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The Aut hor

Gl bert Keith Chesterton was born in London, England on the 29th

of May, 1874. Though he considered hinself a nere "rollicking journalist,
he was actually a prolific and gifted witer in virtually every area

of literature. A man of strong opinions and enornously tal ented

at defending them his exuberant personality neverthel ess all owed

himto maintain warmfri endshi ps with peopl e--such as George Bernard

Shaw and H G Wells--with whom he vehenently di sagreed

Chesterton had no difficulty standing up for what he believed.

He was one of the few journalists to oppose the Boer \ar

Hi s 1922 "Eugenics and Ot her Evils" attacked what was at that tine
t he nost progressive of all ideas, the idea that the human

race could and should breed a superior version of itself.

In the Nazi experience, history denpnstrated the wi sdom of his
once "reactionary" views.

Hi s poetry runs the ganut fromthe comc 1908 "On Running After

One's Hat" to dark and serious ballads. During the dark days of 1940,
when Britain stood virtually al one against the armed ni ght of

Nazi Gernany, these lines fromhis 1911 Ballad of the White Horse
were often quoted:

I tell you naught for your confort,
Yea, naught for your desire,

Save that the sky grows darker yet
And the sea rises higher

Though not witten for a scholarly audi ence, his biographies of
aut hors and historical figures |like Charles Dickens and St. Francis

of Assisi often contain brilliant insights into their subjects.
Hi s Father Brown nystery stories, witten between 1911 and 1936,
are still being read and adapted for television.

His politics fitted with his deep distrust of concentrated wealth

and power of any sort. Along with his friend Hlaire Belloc and in
books like the 1910 "What's Wong with the Wrld" he advocated a vi ew
called "Distributionisnm that was best summred up by his expression
that every man ought to be allowed to own "three acres and a cow. "
Though not know as a political thinker, his political influence

has circled the world. Sone see in himthe father of the "snall

is beautiful" novenment and a newspaper article by himis credited



wi th provoki ng Gandhi to seek a "genuine" nationalismfor India
rather than one that imtated the British.

Heretics belongs to yet another area of literature at which

Chesterton excelled. A fun-loving and gregarious man, he was neverthel ess
troubled in his adol escence by thoughts of suicide. In Christianity

he found the answers to the dil etmas and paradoxes he sawin life.

O her books in that same series include his 1908 Orthodoxy (witten in
response to attacks on this book) and his 1925 The Everl asting Man
Othodoxy is also avail able as electronic text.

Chesterton died on the 14th of June, 1936 in Beaconsfield,

Bucki nghanmshire, England. During his life he published 69 books
and at | east another ten based on his witings have been published
after his death. WMany of those books are still in print.

Ignatius Press is systematically publishing his collected witings.
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. Introductory Remarks on the Inportance of Othodoxy

Not hi ng nore strangely indicates an enornmous and silent evi

of nodern society than the extraordi nary use which is made

nowadays of the word "orthodox." In former days the heretic

was proud of not being a heretic. It was the kingdons of

the world and the police and the judges who were heretics.

He was orthodox. He had no pride in having rebell ed agai nst them
they had rebelled against him The armes with their cruel security,
the kings with their cold faces, the decorous processes of State,

t he reasonabl e processes of law-all these |ike sheep had gone astray.
The man was proud of being orthodox, was proud of being right.

If he stood alone in a howing wilderness he was nore than a nman



he was a church. He was the centre of the universe; it was

round himthat the stars swung. Al the tortures torn out of
forgotten hells could not nake himadnmt that he was heretical

But a few nodern phrases have made hi m boast of it. He says,

with a conscious |augh, "I suppose | amvery heretical," and | ooks
round for applause. The word "heresy" not only neans no | onger

being wong; it practically neans being cl ear-headed and courageous.
The word "orthodoxy" not only no | onger neans being right;

it practically means being wong. All this can mean one thing,

and one thing only. It neans that people care | ess for whether

they are philosophically right. For obviously a man ought

to confess hinmself crazy before he confesses hinself heretical

The Bohemian, with a red tie, ought to pique hinmself on his orthodoxy.
The dynanmiter, laying a bonb, ought to feel that, whatever else he is,
at least he is orthodox.

It is foolish, generally speaking, for a philosopher to set fire

to anot her phil osopher in Smthfield Market because they do not agree
in their theory of the universe. That was done very frequently

in the last decadence of the Mddle Ages, and it failed altogether
inits object. But there is one thing that is infinitely nore

absurd and unpractical than burning a man for his phil osophy.

This is the habit of saying that his phil osophy does not matter,

and this is done universally in the twentieth century,

in the decadence of the great revolutionary period.

General theories are everywhere contemed; the doctrine of the Rights
of Man is dismssed with the doctrine of the Fall of Man
Atheismitself is too theological for us to-day. Revolution itself

is too much of a system liberty itself is too nuch of a restraint.
We will have no generalizations. M. Bernard Shaw has put the view
in a perfect epigram "The golden rule is that there is no golden rule.
We are nore and nore to discuss details in art, politics, literature.
A man's opinion on trancars matters; his opinion on Botticelli matters;
his opinion on all things does not matter. He may turn over and
explore a mllion objects, but he nust not find that strange object,
the universe; for if he does he will have a religion, and be |ost.
Everythi ng nmatters--except everything.

Exanpl es are scarcely needed of this total levity on the subject

of cosmic philosophy. Exanples are scarcely needed to show t hat,
what ever el se we think of as affecting practical affairs, we do

not think it matters whether a man is a pessinmist or an optim st,

a Cartesian or a Hegelian, a materialist or a spiritualist.

Let nme, however, take a randominstance. At any innocent tea-table
we may easily hear a man say, "Life is not worth living."

W regard it as we regard the statenent that it is a fine day;
nobody thinks that it can possibly have any serious effect on the nan
or on the world. And yet if that utterance were really believed,
the world woul d stand on its head. Murderers would be given

nedal s for saving men fromlife; firemen would be denounced

for keeping nen from death; poisons would be used as nedi ci nes;
doctors woul d be called in when people were well; the Roya

Humane Soci ety would be rooted out like a horde of assassins.

Yet we never speculate as to whether the conversational pessim st
wi Il strengthen or disorganize society; for we are convinced

that theories do not matter.

This was certainly not the idea of those who introduced our freedom
When the old Liberals renoved the gags fromall the heresies, their idea
was that religious and phil osophi cal discoveries mght thus be made.



Their view was that cosmic truth was so i nportant that every one

ought to bear independent testinony. The nodern idea is that cosmc
truth is so uninportant that it cannot matter what any one says.

The fornmer freed inquiry as men | oose a noble hound; the latter frees
inquiry as nen fling back into the sea a fish unfit for eating.

