancy there is a healthy prejudice behind it all

M. Wells indignantly repudi ates the slander uttered by M. Belloc,
who called hima patriot. But it is true; the deep English nationa
pride has much to do with this devotion. And rather than deprive
Engl and of her Darwin, they have deprived Darwin of his discovery.

VWen a man is as great a genius as M. Wells, | admt it

sounds provocative to call himprovincial. But if he wants

to know why anybody does it, it will be enough to point

silently to the headline of one of his pages, which runs:

"Where is the Garden of Eden?" To come down to a thing like that,

and to think it telling, when talking to an intelligent Catholic about
the Fall, that IS provinciality; proud and priceless provinciality.
The French peasants of whom M. Wells speaks are not in that

sense provincial. As M. WlIls says, they do not know anyt hi ng

about Darwi n and Evolution. They do not know and they do not care.
That is where they are nuch better phil osophers than M. Wells.

They hol d the philosophy of the Fall, in the formof a sinple story
whi ch nay be historic or synbolic, but anyhow cannot be nore inportant
than what it synbolises. In conmparison with that truth, it does

not matter twopence whether any evolutionary theory is true or not.
VWet her or no the garden was an allegory, the truth itself can be
very well allegorised as a garden. And the point of it is that Man,
what ever else he is, is certainly not nerely one of the plants

of the garden that has plucked its roots out of the soil and wal ked
about with themlike legs, or on the principle of a double

dahlia has grown duplicate eyes and ears. He is sonething el se,

sonet hing strange and solitary; and nore like the statue that was once
the god of the garden; but the statue has fallen fromits pedesta



and |ies broken anong the plants and weeds. This conception

has nothing to do with materialismas it refers to nmaterial s.

The i mage mi ght be made of wood; the wood might have come from

t he garden; the scul ptor presumably might, and probably did, allow for
the growth and grain of the wood in what he carved and expressed.
But ny fable fixes the two truths of the true scripture.

The first is that the wood was graven or stanped with an inage,
deliberately, and fromthe outside; in this case the inmage of GCod.
The second is that this image has been damaged and def aced,

so that it is now both better and worse than the nere plants

in the garden, which are perfect according to their own plan

There is roomfor any anount of specul ati on about the history

of the tree before it was turned into an inmage; there is room

for any anpbunt of doubt and nystery about what really happened

when it was turned into an inage; there is roomfor any anount

of hope and inagination about what it will look like when it is
really mended and made into the perfect statue we have never seen
But it has the two fixed points, that man was uplifted at the first
and fell; and to answer it by saying, "Were is the Garden of Eden?"
is |ike answering a phil osophi cal Buddhi st by saying, "Wen were you
| ast a donkey?"

The Fall is a viewof life. 1t is not only the only enlightening,
but the only encouraging view of life. It holds, as against

the only real alternative philosophies, those of the Buddhi st

or the Pessim st or the Pronethean, that we have m sused

a good world, and not merely been entrapped into a bad one.

It refers evil back to the wong use of the will, and thus decl ares
that it can eventually be righted by the a right use of the will.
Every other creed except that one is sone formof surrender to fate.
A man who holds this viewof life will find. it giving Iight

on a thousand things; on which nmere evolutionary ethics have not

a word to say. For instance, on the col ossal contrast between

t he conpl eteness of man's nachi nes and the continued corruption

of his notives; on the fact that no social progress really seens

to | eave self behind; on the fact that the first and not the |ast
men of any school or revolution are generally the best and purest;
as WIliam Penn was better than a Quaker millionaire or WAshington
better than an Anerican oil nmagnate; on that proverb that says:
"The price of liberty is eternal vigilance," which is only what

t he t heol ogi ans say of every other virtue, and is itself only a way
of stating the truth of original sin; on those extrenes of good and
evil by which man exceeds all the animals by the neasure of heaven
and hell; on that sublinme sense of loss that is in the very sound
of all great poetry, and nowhere nore than in the poetry of pagans
and sceptics: "W |ook before and after, and pine for what is not";
whi ch cries against all prigs and progressives out of the very
dept hs and abysses of the broken heart of man, that happi ness

is not only a hope, but also in some strange manner a nmenory;

and that we are all kings in exile.

Now to people who feel that this view of life is nore real, nore radical,
nore uni versal than the cheap sinplifications opposed to it, it cones

with quite a shock of bathos to realise that anybody | et alone a nman

like M. Wells, supposes that it all depends on sone detail about the site
of a garden in Mesopotam a, like that identified by General Gordon

It is hard to find any parallel to such an incongruity;

for there is no real simlarity between our nuddl ed norta

affairs and events that were divine if they were nysterious,

and scriptures that are sacred even if they are synboli cal



But some shadow of a conparison could be nade out of the nodern nyths
| mean the sort of nyths that men like M. Wells generally do believe in;
such as the Myth of Magnha Carta or the Myth of the Mayfl ower.

Now many historians will maintain that Magna Carta was really nothing
to speak of; that it was largely a piece of feudal privilege.

But suppose one of the historians who holds this view began

to argue with us excitedly about the fabul ous nature of our

ordi nary fancy picture of Magna Carta. Suppose he produced naps
and docunments to prove that Magna Carta was not signed at Runnynede
but somewhere else; as | believe sone scholars do naintain

Suppose he criticised the false heraldry and fancy-dress costunes
of the ordinary sort of waxwork historical picture of the event.

We shoul d think he was rather unduly excited about a detail of

nmedi aeval history. But with what a shock of astoni shment shoul d

we realise at last that the nman actually thought that all nodem
attenpts at denocracy nmust be abandoned, that all representative
government must be wong, that all Parlianents woul d have

to be dissolved and all political rights destroyed, if once it

were adnmitted that King John did not sign that special docunent
inthat little island in the Thanes! Wat should we think of him
if he really thought we had no reasons for liking law or liberty,
except the authenticity of that beloved royal signature?

That is very much how | feel when | find that M. Wlls

really inmagines that the I um nous and profound phil osophy

of the Fall only neans that Eden was somewhere in Mesopotan a

Now the only explanation of a great nman |like M. Wlls having

a small prejudice, like this about the snake, is that he does cone
of areligious tradition that regarded the text of Hebrew Scripture
as the only authority and had forgotten all about the great

nedi aeval metaphysic and the di scussion of fundanental ideas.

The nman who does that is provincial; and there is no harmin saying
so even when he is one of the greatest nmen of letters and a glory
to the English nane.

-/ -
THE | DOLS OF SCOTLAND

THE thing that strikes ne nost in current controversy is that our
opponents are tal king alnost entirely in terns of the past, and that
an entirely dead past; whereas we are naking sone sort of attenpt,
whether it be considered inpertinent or eccentric or neddl esone

or paradoxical, to deal with the practical conditions of the present.
An amusi ng conedy on these lines seens to have arisen on the subject
of Scottish Nationalismor the notion of Hone Rule for North Britain
A worthy Presbyterian has warned his fell ow countrynen that

the novenment is tainted by the presence of Roman Catholi cs,

and especially by that of M. Conpton Mackenzie; and that no

little degree of the deadly peril is indicated by the fact that

M. Cunni nghane Grahamis interested in a book by M. Belloc

in which the hideous sentinent is uttered that the Refornation

was the shi pweck of Christendom Personally | should have

t hought it was obvious to anybody on any side, in one solid

and objective sense, that it was the shi pweck of Christendom

| should inmagine that it would be obvious to anybody, for instance,
who desires or even di scusses the Reunion of Christendom

There certainly was a united vessel or vehicle and it certainly

did break up into different parts. Sone people may think the ship
was a rotten ol d-fashi oned three-decker that was bound to break up
and that the people were |ucky who got away fromit in boats.



But it is certain that it did break up and that the boats were

not the sanme as the original ship. A man night as well resent

our saying that the rise of the feudal kingdonms and the nodern
nationalities was part of the decline and fall of the Roman Enpire.
This is only one of the marks of such bigotry; but it is worth noting
at the outset. One of the peculiarities of this sort of bigot is
that he cannot distinguish between provocative statenents and plain
inevitable statenents. |If | say that the Reformation was a rel apse
into barbarism a return to all that was worst in the Dark Ages

wi t hout anything of what was best in them an idolatry of dead Hebrew
docunents full of visions and synbols without any Daniel to interpret
the dreans, a stanpede of brutal luxury and pride with a vul gar

how of hot-gospelling for an excuse, a riot of thieves and |ooters
with a few foam ng and gi bbering lunatics carried in front of it

like live mascots for luck; the return of the Manichee, the dirty
ape of the ascetic, conspiring with the devil to destroy the world--
if I were to say all this | should think that these remarks

about Protestantismcertainly had a slightly provocative flavour

But if | were to say, with M. Belloc, that Protestanti smwas

t he shipweck of Christendom | should regard it as an ordinary

hi storical statenent, |ike saying that the Anerican War

of | ndependence was a split in the British Enmpire. The bigot

cannot see the difference between these two types of statenent,

whet her made by us or by hinmsel f.

The next interesting thing to note about the protest is that

the Protestant goes on to say that M. Conpton Mackenzie and his
friends are going to ruin Scotland by renoving the stern teaching

of John Knox, which has apparently created the Scottish character
This seens a little hard on the Scottish character

I cannot quite bring nyself to believe that the character of Scott

or of Stevenson, the character of Burns or Barrie, are exact

and unal tered reproductions of the stern teaching of John Knox.

But before we cone to any such conparisons, it is worth renarking,

on the face of the thing that a rather nore living world,

alife nore in touch with nodem conditions, a grasp of

t he actual problenms of the present and the imediate future,

is rather nore indicated by saying the words "Conpton Mackenzie"

than by saying the words "John Knox." Many very nobdem young nen

have recently joined the sane religion as M. Conpton Mackenzie.

No such nobdem young men, that | ever heard of, have ever exhibited
the smallest desire to go back to the religion of John Knox. As a
matter of plain fact, there is hardly one nodem Scotsman in a thousand
who has the snallest synpathy with the real religion of John Knox.

He may vaguely respect John Knox as a Scottish hero, on the supposition
(quite startlingly false) that he was a Scottish patriot.

As a matter of fact, the patriotic party in Scotland was the w cked
Papi stical party; Knox and his Presbyterians were all for hel ping

the pressure of England and Elizabeth. They would have justified

t hensel ves by saying that they had the one, true and only

right religion. The questionis, who is left even in Scotl and

who believes that it was the one, true and only right religion?

| repeat, about one in a thousand; perhaps only a few splendidly
fanatical old We Frees in the Highlands. Anybody who knows anyt hi ng
of the Scottish Presbyterian Churches, during the last fifty years,
knows that the prevailing doctrine taught in them has NOT been

the severe Calvinismof the eighteenth and seventeenth centuries,
still less the wild Calvinismof the sixteenth. It has been a nild
hash of Hegelian phil osophy and Hi gher Criticism all borrowed from
Germany and carefully | earnt by Scotch students in Gernman Universities.