Never has there been so little discussion about the nature of nen

as now, when, for the first tine, any one can discuss it. The old
restriction meant that only the orthodox were allowed to discuss religion
Modern liberty means that nobody is allowed to discuss it.

Cood taste, the last and vilest of human superstitions,

has succeeded in silencing us where all the rest have fail ed.

Sixty years ago it was bad taste to be an avowed athei st.

Then cane the Bradl aughites, the last religious nen, the [ast nen

who cared about CGod; but they could not alter it. It is still bad
taste to be an avowed atheist. But their agony has achieved just this--
that nowit is equally bad taste to be an avowed Christian

Emanci pati on has only | ocked the saint in the same tower of silence

as the heresiarch. Then we tal k about Lord Angl esey and the weat her

and call it the conplete liberty of all the creeds.

But there are sone people, nevertheless--and | amone of them-

who think that the nmost practical and inportant thing about a man

is still his view of the universe. W think that for a |andl ady
considering a lodger, it is inmportant to know his incone, but stil

nore inportant to know his philosophy. W think that for a genera

about to fight an eneny, it is inportant to know the eneny's nunbers,

but still nmore inportant to know the enemy's phil osophy.

We think the question is not whether the theory of the cosnos

affects matters, but whether in the long run, anything else affects them
In the fifteenth century nen cross-examned and tornmented a nan

because he preached sone imoral attitude; in the nineteenth century we
feted and flattered Oscar W1 de because he preached such an attitude,
and then broke his heart in penal servitude because he carried it out.

It may be a question which of the two nethods was the nore cruel

there can be no kind of question which was the nore | udicrous.

The age of the Inquisition has not at | east the disgrace of having
produced a society which nade an idol of the very sane nman for preaching
the very same things which it made hima convict for practising.

Now, in our tine, philosophy or religion, our theory, that is,

about ultimate things, has been driven out, nore or |ess simultaneously,
fromtwo fields which it used to occupy. GCeneral ideals used

to dominate literature. They have been driven out by the cry

of "art for art's sake." General ideals used to dominate politics.
They have been driven out by the cry of "efficiency,” which

may roughly be translated as "politics for politics' sake."
Persistently for the last twenty years the ideals of order or liberty
have dwi ndl ed in our books; the anbitions of wit and el oquence

have dwi ndled in our parlianents. Literature has purposely becone

| ess political; politics have purposely becone less literary.

CGeneral theories of the relation of things have thus been extruded
fromboth; and we are in a position to ask, "Wat have we gai ned

or lost by this extrusion? |Is literature better, is politics better
for having discarded the noralist and the phil osopher?"

VWen everything about a people is for the time growi ng weak

and ineffective, it begins to talk about efficiency. So it is that when a
man's body is a weck he begins, for the first time, to talk about health.
Vi gorous organi sns tal k not about their processes, but about their ains.
There cannot be any better proof of the physical efficiency of a nan



than that he tal ks cheerfully of a journey to the end of the world.
And there cannot be any better proof of the practical efficiency

of a nation than that it talks constantly of a journey to the end

of the world, a journey to the Judgnent Day and the New Jerusal em
There can be no stronger sign of a coarse material health

than the tendency to run after high and wild ideals; it is

in the first exuberance of infancy that we cry for the noon.

None of the strong nen in the strong ages woul d have under st ood

what you neant by working for efficiency. Hildebrand would have said
that he was working not for efficiency, but for the Catholic Church
Dant on woul d have said that he was working not for efficiency,

but for liberty, equality, and fraternity. Even if the idea

of such men were sinply the ideal of kicking a man downstairs,

t hey thought of the end Iike nen, not of the process |ike paralytics.
They did not say, "Efficiently elevating ny right |eg, using,

you will notice, the nuscles of the thigh and calf, which are

in excellent order, 1--" Their feeling was quite different.

They were so filled with the beautiful vision of the man |ying

flat at the foot of the staircase that in that ecstasy the rest

followed in a flash. In practice, the habit of generalizing
and idealizing did not by any neans nean worl dly weakness.
The tinme of big theories was the tinme of big results. In the era of

sentinment and fine words, at the end of the eighteenth century, nmen were
really robust and effective. The sentinentalists conquered Napol eon
The cynics could not catch De Wet. A hundred years ago our affairs
for good or evil were w elded triunphantly by rhetoricians.

Now our affairs are hopel essly nuddl ed by strong, silent men.

And just as this repudiation of big words and big visions has

brought forth a race of small nen in politics, so it has brought

forth a race of small nmen in the arts. Qur nodern politicians claim
the col ossal |icense of Caesar and the Superman, claimthat they are
too practical to be pure and too patriotic to be noral; but the upshot
of it all is that a nmediocrity is Chancellor of the Exchequer.

Qur new artistic philosophers call for the same noral |icense,

for a freedomto weck heaven and earth with their energy;

but the upshot of it all is that a nediocrity is Poet Laureate.

I do not say that there are no stronger nen than these; but wll

any one say that there are any nmen stronger than those nmen of old

who were dom nated by their philosophy and steeped in their religion?
Whet her bondage be better than freedom nay be di scussed.

But that their bondage cane to nore than our freedomit wll be
difficult for any one to deny.

The theory of the unnorality of art has established itself firmy
inthe strictly artistic classes. They are free to produce
anything they like. They are free to wite a "Paradise Lost"

in which Satan shall conquer God. They are free to wite a
"Di vi ne Conedy" in which heaven shall be under the floor of hell
And what have they done? Have they produced in their universality
anyt hing grander or nore beautiful than the things uttered by

the fierce Ghibbeline Catholic, by the rigid Puritan school naster?
We know t hat they have produced only a few roundels.

Mlton does not nerely beat themat his piety, he beats them

at their own irreverence. 1In all their little books of verse you
will not find a finer defiance of God than Satan's. Nor will you
find the grandeur of paganismfelt as that fiery Christian felt it
who described Faranata lifting his head as in disdain of hell

And the reason is very obvious. Blaspheny is an artistic effect,
because bl aspheny depends upon a phil osophical conviction

Bl aspheny depends upon belief and is fading with it.



If any one doubts this, let himsit down seriously and try to think
bl asphermous thoughts about Thor. | think his famly will find him
at the end of the day in a state of sone exhaustion.

Neither in the world of politics nor that of literature, then

has the rejection of general theories proved a success.