And anybody who has noticed what the nbdem Scottish character
isreally like, knows that it does not by this tinme (thank heaven)
bear the small est resenbl ance to the sternness of John Knox.

It is rather sentinmental than otherw se, though its sentiment finds
expression in nore than one brilliant and admirable nman of geni us.
Modern Scotland is not even renotely represented by John Knox.

It is represented much nore accurately, and nmuch nore honourably,
by Sir Harry Lauder and Sir Janes Barrie.

This dull habit of invoking dead things, in a world in which we

are surrounded by nore and nore interesting living things,

is the second mark of the sort of bigot | am descri bing.

It would be an extrenely interesting business to wite a real
respectful and synpathetic history of the remarkabl e epi sode of
Scottish Puritanism insisting on its integrity and its intellectua
vigour while it lasted. But any sincere study of it nust concl ude
with the statenent that it did not last. One of the nost brilliant
and di stingui shed of Scottish professors, at Edi nburgh University,
hinsel f of an origin wholly Puritan and of synpathies the very
reverse of Catholic, used to ne the true and forcible expression
about the old Scottish Sabbatarianism "It covered all Scotl and;
and then one norning, it had suddenly vani shed everywhere |ike the snow.'
And though the story might be told truly fromeither standpoint,

or frommany others, it is but natural that we should draw our own
noral fromit. And the noral is, of course, one which we find
runni ng through the whol e of our history.

The birth and death of every heresy has been essentially the sane.
A norbid or unbal anced Catholic takes one idea out of the

t housandfold throng of Catholic ideas; and announces t hat

he cares for that Catholic idea nmore than for Catholicism

He takes it away with himinto a w | derness, where the idea becones
an imge and the image an idol. Then, after a century or two,

he suddenly wakes up and di scovers that the idol is an idol

and, shortly after that, that the wilderness is a w | derness.

If he is a wise man, he calls hinself a fool. |If he is a fool

he calls hinself an evol utionary progressive who has outgrown

the worship of idols; and he | ooks round himat the w I derness,
spreadi ng bare and desol ate on every side and says, in the beautifu
words of M. H G Wlls: "I seenolimt toit at all."

That is what happened to the Cal vinistic Scotsman; and the chief
confort in the prospect is that the Scotsman is not generally a fool
even when he has ceased to be a Calvinist. But he very often becones
an atheist; and the fact that so many of the hard destructive sceptics,
from Hune downwar ds, cane from Scotland, was the early and significant
evi dence of the discovery of the idol and the wil derness.

But in any case, that is the conpact parable of what occurred.

The Cal vini st was a Catholic whose inmgination had been in sonme way
caught and over powered by the one isolated theol ogical truth of

t he power and know edge of God; and he offered to it human sacrifice,
not only of every human sentinment, but of every other divine quality.
Sonething in that bare idea of all-seeing, all-searching and pitil ess
power intoxicated and exalted certain men for a certain period, as certain
nmen are intoxicated by a stormof wind or sone terrible stage tragedy.
The nore noderate Protestants, the Anglicans and to a | arge extent

t he Lut herans, had sonething of the sanme queer feeling about the King
Hence cane the Cavalier doctrine of Divine Right--and the court

chapl ains of Prussia. Nothing is nore intriguing and chal |l engi ng

to the inmagination than the necessity of trying to understand how nen



in the sixteenth and early seventeenth centuries felt a sort of

abstract altruistic joy in the nere mght and triunph of the Prince;

in the mere autocracy of the earthly ruler. The Calvinists,

to do themjustice, felt it only about the heavenly ruler

In that sense the Scots can | ook proudly back on their Calvinism

But they cannot | ook proudly forward to Calvinism They really know,

as well as anybody else, that this isolated religious idea can no |onger
be kept separate fromall the other religious ideas to which it bel ongs.
The Cal vinismof the Puritan is as dead as the Divine Ri ght of

the Cavaliers; nen can no |longer worship the idol, whether it is
Presbyterianismor Erastianism They can only worship the w |l derness;
which is atheism-or, as the nore polite say, pantheism

VWether it be called a Catholic tendency or no, all the novenents

of all the sects of late have been in the direction of trying to put
t oget her again those separate pieces that were pulled apart in the
sixteenth century. The main feature of our time has been the fact

t hat one person after another has recovered one piece after another
and added it to the new scheme by borrowing it fromthe ol d.

There is one sufficient proof that there has indeed been a shi pweck.
And that is that Robinson Crusoe has, ever since, been continually
goi ng back to get things fromthe weck.

/-
| F THEY HAD BELI EVED

ONE of the things our enemies do not know is the real case for their
own side. It is always for me a great matter of pride that the proudest,
t he nbost genui ne and the nost unanswerabl e boast, that the Protestants
of England coul d ever nmake, was nade for them by a Catholic.

Very few of the Protestants, of his tinme at any rate, would have

had the historical enlargenment or enlightenment to nmake it.

For it was said by Newnan, when that great master of English

was surveying the glorious triunphs of our tongue from Bacon

and Mlton, to Swift and Burke, and he reninded us firmy that,

t hough we convert England to the true faith a thousand tines over
"English literature will always have been Protestant."

That generous piece of candour might well be represented as even

too generous; but | think it is very wise for us to be too generous.
It is not entirely, or at |east not exclusively true.

The nane of Chaucer is al one enough to show that English literature
was English a long time before it was Protestant. Even a Protestant,
if he were also English, could ask for nobody nore entirely

English than Chaucer. He was, in the essential national tenper,

very much nore English than MIton. As a natter of fact,

the argunment is no stronger for Chaucer than it is for Shakespeare.
But in the case of Shakespeare the argunent is |ong and conpli cated,
as conducted by partisans; though sufficiently sinple and direct

for people with a sense of reality. | believe that recent discoveries,
as recorded in a book by a French |ady, have very strongly confirnmed
the theory that Shakespeare died a Catholic. But | need no books
and no discoveries to prove to me that he had lived a Catholic,

or nore probably, like the rest of us, tried unsuccessfully

to live a Catholic; that he thought like a Catholic and felt

like a Catholic and saw every question as a Catholic sees it.

The proofs of this would be matter for a separate essay;

if indeed so practical an inpression can be proved at all

It is quite self-evident to ne that he was a certain rea

and recogni sabl e Renai ssance type of Catholic; |ike Cervantes;



like Ronsard. But if | were asked offhand for a short explanation
I could only say that | know he was a Catholic fromthe passages
whi ch are now used to prove he was an agnosti c.

But that is another and nmuch nore subtle question, which is

not the question | proposed to nyself in starting this essay.

In starting it, | proposed to grant the whole sound and solid truth
of Newmran's admi ssion; that there has indeed arisen out of the disunion
of Europe a great and glorious English Protestant literature;

and to nake sone further specul ati ons upon the point.

And | think that nothing could nake clearer to the nodern English
the one supreme thing that they don't know (which is what our
religion really is and why we think it real) than to put this
rather interesting historical question. What difference would

it have nade to the great nmasters of English literature, if they
had been Catholics?

O course, the question cannot be strictly and scientifically answered;
because nobody knows what difference would be made to

anybody by any change in the circunstances of his life.

But taking the nmatter broadly, as a question of ideas or even

of doctrines it is worth asking as a matter of religious history.

How far did the great Protestant witers depend on Protestantisn?

I have no intention of discussing it adequately here; and i ndeed

this is not so nuch an essay as an essay to suggest an essay.

It is, in fact, a delicate indication, to people nore |earned than nyself,
that | amin possession of a very good title and subject for an essay.
But at least it will be safe to say that the common or conventiona

i npressi on anong English people on this point is wildly wong.

It is wong because it inmagines that purely Protestant ideas

were in some vague way the same as |iberal and emanci pated ideas.

And it is wong in a nore special sense, because it is founded on the
utterly false history, which supposes that the Renai ssance was the sane
as the Reformation. It would be very difficult to say what English
literature owes to the Reformation as distinct fromthe Renai ssance.
There is the splendid sincerity that inspired the plain English of Bunyan
but even Bunyan was a sort of exception that proved the rule.

He was a Puritan; but he was enphatically not a Puritan of the Puritans.
He was a man actually suspected by his fell ow Puritans, because he was
not so nmuch a Puritan as a Christian. It was remarked at the ting,

and it has often been renmarked since, that his theory is not

very sectarian by the standard of seventeenth century sects.

Among the Calvinists he was so nuch of a noderate, that thousands nust
have read his great book wi thout thinking about Calvinismat all

And if we take the great scenes in his great book, the battle with
Apol I yon, the Mssion of Geatheart, the death of Valiant-for-the-Truth,
when all the trunpets sounded on the other side--there is really no
reason whatever why they should not have been witten by a Catholic.

| do not affirmthat they woul d have been witten by a Catholic,

if the course of history had |left the common peopl e Catholics;

for that is a question which nobody can possibly answer one way

or the other. But | am speaking strictly of doctrines in their
relation to ideas and i mages; and there i s no possible reason why

a Catholic should be prevented by his Catholicismfromwiting such

a story of the pilgrimge of Man and the fight to attain to God

Mlton in one way is an even stronger case; since he had much
nore in himof Shakespeare and the Catholic Renai ssance.
And | really cannot think of any deep difference that it would



have nade to his poetry, as poetry, if he had foll owed other nenbers

of his family in the old faith; I do not see that he need have
been nuch altered, except possibly by being a nuch jollier man.
Many will not realise this, because they insist on regarding

artistic and intellectual freedomas sonething that was cl osed

to the Catholic countries and open only to the Protestant.

But all history is in flat contradiction to this view The tide

of culture in the seventeenth century flowed from France to Engl and,
not from England to France. MIlton m ght have been as central as
Moliere and still remained a Catholic man in a Catholic atnosphere.
Descartes the Catholic was nore truly than Bacon the Protestant,

t he PHI LOSOPHER of rationalist science. The experinents,

the new forms, the great names in criticismand phil osophy,
appeared during the last two or three centuries quite as nuch

in the Catholic countries as in the Protestant, if not rather nore.
Engl and coul d have produced a great English literature,

as France produced a great French literature, w thout any change
in the ancient European religion.

The real test case, to be considered in sone such essay,

woul d be a case like that of Cowper. There you do nost enphatically
have the Protestant theol ogy; and there you do nost enphatically

have the English poetry. But the two have precious little to do

with each other; until the com ng of that dark hour when the theol ogy
destroyed the poetry. Poor Cowper's Cal vinismdrove hi mnad;

and only his poetry managed for sonme tine to keep hi m sane.

But there was nothing whatever either in the poetry or the

sanity that could have prevented himfrom being a Catholic.

On the contrary, he was exactly the sort of man who woul d have been
very happy as a Catholic. He was the sort of man to have been
devoted to the nenory of St. Francis, if he had ever heard of him
and there was nothing to prevent the one any nore than the other

from keepi ng pet birds or stroking wild hares out of the woods.