It may be that there have been nmany noonstruck and m sl eadi ng ideals
that have fromtinme to tinme perplexed manki nd. But assuredly

there has been no ideal in practice so noonstruck and ni sl eadi ng

as the ideal of practicality. Nothing has |ost so many opportunities
as the opportuni smof Lord Rosebery. He is, indeed, a standing
synmbol of this epoch--the man who is theoretically a practical man,
and practically nore unpractical than any theorist. Nothing in this
uni verse is so unwi se as that kind of worship of worldly w sdom

A man who is perpetually thinking of whether this race or that race
is strong, of whether this cause or that cause is promsing, is the man

who wi Il never believe in anything | ong enough to nmake it succeed.
The opportunist politician is |like a man who shoul d abandon billiards
because he was beaten at billiards, and abandon golf because he was

beaten at golf. There is nothing which is so weak for working
purposes as this enornmous inportance attached to i nmediate victory.
There is nothing that fails like success.

And havi ng di scovered that opportuni smdoes fail, |I have been induced
to look at it nore largely, and in consequence to see that it nust fail.
| perceive that it is far nore practical to begin at the beginning

and discuss theories. | see that the nen who killed each ot her

about the orthodoxy of the Honpousion were far nore sensible

than the people who are quarrelling about the Education Act.

For the Christian dogmatists were trying to establish a reign of holiness,
and trying to get defined, first of all, what was really holy.

But our nodern educationists are trying to bring about a religious
liberty without attenpting to settle what is religion or what

is liberty. |If the old priests forced a statement on nanki nd,

at least they previously took sone trouble to nake it | ucid.

It has been left for the nodern nobs of Anglicans and Nonconform sts

to persecute for a doctrine without even stating it.

For these reasons, and for many nore, | for one have cone
to believe in going back to fundanentals. Such is the genera
idea of this book. | wish to deal with my nost distinguished

contenporaries, not personally or in a nmerely literary manner,
but in relation to the real body of doctrine which they teach
I am not concerned with M. Rudyard Kipling as a vivid arti st

or a vigorous personality; | amconcerned with himas a Heretic--
that is to say, a nan whose view of things has the hardi hood

to differ frommne. | amnot concerned with M. Bernard Shaw

as one of the nost brilliant and one of the nbst honest nen alive;

I am concerned with himas a Heretic--that is to say, a nan whose
phil osophy is quite solid, quite coherent, and quite wong.

| revert to the doctrinal nethods of the thirteenth century,
inspired by the general hope of getting sonething done.

Suppose that a great commption arises in the street about sonething,
| et us say a |l anp-post, which many influential persons desire to
pul | down. A grey-clad nmonk, who is the spirit of the Mddle Ages,

i s approached upon the matter, and begins to say, in the arid manner
of the School nen, "Let us first of all consider, ny brethren

the value of Light. |If Light be in itself good--" At this point

he i s sonewhat excusably knocked down. All the people nake a rush



for the | anp-post, the |anp-post is down in ten mnutes, and they go
about congratul ati ng each other on their unnediaeval practicality.
But as things go on they do not work out so easily. Sone people
have pul | ed the | anp- post down because they wanted the electric |ight;
sonme because they wanted old iron; sone because they wanted darkness,
because their deeds were evil. Some thought it not enough of a

| anp- post, sone too much; sone acted because they wanted to snash
muni ci pal machi nery; some because they wanted to smash somet hi ng.

And there is war in the night, no man knowi ng whom he strikes.

So, gradually and inevitably, to-day, to-norrow, or the next day,
there cones back the conviction that the nonk was right after all,
and that all depends on what is the phil osophy of Light.

Only what we night have di scussed under the gas-Ianp, we now mnust

di scuss in the dark

1. On the negative spirit

Much has been said, and said truly, of the nonkish norbidity,

of the hysteria which as often gone with the visions of hermits or nuns.
But let us never forget that this visionary religion is, in one sense,
necessarily nore whol esome than our nodern and reasonable norality.

It is nore wholesonme for this reason, that it can contenplate the idea
of success or triunph in the hopeless fight towards the ethical ideal

in what Stevenson called, with his usual startling felicity,

"the lost fight of virtue." A nodern norality, on the other hand,

can only point with absolute conviction to the horrors that foll ow
breaches of law, its only certainty is a certainty of ill.

It can only point to inperfection. It has no perfection to point to.
But the nonk neditating upon Christ or Buddha has in his mnd

an imge of perfect health, a thing of clear colours and clean air.

He may contenplate this ideal whol eness and happi ness far nore than he ought;
he may contenplate it to the neglect of exclusion of essential TH NGS
he may contenplate it until he has becone a dreaner or a driveller

but still it is whol eness and happi ness that he is contenpl ating.

He may even go nmad; but he is going nmad for the |ove of sanity.

But the nodern student of ethics, even if he remains sane, renmins sane
froman insane dread of insanity.

The anchorite rolling on the stones in a frenzy of subnission

is a healthier person fundanentally than nany a sober man

in a silk hat who is wal king down Cheapsi de. For nany

such are good only through a wi thering know edge of evil.

I amnot at this noment claimng for the devotee anything

nore than this primary advantage, that though he may be nmaking

hi nsel f personally weak and miserable, he is still fixing

his thoughts largely on gigantic strength and happi ness,

on a strength that has no linmts, and a happi ness that has no end.
Doubt| ess there are other objections which can be urged w t hout
unreason agai nst the influence of gods and visions in norality,
whether in the cell or street. But this advantage the nystic
norality nmust always have--it is always jollier. A young nman

may keep hinself fromvice by continually thinking of disease.

He may keep hinself fromit also by continually thinking of

the Virgin Mary. There may be question about which nmethod is

the nore reasonable, or even about which is the nore efficient.
But surely there can be no question about which is the nore whol esone.



I remenber a panphl et by that able and sincere secul ari st,

M. G W Foote, which contained a phrase sharply synbolizing and
di vidi ng these two nethods. The panphlet was call ed BEER AND Bl BLE
those two very noble things, all the nobler for a conjunction which
M. Foote, in his stern old Puritan way, seened to think sardonic
but which | confess to thinking appropriate and charning

| have not the work by ne, but |I remenber that M. Foote di sm ssed
very contenptuously any attenpts to deal with the probl em

of strong drink by religious offices or intercessions, and said
that a picture of a drunkard's liver would be nore efficacious

in the matter of tenperance than any prayer or praise.

In that picturesque expression, it seems to me, is perfectly
enbodi ed the incurable norbidity of nodern ethics.

In that tenple the lights are low, the crowds kneel, the solem
anthens are uplifted. But that upon the altar to which all nen
kneel is no longer the perfect flesh, the body and substance

of the perfect man; it is still flesh, but it is diseased.

It is the drunkard's liver of the New Testanent that is marred

for us, which which we take in remenbrance of him

Now, it is this great gap in nodern ethics, the absence of vivid
pictures of purity and spiritual triunph, which lies at the back

of the real objection felt by so many sane nen to the realistic
literature of the nineteenth century. |If any ordinary nman ever

said that he was horrified by the subjects discussed in |bsen

or Maupassant, or by the plain |anguage in which they are spoken of,
that ordinary man was |lying. The average conversation of average

men t hroughout the whol e of nodern civilization in every class

or trade is such as Zola woul d never dream of printing.

Nor is the habit of witing thus of these things a new habit.

On the contrary, it is the Victorian prudery and silence which is

new still, though it is already dying. The tradition of calling

a spade a spade starts very early in our literature and cones

down very late. But the truth is that the ordinary honest nan,

what ever vague account he nay have given of his feelings, was not

ei ther disgusted or even annoyed at the candour of the nbderns.

VWhat disgusted him and very justly, was not the presence

of a clear realism but the absence of a clear idealism

Strong and genui ne religious sentinment has never had any objection

to realism on the contrary, religion was the realistic thing,

the brutal thing, the thing that called nanes. This is the great

di fference between sone recent devel opnents of Nonconformity and

the great Puritanismof the seventeenth century. It was the whole
point of the Puritans that they cared nothing for decency.

Modern Nonconform st newspapers distingui sh thensel ves by suppressing
preci sely those nouns and adjectives which the founders of Nonconformty
di stingui shed thensel ves by flinging at kings and queens.

But if it was a chief claimof religion that it spoke plainly about evil,
it was the chief claimof all that it spoke plainly about good.

The thing which is resented, and, as |I think, rightly resented,

in that great nodern literature of which Ibsen is typical

is that while the eye that can perceive what are the wong things

i ncreases in an uncanny and devouring clarity, the eye which sees
what things are right is growing mstier and nistier every nonent,
till it goes alnpst blind with doubt. |If we conpare, |et us say,

the norality of the DIVINE COVEDY with the norality of |bsen's GHOSTS,
we shall see all that nodern ethics have really done.

No one, | inmagine, will accuse the author of the | NFERNO

of an Early Victorian prudi shness or a Podsnapi an optim sm

But Dante describes three noral instrunents--Heaven, Purgatory,



and Hell, the vision of perfection, the vision of inprovenent,

and the vision of failure. |I|bsen has only one--Hell

It is often said, and with perfect truth, that no one could read

a play like GHOSTS and remain indifferent to the necessity of an
ethical self-comand. That is quite true, and the sane is to be said
of the nost nonstrous and material descriptions of the eternal fire.
It is quite certain the realists like Zola do in one sense pronote
norality--they pronote it in the sense in which the hangman
pronmotes it, in the sense in which the devil prompotes it.

But they only affect that small mnority which will accept

any virtue of courage. Mst healthy people dismss these noral
dangers as they disniss the possibility of bombs or nicrobes.

Modern realists are indeed Terrorists, |ike the dynamters;

and they fail just as much in their effort to create a thrill.

Both realists and dynamters are wel |l -neani ng peopl e engaged

in the task, so obviously ultimtely hopel ess, of using science

to pronote norality.

| do not wish the reader to confuse ne for a nonent with those vague
persons who i magi ne that |bsen is what they call a pessimst.

There are plenty of whol esone people in | bsen, plenty of

good people, plenty of happy people, plenty of exanples of men
acting wisely and things ending well. That is not ny neaning.

My nmeaning is that |bsen has throughout, and does not disguise,

a certain vagueness and a changing attitude as well as a doubting
attitude towards what is really wisdomand virtue in this life--

a vagueness whi ch contrasts very remarkably with the decisiveness

wi th whi ch he pounces on sonething which he perceives to be a root
of evil, some convention, some deception, sone ignorance.

We know that the hero of GHOSTS is nad, and we know why he is nad
We do al so know that Dr. Stockman is sane; but we do not know

why he is sane. |bsen does not profess to know how virtue

and happi ness are brought about, in the sense that he professes

to know how our nodern sexual tragedi es are brought about.

Fal sehood works ruin in THE PI LLARS OF SOCI ETY, but truth works equa
ruin in THE WLD DUCK. There are no cardinal virtues of |bsenism
There is no ideal man of Ibsen. Al this is not only admtted,

but vaunted in the nost valuable and thoughtful of all the eul ogies
upon I bsen, M. Bernard Shaw s QUI NTESSENCE OF | BSENI SM

M. Shaw suns up | bsen's teaching in the phrase, "The gol den

rule is that there is no golden rule.” In his eyes this

absence of an enduring and positive ideal, this absence

of a permanent key to virtue, is the one great |bsen nmerit.

I am not discussing now with any fullness whether this is so or not.
Al | venture to point out, with an increased firmmess,

is that this onission, good or bad, does |eave us face to face

with the problem of a human consciousness filled with very

definite inmages of evil, and with no definite i mage of good

To us light nust be henceforward the dark thing--the thing of which
we cannot speak. To us, as to MIlton's devils in Pandenoni um

it is darkness that is visible. The hunan race, according to religion
fell once, and in falling gai ned know edge of good and of evil.

Now we have fallen a second tine, and only the know edge of evi
remains to us.

A great silent collapse, an enornmous unspoken di sappoi nt nent,

has in our time fallen on our Northern civilization. Al previous
ages have sweated and been crucified in an attenpt to realize

what is really the right life, what was really the good nan.

A definite part of the nbdern world has cone beyond question



to the conclusion that there is no answer to these questions,
that the nost that we can do is to set up a few notice-boards
at places of obvious danger, to warn men, for instance,

agai nst drinking thenselves to death, or ignoring the nere

exi stence of their neighbours. |Ibsen is the first to return
fromthe baffled hunt to bring us the tidings of great failure.

Every one of the popul ar nodern phrases and ideals is

a dodge in order to shirk the problem of what is good.

We are fond of tal king about "liberty"; that, as we talk of it,

is a dodge to avoid discussing what is good. W are fond of talking
about "progress"; that is a dodge to avoid discussing what is good.
We are fond of tal king about "education"; that is a dodge

to avoid discussing what is good. The nodern man says, "Let us

| eave all these arbitrary standards and enbrace |liberty."

This is, logically rendered, "Let us not decide what is good,

but let it be considered good not to decide it." He says,

"Away with your old noral fornulae; | amfor progress.”

This, logically stated, nmeans, "Let us not settle what is good;

but let us settle whether we are getting nore of it."

He says, "Neither in religion nor norality, ny friend, |ie the hopes
of the race, but in education.” This, clearly expressed,

means, "W cannot decide what is good, but let us give it

to our children."”