It was the brutal blow of Calvin, two centuries before, that broke
the heart of that natural saint; and it is not the |east of his crinmes.

After the time of Cowper, there does indeed begin to appear another

type of difficulty; but it is not the presence but rather the absence

of Protestant theology. There were elenments even in Burns and Byron,
there were still nore elenents in Shelley and Sw nburne, which woul d
doubt | ess have been at issue with their Catholic tradition

if they had had it. But it would not have been a revolt agai nst
Catholicismhalf so much as it was a revolt against Protestanti sm

In so far as they tended to nere scepticism they could have found their
way to it nore quickly fromreadi ng Rabel ais and Montaigne in a Catholic
country than fromreadi ng Shakespeare and MIton in a Protestant one.

As soon as the Revol ution has begun, in a sense as soon as

t he Romantic Movenment has begun, the positive Puritan theol ogy

is left behind even nore conpletely than the nedi aeval theol ogy.

I ndeed the Romantics did develop a faint and hazy synpat hy,

if not with nediaeval theology, at |least with nediaeval religion

It is true that Byron or Hugo probably preferred an abbey

to be a ruined abbey; but they would not have visited a Bapti st

chapel even for the pleasure of seeing it ruined. It is true

that Scott advised us to see nediaeval Melrose by noonlight;

with the delicate inplication that the nmediaeval religion was noonshi ne.
But he would not in any case have wanted to see Exeter Hall by gaslight;
and he woul d have thought its theol ogy not noonshine but gas.

The tributes which he occasionally forces hinself to make to the official
Puritani smof his own country are, it will be generally agreed,



the nost sullen and insincere words to be found in his works.

On the negative side, therefore, the conclusion is altogether negative.
It is very difficult to find, at least after the doubtful case

of Bunyan and the deadly case of Cowper, anything that can

be called a purely literary inspiration conming fromthe purely
Protestant doctrines. There is plenty of inspiration com ng nore

or less indirectly from Pagani sm but after the first excitenent,
hardly any from Protestantism

If this is true on the negative side, it is even truer on

the positive side. | take it that the inmginative nagnificence of
Mlton's epic, in such matters as the War in Heaven, woul d have been
much nore convincing, if it had been nodell ed nmore on the profound
nmedi aeval nysteries about the nature of angels and archangel s,

and less on the nerely fanciful G eek nyths about giants and gods
PARADI SE LOST is an imortal poem but it has just failed

to be an imortal religious poem Those are nost happy

in reading MIton who can read himas they woul d read Hesi od.

It is doubtful whether those seeking spiritual satisfaction

now read himeven as naturally as they would read Crashaw.

| suppose nobody will dispute that the pageantry of Scott m ght have
taken on a tenfold splendour if he could have understood the enbl ens
of an everlasting faith as synpathetically as he did the enbl ens

of a dead feudalism For himit was the habit that made the nonk
but the habit woul d have been quite as picturesque if there

had been a real nonk inside it; let alone a real nind inside

the nonk, like the mind of St. Dominic or St. Hugh of Lincoln.
"English literature will always have been Protestant"; but it

m ght have been Catholic; w thout ceasing to be English literature,
and perhaps succeeding in producing a deeper literature and

a happi er Engl and.

/-
PEACE AND THE PAPACY

THERE is a fampous saying which to some has seemed | acking in reverence,
though in fact it is a support of one inportant part of religion

"I'f God had not existed, it would have been necessary to invent Hm"
It is not at all unlike some of the daring questions w th which

St. Thomas Aqui nas begins his great defence of the faith.

Sone of the nmodern critics of his faith, especially the Protestant
critics of it, have fallen into an amusing error, chiefly through

i gnorance of Latin and of the old use of the word DI VUS

and have accused Cat holics of describing the Pope as God.

Catholics, | need not say, are about as likely to call the Pope God
as to call a grasshopper the Pope. But there is a sense in which
they do recogni se an eternal correspondence between the position

of the King of Kings in the universe and of his Viceroy in the world,
like the correspondence between a real thing and its shadow,
asimlarity sonething like the danaged and defective simlarity

bet ween God and the image of God. And anmpng the coi nci dences

of this conparison may be classed the case of this epigram

The world will nore and nore find itself in a position in which

even politicians and practical nmen will find thensel ves sayi ng,

"I'f the Pope had not existed, it would be necessary to invent him™"

It is not at all inpossible that they may really try to invent him
The truth is that nultitudes of them woul d al ready accept the Pope
if he were not called the Pope. | firmy believe that it would



be quite possible, in this and many other matters, to play a sort

of pious practical joke on large nunbers of heretics and heat hens.

| fancy it would be quite feasible to describe in accurate

but abstract terns the general idea of an office or obligation

whi ch woul d exactly correspond to the position of the Papacy

in history, and which would be accepted on ethical and social ground
by nunbers of Protestants and free-thinkers; until they discovered
with a reaction of rage and astoni shment that they had been

entrapped into accepting the international arbitration of the Pope.
Suppose sonebody were to advance the old idea as if it were

a new i dea; suppose he were to say; "l propose that there be

erected in sone central city in the nore civilised part of our
civilisation the seat of a permanent official to represent peace

and the basis of agreement anong all the surrounding nations;

I et himbe by the nature of his post set apart fromthemall and yet
sworn to consider the rights and wongs of all; Let himbe put there
as a judge to expound an ethical |aw and system of social rel ations;
et himbe of a certain type and training different fromthat

whi ch encourages the ordinary anbitions of military glory or even

the ordinary attachnments of tribal tradition; |et himbe protected

by a special sentinment fromthe pressure of kings and princes;

I et himbe sworn in a special manner to the consideration of nen as nen."
There are not a few already, and there will soon be many nore,

who woul d be perfectly capabl e of proposing such an ideal internationa
institution on their own account; there are al so many who would really,
in their innocence, suppose that it had never been attenpted before.