M. HG Wells, that exceedingly clear-sighted nan, has pointed out in a
recent work that this has happened in connection with econom c questions.
The ol d econom sts, he says, nade generalizations, and they were

(in M. Wells's view nostly wong. But the new econonists, he says,
seemto have | ost the power of naking any generalizations at all

And they cover this incapacity with a general claimto be, in specific cases,
regarded as "experts", a claim"proper enough in a hairdresser or a

f ashi onabl e physician, but indecent in a phil osopher or a man of science."
But in spite of the refreshing rationality with which M. Wells has
indicated this, it must also be said that he hinself has fallen

into the sane enornous nodern error. |In the opening pages of that
excel I ent book MANKIND IN THE MAKI NG he dismisses the ideals of art,
religion, abstract norality, and the rest, and says that he is going

to consider nen in their chief function, the function of parenthood.

He is going to discuss life as a "tissue of births." He is not going
to ask what will produce satisfactory saints or satisfactory heroes,
but what will produce satisfactory fathers and nothers. The whole is set

forward so sensibly that it is a few nonments at | east before the reader
realises that it is another exanple of unconscious shirking. Wat is the good
of begetting a man until we have settled what is the good of being a man?

You are nerely handing on to hima problemyou dare not settle yourself.

It is as if a man were asked, "Wat is the use of a hamer?" and answered,

"To make hamrers"; and when asked, "And of those hamers, what is

t he use?" answered, "To nake hamers again". Just as such a nman woul d

be perpetually putting off the question of the ultinmate use of carpentry,

so M. Wells and all the rest of us are by these phrases successfully

putting off the question of the ultinmate value of the human life.

The case of the general talk of "progress" is, indeed,

an extreme one. As enunciated today, "progress" is sinply

a conparative of which we have not settled the superlative.

We neet every ideal of religion, patriotism beauty, or brute

pl easure with the alternative ideal of progress--that is to say,

we neet every proposal of getting sonething that we know about,
with an alternative proposal of getting a great deal nore of nobody



knows what. Progress, properly understood, has, indeed, a nost
dignified and legitimate nmeaning. But as used in opposition

to precise noral ideals, it is ludicrous. So far fromit being
the truth that the ideal of progress is to be set against that

of ethical or religious finality, the reverse is the truth.

Nobody has any business to use the word "progress" unl ess

he has a definite creed and a cast-iron code of norals.

Nobody can be progressive w thout being doctrinal; | night al npst
say that nobody can be progressive wthout being infallible

--at any rate, without believing in sone infallibility.

For progress by its very nane indicates a direction

and the nmonent we are in the |east doubtful about the direction

we becone in the same degree doubtful about the progress.

Never perhaps since the beginning of the world has there been

an age that had less right to use the word "progress" than we.

In the Catholic twelfth century, in the philosophic eighteenth
century, the direction may have been a good or a bad one,

men rmay have differed nore or | ess about how far they went, and in
what direction, but about the direction they did in the nain agree,
and consequently they had the genuine sensation of progress.

But it is precisely about the direction that we di sagree.

VWet her the future excellence lies in nore law or |ess |aw,

in nmre liberty or less liberty; whether property will be finally
concentrated or finally cut up; whether sexual passion will reach
its sanest in an alnost virgin intellectualismor in a ful

ani mal freedom whether we should | ove everybody with Tol stoy,

or spare nobody with N etzsche;--these are the things about which we
are actually fighting nmost. It is not merely true that the age

whi ch has settled | east what is progress is this "progressive" age.
It is, noreover, true that the peopl e who have settled | east

what is progress are the nost "progressive" people init.

The ordi nary mass, the nen who have never troubl ed about progress,
m ght be trusted perhaps to progress. The particular individuals
who tal k about progress would certainly fly to the four

wi nds of heaven when the pistol-shot started the race.

| do not, therefore, say that the word "progress" is unnmeaning; | say
it is unneaning without the previous definition of a noral doctrine,
and that it can only be applied to groups of persons who hold

that doctrine in conmon. Progress is not an illegitimte word,

but it is logically evident that it is illegitimte for us.

It is a sacred word, a word which could only rightly be used

by rigid believers and in the ages of faith.

[11. On M. Rudyard Kipling and Making the World Snal |

There is no such thing on earth as an uninteresting subject;

the only thing that can exist is an uninterested person

Not hing is nore keenly required than a defence of bores.

VWen Byron divided humanity into the bores and bored, he omtted

to notice that the higher qualities exist entirely in the bores,

the lower qualities in the bored, anong whom he counted hinsel f.

The bore, by his starry enthusiasm his sol erm happi ness, may,

in sone sense, have proved hinsel f poetical. The bored has certainly
proved hinmsel f prosaic.

We m ght, no doubt, find it a nuisance to count all the blades of grass
or all the |leaves of the trees; but this would not be because of our



bol dness or gaiety, but because of our |ack of bol dness and gaiety.
The bore would go onward, bold and gay, and find the bl ades of
grass as splendid as the swords of an army. The bore is stronger
and nore joyous than we are; he is a dem god--nay, he is a god.

For it is the gods who do not tire of the iteration of things;

to themthe nightfall is always new, and the |ast rose as red

as the first.

The sense that everything is poetical is a thing solid and absol ute;

it is not a nere matter of phraseol ogy or persuasion. It is not

nerely true, it is ascertainable. Men nay be challenged to deny it;

men rmay be challenged to nention anything that is not a matter of poetry.
| remenber a long tine ago a sensible sub-editor comng up to nme

with a book in his hand, called "M. Snmith," or "The Smith Famly,"

or sone such thing. He said, "Well, you won't get any of your damed
nysticismout of this," or words to that effect. | am happy to say

that | undeceived him but the victory was too obvi ous and easy.

In nost cases the nane is unpoetical, although the fact is poetical

In the case of Smith, the nane is so poetical that it mnust

be an arduous and heroic natter for the man to live up to it.

The nane of Smith is the name of the one trade that even kings respected,
it could claimhalf the glory of that arma virungue which al

epi cs acclaimed. The spirit of the smithy is so close to the spirit

of song that it has mixed in a mllion poens, and every blacksnmith

i s a harnoni ous bl acksmith.

Even the village children feel that in sone dimway the smth

is poetic, as the grocer and the cobbler are not poetic,

when they feast on the dancing sparks and deafening blows in

the cavern of that creative violence. The brute repose of Nature,

t he passi onate cunning of nman, the strongest of earthly netals,

the wi erdest of earthly elenments, the unconquerable iron subdued

by its only conqueror, the wheel and the ploughshare, the sword and
t he steam hamrer, the arraying of armies and the whol e | egend of arnms,
all these things are witten, briefly indeed, but quite |egibly,

on the visiting-card of M. Smith. Yet our novelists call their
hero "Ayl mer Val ence,” which means not hing, or "Vernon Raynond,"

whi ch neans nothing, when it is in their power to give him

this sacred name of Smth--this name nade of iron and fl ane.

It would be very natural if a certain hauteur, a certain carriage
of the head, a certain curl of the |lip, distinguished every

one whose name is Smith. Perhaps it does; | trust so.