It is true that as yet | arge nunbers of such social reformers would
shrink fromthe idea of the institution being an individual

But even that prejudice is weakening under the wear and tear of rea
political experience. W nmmy be attached, as many of us are,

to the denocratic ideal; but npst of us have already realised

that direct denocracy, the only true denocracy which satisfies

a true denocrat, is a thing applicable to sonme things and not others;
and not applicable at all to a question such as this. The actua
speaki ng voice of a vast international civilisation, or of a vast
international religion, will not in any case be the actual articulate
di stingui shabl e voices or cries of all the mllions of the faithful
It is not the people who would be the heirs of a dethroned Pope;

it is sone synod or bench of bishops. It is not an alternative

bet ween nonarchy and denocracy, but an alternative between nonarchy
and oligarchy. And, being nyself one of the denpcratic idealists,

| have not the faintest hesitation in nmy choice between the two latter
forms of privilege. A nonarch is a nman; but an oligarchy is not nen;
it is afewnen formng a group snmall enough to be insol ent

and | arge enough to be irresponsible. A man in the position

of a Pope, unless he is literally mad, nmust be responsible.

But aristocrats can always throw the responsibility on each other

and yet create a common and corporate society fromwhich

is shut out the very vision of the rest of the world.

These are concl usions to which many people in the world are coning
and many who would still be rmuch astonished and horrified to find
where those conclusions |lead. But the point here is that even

if our civilisation does not rediscover the need of a Papacy,

it is extrenely likely that sooner or later it will try to supply
the need of something like a Papacy; even if it tries to do it

on its own account. That will be indeed an ironical situation.

The nodern world will have a set up a new Anti-Pope, even if,

as in Monsignor Benson's ronance, the Anti-Pope has rather

the character of an Antichrist.



The point is that nen will attenpt to put sone sort of noral power
out of the reach of material powers. It is the weakness of many
worthy and wel |l -nmeaning attenpts at international justice just now,
that the international council can hardly help being nerely

a mcrocosmor nodel of the world outside it, with all its little
things and big things, including the things that are nuch too big.
Suppose that in the international interchanges of the future sone power,
say Sweden, is felt to be disproportionate or problenatical

If Sweden is powerful in Europe, she will be powerful in the counci
of Europe. |If Sweden is too powerful in Europe, she will be too
powerful in the council of Europe. And because she is the very
thing that is irresistible, she is the very thing to be resisted;
or at any rate to be restrained. | do not see how Europe can ever
escape fromthat |ogical dilemm, except by discovering again

an authority that is purely noral and is the recogni sed custodi an
of a norality. It may very reasonably be said that even those
dedicated to that duty may not al ways practise what they profess.
But the other rulers of the world are not even bound to profess it.

Again and again in history, especially in nediaeval history,

t he Papacy has intervened in the interests of peace and humanity;
just as the greatest saints have thrown thensel ves between

the swords and daggers of contending factions. But if there

had been no Papacy and no saints and no Catholic Church at all

the world left to itself would certainly not have substituted soci al
abstractions for theol ogical creeds. As a whole, hunanity has

been far from humanitarian. |f the world had been left to itself,
et us say in the age of feudalism all the decisions would

have been rigidly and ruthlessly on the lines of feudalism

There was only one institution in that world that had existed
before feudalism There was only one institution which could possibly
carry on some faint menmory of the Republic and the Roman Law.

If the world had been left to itself in the time of the Renaissance
and the Italian statecraft of the Prince, it would have been arranged
entirely in the current fashion of the glorification of princes.
There was only one institution that could at any nmonent be noved

to repeat, "Put not your trust in princes." Had it been absent,

the only result woul d have been that the fanobus settlenent of

CUJUS REG O EJUS RELI A O woul d have been all REG O with precious
little RELIG O. And so, of course, our own day has its unconscious
dogmas and its universal prejudices; and it needs a special

a sacred and what seens to nany an i nhuman separation to stand
above themor to see beyond.

| know that this ideal has been abused |like any other; | only
say that even those who nost denounce the reality will probably
begin again to search for the ideal. But | do not, in fact,

propose that any such spiritual tribunal should act like a | ega
tribunal or be given powers of practical interference with norna

and national governnent. | amaquite sure, for one thing,

that it would never accept any such material entanglenment.

Nor do I, for that nmatter, desire that any of the secular tribunals
now set up in the interests of international peace should thus

have the power to interfere with nationality and |ocal I|iberty.

| would much rather give such power to a pope than to politicians
and di plomatists of the sort to whomthe world is giving it.

But | do not want to give it to anybody and the authority in question
does not want to accept it fromanybody. The thing of which | speak
is purely nmoral and cannot exist without a certain noral |oyalty;



it is athing of atnbsphere and even in a sense of affection

There is no space to describe here the manner in which such

a general popular attachnent grows up; but there is no doubt

what ever that it did once grow up round such a religious

centre of our civilisation; and that it is not likely to grow

up agai n except for sonething which ainms at a higher standard

of humlity and charity than the ordinary standard of the world.