VWoever el se are parvenus, the Smiths are not parvenus.

From t he darkest dawn of history this clan has gone forth to battle;
its trophies are on every hand; its name is everywhere;

it is older than the nations, and its sign is the Hanmer of Thor
But as | also remarked, it is not quite the usual case.

It is combn enough that comon things should be poeti cal

it is not so cormon that comon nanes shoul d be poeti cal

In nost cases it is the name that is the obstacle

A great many people talk as if this claimof ours, that all things
are poetical, were a nere literary ingenuity, a play on words.

Precisely the contrary is true. It is the idea that sone things are
not poetical which is literary, which is a nmere product of words.
The word "signal -box" is unpoetical. But the thing signal-box is
not unpoetical; it is a place where nen, in an agony of vigilance,

[ight blood-red and sea-green fires to keep other nmen from deat h.
That is the plain, genuine description of what it is; the prose only
cones in with what it is called. The word "pillar-box" is unpoetical
But the thing pillar-box is not unpoetical; it is the place



to which friends and | overs conmit their nessages, conscious that

when t hey have done so they are sacred, and not to be touched,

not only by others, but even (religious touch!) by thensel ves.

That red turret is one of the last of the tenples. Posting a letter and
getting married are anong the few things left that are entirely ronmantic;
for to be entirely romantic a thing nust be irrevocabl e.

We think a pillar-box prosaic, because there is no rhynme to it.

We think a pillar-box unpoetical, because we have never seen it

in a poem But the bold fact is entirely on the side of poetry.

A signal-box is only called a signal-box; it is a house of |ife and death.
A pillar-box is only called a pillar-box; it is a sanctuary of

human words. If you think the nane of "Smith" prosaic, it is not

because you are practical and sensible; it is because you are too nuch
affected with literary refinements. The nane shouts poetry at you

If you think of it otherwise, it is because you are steeped and

sodden with verbal reniniscences, because you renenber everything

in Punch or Conmic Cuts about M. Smith being drunk or M. Snith

bei ng henpecked. All these things were given to you poeti cal

It is only by a long and el aborate process of literary effort

that you have made them prosaic.

Now, the first and fairest thing to say about Rudyard Kipling

is that he has borne a brilliant part in thus recovering the |ost

provi nces of poetry. He has not been frightened by that bruta
materialistic air which clings only to words; he has pierced through

to the romantic, inaginative natter of the things thensel ves

He has perceived the significance and phil osophy of steam and of sl ang.
Steam may be, if you like, a dirty by-product of science.

Slang may be, if you like, a dirty by-product of |anguage.

But at |east he has been anong the few who saw t he di vi ne parentage of

t hese things, and knew that where there is snoke there is fire--that is,
that wherever there is the foulest of things, there also is the purest.
Above all, he has had sonmething to say, a definite view of things to utter
and that always neans that a man is fearless and faces everything.

For the noment we have a view of the universe, we possess it.

Now, the message of Rudyard Kipling, that upon which he has

really concentrated, is the only thing worth worrying about

in himor in any other man. He has often witten bad poetry,

like Wordsworth. He has often said silly things, |ike Plato.

He has often given way to nere political hysteria, |like @ adstone.
But no one can reasonably doubt that he means steadily and sincerely
to say sonething, and the only serious question is, Wat is that
which he has tried to say? Perhaps the best way of stating this
fairly will be to begin with that el enent which has been nbst insisted
by hinself and by his opponents--1 nean his interest in mlitarism
But when we are seeking for the real nmerits of a man it is unw se

to go to his enenmies, and nuch nore foolish to go to hinself.

Now, M. Kipling is certainly wong in his worship of mlitarism

but his opponents are, generally speaking, quite as wong as he.

The evil of mlitarismis not that it shows certain nmen to be fierce
and haughty and excessively warlike. The evil of nmilitarismis that it
shows nost men to be tane and tinm d and excessively peaceabl e.

The professional soldier gains nore and nore power as the genera
courage of a community declines. Thus the Pretorian guard becane
nore and nore inportant in Rome as Rome becane nore and nore

[ uxurious and feeble. The military nan gains the civil power

in proportion as the civilian loses the military virtues.

And as it was in ancient Rome so it is in contenporary Europe.



There never was a tine when nations were nore militarist.

There never was a tine when nmen were |ess brave. Al ages and all epics
have sung of arnms and the man; but we have effected simultaneously

the deterioration of the man and the fantastic perfection of the arnms.

M litarismdenonstrated the decadence of Rone, and it denonstrates

t he decadence of Prussia.

And unconsciously M. Kipling has proved this, and proved it admnirably.
For in so far as his work is earnestly understood the military trade
does not by any neans energe as the nost inportant or attractive.

He has not witten so well about soldiers as he has about

railway nen or bridge builders, or even journalists.

The fact is that what attracts M. Kipling to mlitarism

is not the idea of courage, but the idea of discipline.

There was far nore courage to the square mle in the Mddl e Ages,

when no king had a standing army, but every man had a bow or sword.

But the fascination of the standing army upon M. Kipling is

not courage, which scarcely interests him but discipline, which is,
when all is said and done, his primary thenme. The nodern arny

is not a mracle of courage; it has not enough opportunities,

owi ng to the cowardi ce of everybody else. But it is really

a mracle of organization, and that is the truly Kiplingite ideal
Kipling's subject is not that val our which properly belongs to war,

but that interdependence and efficiency which belongs quite

as nmuch to engineers, or sailors, or nmules, or railway engines.

And thus it is that when he wites of engineers, or sailors,

or mules, or steamengines, he wites at his best. The real poetry,
the "true ronmance" which M. Kipling has taught, is the romance

of the division of [abour and the discipline of all the trades.

He sings the arts of peace nmuch nore accurately than the arts of war.
And his main contention is vital and valuable. Every thing is nmlitary
in the sense that everything depends upon obedi ence. There is no
perfectly epicurean corner; there is no perfectly irresponsible place.
Ever ywhere nen have nmade the way for us with sweat and subm ssion.

W may fling ourselves into a hammock in a fit of divine carel essness.
But we are glad that the net-maker did not make the hamock in a fit of
di vi ne carel essness. We may junmp upon a child's rocking-horse for a joke.
But we are glad that the carpenter did not |eave the legs of it

unglued for a joke. So far from having nerely preached that a sol dier
cleaning his side-armis to be adored because he is mlitary,

Kipling at his best and clearest has preached that the baker baking

| oaves and the tailor cutting coats is as nilitary as anybody.

Bei ng devoted to this nultitudinous vision of duty, M. Kipling

is naturally a cosnopolitan. He happens to find his exanpl es

inthe British Enpire, but al nost any other enpire would

do as well, or, indeed, any other highly civilized country.

That which he admires in the British army he would find even nore
apparent in the German arny; that which he desires in the British
police he would find flourishing, in the French police.

The ideal of discipline is not the whole of life, but it is spread
over the whole of the world. And the worship of it tends to confirm
in M. Kipling a certain note of worldly wi sdom of the experience
of the wanderer, which is one of the genuine charns of his best work.

The great gap in his nmind is what may be roughly called the Iack

of patriotism-that is to say, he lacks altogether the faculty of attaching
hinsel f to any cause or community finally and tragically; for al

finality nust be tragic. He admires England, but he does not |ove her

for we admire things with reasons, but |ove them wi thout reasons.



He adm res Engl and because she is strong, not because she is English.
There is no harshness in saying this, for, to do himjustice, he avows
it with his usual picturesque candour. |In a very interesting poem

he says that--

"I f Engl and was what Engl and seens”

--that is, weak and inefficient; if England were not what (as he believes)
she is--that is, powerful and practical--
"How qui ck we'd chuck 'er! But she ain't!"
He admits, that is, that his devotion is the result of a criticism
and this is quite enough to put it in another category altogether from
the patriotismof the Boers, whom he hounded down in South Africa.
In speaking of the really patriotic peoples, such as the Irish, he has
some difficulty in keeping a shrill irritation out of his |anguage.
The frame of mind which he really describes with beauty and
nobility is the frane of nmind of the cosnopolitan man who has seen
men and cities.

"For to admre and for to see
For to be'old this world so w de."

He is a perfect master of that |ight nelancholy with which a nman

| ooks back on having been the citizen of nany comunities,

of that light melancholy with which a nan | ooks back on havi ng been
the I over of many wonen. He is the philanderer of the nations.

But a man may have | earnt nmuch about wonen in flirtations,

and still be ignorant of first love; a man nay have known as nany

| ands as U ysses, and still be ignorant of patriotism

M. Rudyard Kipling has asked in a cel ebrated epi gram what they can
know of Engl and who know England only. It is a far deeper and sharper
guestion to ask, "What can they know of Engl and who know only the worl d?"
for the world does not include England any nore than it includes

the Church. The nmonment we care for anything deeply, the world--

that is, all the other m scellaneous interests--beconmes our eneny.
Christians showed it when they tal ked of keeping one's self

"unspotted fromthe world;" but lovers talk of it just as much

when they talk of the "world well lost." Astrononically speaking,

| understand that England is situated on the world; simlarly, | suppose
that the Church was a part of the world, and even the | overs

i nhabitants of that orb. But they all felt a certain truth--

the truth that the nonment you | ove anything the world becones your foe.
Thus M. Kipling does certainly know the world; he is a man of the world,
with all the narrowness that belongs to those inprisoned in that planet.
He knows Engl and as an intelligent English gentleman knows Venice.

He has been to England a great many tinmes; he has stopped there

for long visits. But he does not belong to it, or to any place;

and the proof of it is this, that he thinks of England as a pl ace.

The nonent we are rooted in a place, the place vani shes.

W live like a tree with the whole strength of the universe

The gl obe-trotter lives in a snmaller world than the peasant.

He is always breathing, an air of locality. London is a place, to be
conpared to Chicago; Chicago is a place, to be conpared to Ti nmbuct oo.
But Ti mbuctoo is not a place, since there, at least, live nen

who regard it as the universe, and breathe, not an air of locality,
but the winds of the world. The man in the sal oon steamer has



seen all the races of nmen, and he is thinking of the things that

di vide nen--diet, dress, decorum rings in the nose as in Africa,

or in the ears as in Europe, blue paint anong the ancients, or red
pai nt armong the nodern Britons. The man in the cabbage field has
seen nothing at all; but he is thinking of the things that unite nen--
hunger and babi es, and the beauty of wonen, and the promi se or nenace
of the sky. M. Kipling, with all his nerits, is the globe-trotter
he has not the patience to become part of anything.

So great and genuine a man is not to be accused of a nerely

cyni cal cosnopolitanism still, his cosnopolitanismis his weakness.
That weakness is splendidly expressed in one of his finest poens,
"The Sestina of the Tranp Royal," in which a man declares that he can
endure anything in the way of hunger or horror, but not permanent
presence in one place. In this there is certainly danger

The nore dead and dry and dusty a thing is the nore it travel s about;
dust is like this and the thistle-down and the H gh Comi ssi oner

in South Africa. Fertile things are sonewhat heavier, |ike the heavy
fruit trees on the pregnant nmud of the Nile. 1In the heated idl eness
of youth we were all rather inclined to quarrel with the inplication
of that proverb which says that a rolling stone gathers no nboss. W were
inclined to ask, "Wio wants to gather npbss, except silly old | adi es?"
But for all that we begin to perceive that the proverb is right.

The rolling stone rolls echoing fromrock to rock; but the rolling
stone is dead. The nobss is silent because the noss is alive.

The truth is that exploration and enl argenent nmake the world snaller
The tel egraph and the steanboat nake the world snmaller

The tel escope makes the world smaller; it is only the nicroscope

that makes it larger. Before long the world will be cloven

with a war between the tel escopists and the m croscopi sts.

The first study large things and live in a small world; the second
study small things and live in a large world. It is inspiriting

wi t hout doubt to whizz in a notor-car round the earth, to feel Arabia
as a whirl of sand or China as a flash of rice-fields. But Arabia

is not a whirl of sand and China is not a flash of rice-fields. They
are ancient civilizations with strange virtues buried |ike treasures.
If we wish to understand themit must not be as tourists or inquirers,
it must be with the loyalty of children and the great patience of poets.
To conquer these places is to |l ose them The nan standing

in his own kitchen-garden, with fairyland opening at the gate,

is the man with large ideas. H's nmnd creates distance; the notor-car
stupidly destroys it. Mderns think of the earth as a gl obe,

as sonething one can easily get round, the spirit of a school nmi stress.
This is shown in the odd mistake perpetually nade about Cecil Rhodes.
Hi s enem es say that he may have had | arge ideas, but he was a bad man.
His friends say that he may have been a bad nan, but he certainly

had large ideas. The truth is that he was not a man essentially bad,
he was a man of nuch geniality and many good intentions, but a man
with singularly snall views. There is nothing |arge about painting
the map red; it is an innocent gane for children. It is just as easy
to think in continents as to think in cobble-stones. The difficulty
cones in when we seek to know t he substance of either of them

Rhodes' propheci es about the Boer resistance are an admirable

conment on how the "large ideas" prosper when it is not a question

of thinking in continents but of understanding a few two-|egged nen.
And under all this vast illusion of the cosnopolitan planet,

with its enpires and its Reuter's agency, the real life of man

goes on concerned with this tree or that tenple, with this harvest

or that drinking-song, totally unconprehended, totally untouched.