Men cannot have an affection for other people's enperors,

or even for other people's politicians; they have sonetinmes been

known to cool in affection even for their own politicians.

| see no prospect of any such positive nucleus of amty except in sone
positive enthusiasm for something that noves the deepest parts of man's
noral nature; sonething which can unite us not (as the prigs say)

by being entirely international, but by being universally human

Men cannot agree about nothing any nore than they can di sagree

about nothing. And anything wi de enough to make such an agreenent

must itself be w der than the world.

/-
THE SPIRI T OF CHRI STMAS

| HAVE rather rashly undertaken to wite of the Spirit of Christnas;
and it presents a prelimnary difficulty about which | must be candid.
Peopl e are very curious nowadays in their way of talking

about "the spirit" of a thing. There is, for exanple,

a particular sort of prig who is always |ecturing us about having
the spirit of true Christianity, apart fromall names and forns.

As far as | can make out, he means the very opposite of what he says.
He means that we are to go on using the names "Christian"

and "Christianity," and so on, for sonmething in which it is quite
specially the spirit that is not Christian; sonething that is a sort
of conbi nati on of the basel ess optinm smof an American athei st

with the pacifismof a mld H ndoo. 1In the same way, we read

a great deal about the Spirit of Christmas in nodem journalism

or commercialism but it is really a reversal of the sane kind.

So far frompreserving the essentials without the externals, it is
rat her preserving the externals where there cannot be the essential s.
It neans taking two nere material substances, like holly and m stl etoe,
and spreading themall over huge and honel ess cosnopolitan hotels

or round the Doric colums of inpersonal clubs full of jaded

and cynical old gentlemen; or in any other place where the actua
spirit of Christmas is least likely to be. But there is also

anot her way in which nodem comercial conplexity eats out the heart
of the thing, while actually |eaving the painted shell of it.

And that is the nmuch too el aborate system of dependence on buying
and selling, and therefore on bustle and hustle; and the actua

negl ect of the new things that mnmight be done by the old Chri stnas.

Normal Iy, if anything were normal nowadays, it would seema truismto say
that Christmas has been a famly festival. But it is now possible
(as | have had the good or bad luck to discover) to earn a reputation
for paradox sinply by going on saying that truisns are true

In this case, of course, the reason, the only reasonabl e reason

was religious. It was concerned with a happy fam |y because it

was consecrated to the Holy Family. But it is perfectly true

that many nmen saw the fact without specially feeling the reason

VWen we say the root was religious, we do not mean that Sam Wl er
was concentrated on theol ogi cal val ues when he told the Fat Boy

to "put a bit of Christmas,"” into sone object, probably edible.



We do not nean that the Fat Boy had gone into a trance of nystica
contenplation like a nonk seeing a vision. W do not even nean

that Bob Cratchit defended punch by saying he was only | ooking

on the wine when it was yellow, or that Tiny Timquoted Tinothy.

We only nean that they, including their author, would have confessed
hunbly and heartily that there was sonmeone historically quite anterior
to M. Scrooge, who mght be called the Founder of the Feast.

But in any case, whatever the reason, all woul d have agreed about
the result. M. Wardle's feast centred in M. Wardle's famly

and none the | ess because the romantic shadows of M. Wnkle

and M. Snodgrass threatened to break it up for the formation

of other famlies.

The Christmas season is donestic; and for that reason nost people
now prepare for it by struggling in trantars, standing in queues,
rushing away in trains, crowding despairingly into tea-shops,

and wondering when or whether they will ever get hone.

| do not know whether some of them di sappear for ever in the toy
departrment or sinply lie down and die in the tea-roons; but by

the ook of them it is quite likely. Just before the great festiva
of the home the whol e popul ation seens to have becone honel ess.

It is the suprenme triunph of industrial civilisation that,

in the huge cities which seemto have far too many houses,

there is a hopel ess shortage of housing. For a long time past

great nunmbers of our poor have becone practically nonadic.

We even confess the fact; for we talk of some of themas Street Arabs.
But this donestic institution, in its present ironical phase,

has gone beyond such normal abnormality. The feast of the

famly turns the rich as well as the poor into vagabonds.

They are so scattered over the bew I dering labyrinth of our traffic
and our trade, that they sonetines cannot even reach the tea-shop

it would be indelicate, of course, to mention the tavern.

They have a difficulty in crowding into their hotels, et alone
separating to reach their houses. | nean quite the reverse

of irreverence when | say that their only point of resenbl ance

to the archetypal Christmas famly is that there is no roomfor them
at the inn.

Now Christmas is built upon a beautiful and intentional paradox;

that the birth of the homel ess should be cel ebrated in every hone.
But the other sort of paradox is not intentional and is certainly
not beautiful. It is bad enough that we cannot altogether

di sentangl e the tragedy of poverty. It is bad enough that the birth
of the honel ess, celebrated at hearth and altar, should sonetinmes
synchroni se with the death of the honel ess in workhouses and sl uns.
But we need not rejoice in this universal restlessness brought upon
rich and poor alike; and it seens to nme that in this matter we need
a reformof the nodern Chri stmas.

I will now emt another brilliant flash of paradox by renarking

that Christmas occurs in the winter. That is, it is not only a
feast dedicated to donesticity, but it is one deliberately placed
under the conditions in which it is npost unconfortable to rush

about and nobst natural to stop at home. But under the conplicated
condi tions of nodern conventions and conveni ences, there arises
this nore practical and much nore unpl easant sort of paradox.

Peopl e have to rush about for a few weeks, if it is only to stay

at home for a few hours. Now the old and healthy idea of such w nter
festivals was this; that people being shut in and besieged by the
weat her were driven back on their own resources; or, in other words,



had a chance of showi ng whether there was anything in them

It is not certain that the reputation of our nbst fashionable

nodern pl easure-seekers would survive the test. Some dreadfu
exposures woul d be made of sone such brilliant society favourites,

if they were cut off fromthe power of nachi nery and noney.

They are quite used to having everything done for them and even
when they go to the very |atest Anerican dances, it seens to be
nostly the Negro nusicians who dance. But anyhow, on the average

of healthy humanity | believe the cutting off of all these mechanica
connecti ons woul d have a thoroughly enlivening and awakeni ng effect.
At present they are always accused of nerely anusing thensel ves;

but they are doing nothing so noble or worthy of their human dignity.
Most of themby this time cannot amuse thensel ves; they are too used
to bei ng anmused.

Christmas m ght be creative. W are told, even by those who praise
it most, that it is chiefly valuable for keeping up ancient customns
or ol d-fashioned ganes. It is indeed valuable for both those
admirabl e purposes. But in the sense of which | am now speaking it
nm ght once nore be possible to turn the truth the other way round.

It is not so nmuch old things as new things that a real Christnas

m ght create. It might, for instance, create new ganes, if people
were really driven to invent their own ganmes. Mst of the very

ol d ganmes began with the use of ordinary tools or furniture.

So the very terns of tennis were founded on the framework of the old
inn courtyard. So, it is said, the stunps in cricket were originally
only the three legs of the nilking-stool. Now we m ght invent new
things of this kind, if we renenbered who is the nmother of invention
How pleasing it would be to start a game in which we scored so much
for hitting the unbrella-stand O the di nner-wagon, or even the host
and hostess; of course, with a mssile of sone soft materi al
Children who are lucky enough to be left alone in the nursery

i nvent not only whol e ganes, but whole dramas and life-stories

of their own; they invent secret |anguages; they create

imaginary famlies; they |aboriously conduct fam |y nmagazi nes.

That is the sort of creative spirit that we want in the nodern world;
want both in the sense of desiring and in the sense of lacking it.

If Christmas could becone nore donmestic, instead of less, | believe
there would be a vast increase in the real Christmas spirit;

the spirit of the Child. But in indulging this dreamwe nust once
nore invert the current convention into the formof a paradox.

It is true in a sense that Christmas is the tinme at which the doors
shoul d be open. But | would have the doors shut at Chri stmas,

or at least just before Christnas; and then the world shall see

what we can do.

| cannot but remenber, with something of a smle, that on an earlier
and nore controversial page of this book | have mentioned a | ady

who shuddered at the thought of the things perpetrated by ny
co-religionists behind closed doors. But nmy nenory of it is nellowed
by di stance and the present subject, and | feel quite the reverse

of controversial. | hope that |lady, and all of her way of thinking,
may al so have the wisdomto close their doors; and discover that only
when all the doors are closed the best thing will be found inside.

If they are Puritans, whose religion is only based on the Bible,

let it for once indeed be a Family Bible. |If they are Pagans, who can
accept nothing but the winter feast, let it at least be a fanily feast.
The di scordance or disconfort conpl ai ned of by nodern critics,

inthe famly reunion, is not due to that mystical focal fire

havi ng been left burning, but to its having been left to go cold.



It is because cold fragnents of a once living thing are clunsily

| unped together; it is no argunent agai nst making the thing alive.
Christrmas toys are incongruously dangl ed before heavy and heat hen uncl es
who wi sh they were playing golf. But that does not alter the fact
that they m ght becone nuch brighter and nore intelligent if they
knew how to play with toys; and they are horrible bores about golf.
Their dullness is only the | ast deadly product of the nechanica
progress of organi sed and professional sports, in that rigid

worl d of routine outside the hone. When they were children

behi nd cl osed doors in the hone, it is probable that nearly every

one of them had day-dreans and unwritten dranas that bel onged to them
as nmuch as Hanl et bel onged to Shakespeare or Pickw ck to D ckens.

How rmuch nmore thrilling it would be if Uncle Henry, instead of
describing in detail all the strokes with which he ought to have got
out of the bunker, were to say frankly that he had been on a voyage

to the end of the world and had just caught the Great Sea- Serpent.

How rmuch nmore truly intellectual would be the conversation of

Uncle Wlliamif, instead of telling us the point to which he had
reduced hi s handi cap, he could still say with conviction that he was
King of the Kangaroo |slands, or Chief of the Rango Dango Redski ns.
These things, projected fromwithin, were in alnost all human spirits;
and it is not norrmal that the inspiration of them should be so utterly
crushed by the things without. Let it not be supposed for a nonent
that | also amanong the tyrants of the earth, who woul d i mpose ny

own tastes, or force all the other children to play ny own ganes.

I have no disrespect for the gane of golf; it is an adm rable gane.

| have played it; or rather, | have played at it, which is generally
regarded as the very opposite. By all neans let the golfers golf

and even the organi sers organise, if their only conception of an organ
is sonething like a barrel-organ. Let themplay golf day after day;

et themplay golf for three hundred and sixty-four days, and nights
as well, with balls dipped in [ um nous paint, to be pursued in the dark
But let there be one night when things grow | um nous fromwthin:

and one day when nen seek for all that is buried in thensel ves,

and di scover, where she is indeed hidden, behind | ocked gates

and shuttered wi ndows, and doors thrice barred and bol ted,

the spirit of liberty.

PAGE

36