And it watches fromits splendid parochialism possibly with a snile



of anusenment, notor-car civilization going its triunmphant way,
outstripping tine, consum ng space, seeing all and seeing nothing,
roaring on at last to the capture of the solar system only to find
the sun cockney and the stars suburban

IV. M. Bernard Shaw

In the glad old days, before the rise of nodern norbidities,

when genial old Ibsen filled the world with whol esone joy, and the
kindly tales of the forgotten Enmile Zola kept our firesides nerry

and pure, it used to be thought a disadvantage to be mni sunderstood.

It may be doubted whether it is always or even generally a di sadvant age.
The nman who i s m sunderstood has al ways this advantage over his enem es,
that they do not know his weak point or his plan of canpaign

They go out against a bird with nets and against a fish with arrows.
There are several nodern exanples of this situation. M. Chanberl ain,
for instance, is a very good one. He constantly eludes or vanqui shes
hi s opponents because his real powers and deficiencies are quite
different to those with which he is credited, both by friends and foes.
His friends depict himas a strenuous man of action; his opponents
depict himas a coarse man of business; when, as a fact, he is neither
one nor the other, but an adnirable ronmantic orator and romantic actor
He has one power which is the soul of nel odrama--the power of pretending,
even when backed by a huge majority, that he has his back to the wall
For all nobs are so far chivalrous that their heroes nust nake

some show of msfortune--that sort of hypocrisy is the homage

that strength pays to weakness. He talks foolishly and yet

very finely about his own city that has never deserted him

He wears a flanming and fantastic flower, |like a decadent m nor poet.

As for his bluffness and toughness and appeal s to comobn sense,

all that is, of course, sinply the first trick of rhetoric.

He fronts his audiences with the venerable affectation of Mark Antony--

"I amno orator, as Brutus is;
But as you know ne all, a plain blunt man."

It is the whole difference between the aimof the orator and

the aimof any other artist, such as the poet or the scul ptor

The aimof the sculptor is to convince us that he is a scul ptor;
the aimof the orator, is to convince us that he is not an orator
Once et M. Chanberlain be mstaken for a practical nman, and his
gane is won. He has only to conpose a thene on enpire, and people
will say that these plain nen say great things on great occasions.
He has only to drift in the | arge | oose notions common to all
artists of the second rank, and people will say that business

nmen have the biggest ideals after all. All his schenes have

ended in snoke; he has touched nothing that he did not confuse.
About his figure there is a Celtic pathos; like the Gaels in Mtthew
Arnol d's quotation, "he went forth to battle, but he always fell."
He is a nountain of proposals, a nountain of failures; but stil

a nountain. And a nountain is always romantic.

There is another man in the modern world who m ght be called

the antithesis of M. Chanberlain in every point, who is al so

a standi ng monunent of the advantage of being m sunder st ood.

M. Bernard Shaw i s al ways represented by those who di sagree

with him and, | fear, also (if such exist) by those who agree with him



as a capering hunorist, a dazzling acrobat, a quick-change artist.

It is said that he cannot be taken seriously, that he will defend anything
or attack anything, that he will do anything to startle and anuse.

Al this is not only untrue, but it is, glaringly, the opposite of

the truth; it is as wild as to say that Dickens had not the boisterous
mascul inity of Jane Austen. The whole force and triunph of M. Bernard
Shaw lie in the fact that he is a thoroughly consistent man.

So far fromhis power consisting in junping through hoops or standing on
hi s head, his power consists in holding his own fortress night and day.
He puts the Shaw test rapidly and rigorously to everything

t hat happens in heaven or earth. His standard never varies.

The t hi ng whi ch weak-m nded revol utioni sts and weak-mnmi nded Conservatives
really hate (and fear) in him is exactly this, that his scales,

such as they are, are held even, and that his law, such as it is,

is justly enforced. You nay attack his principles, as | do; but I

do not know of any instance in which you can attack their application

If he dislikes | awl essness, he dislikes the | am essness of Socialists

as much as that of Individualists. |If he dislikes the fever of patriotism
he dislikes it in Boers and Irishnen as well as in Englishnen.

If he dislikes the vows and bonds of narriage, he dislikes stil

nore the fiercer bonds and wilder vows that are nmade by | awl ess | ove.

If he laughs at the authority of priests, he laughs |ouder at the pomposity
of men of science. |If he condemms the irresponsibility of faith,

he condemms with a sane consistency the equal irresponsibility of art.
He has pleased all the bohem ans by saying that wonen are equal to nen;
but he has infuriated them by suggesting that men are equal to wonen.

He is al nbst nmechanically just; he has sonething of the terrible

quality of a nmachine. The nan who is really wild and whirling,

the man who is really fantastic and incal culable, is not M. Shaw,

but the average Cabinet Mnister. It is Sir Mchael Hi cks-Beach who
junps through hoops. It is Sir Henry Fow er who stands on his head.

The solid and respectabl e statesman of that type does really

| eap fromposition to position; he is really ready to defend

anything or nothing; he is really not to be taken seriously.

| know perfectly well what M. Bernard Shaw will be saying

thirty years hence; he will be saying what he has al ways sai d.

If thirty years hence | nmeet M. Shaw, a reverent being

with a silver beard sweeping the earth, and say to him

"One can never, of course, nake a verbal attack upon a |ady,"

the patriarch will |ift his aged hand and fell nme to the earth.

We know, | say, what M. Shaw will be, saying thirty years hence.

But is there any one so darkly read in stars and oracles that he wll
dare to predict what M. Asquith will be saying thirty years hence?

The truth is, that it is quite an error to suppose that absence

of definite convictions gives the mnd freedomand agility.

A man who believes sonmething is ready and witty, because he has

all his weapons about him he can apply his test in an instant.

The nan engaged in conflict with a man |like M. Bernard Shaw nay
fancy he has ten faces; simlarly a nan engaged against a brilliant
duellist may fancy that the sword of his foe has turned to ten swords
in his hand. But this is not really because the man is playing

with ten swords, it is because he is aimng very straight with one.
Moreover, a man with a definite belief always appears bizarre,
because he does not change with the world; he has clinbed into

a fixed star, and the earth whizzes below himlike a zoetrope.
MIllions of mild black-coated nen call thenmsel ves sane and sensi bl e
nerely because they always catch the fashionable insanity,

because they are hurried into madness after nadness by the nmel strom
of the world.



Peopl e accuse M. Shaw and nmany much sillier persons of "proving that black
is white." But they never ask whether the current col our-Ilanguage is

al ways correct. Odinary sensible phraseol ogy sonetinmes calls black white,
it certainly calls yellow white and green white and reddi sh-brown white.

We call wine "white wine" which is as yellow as a Bl ue-coat boy's |egs.

We call grapes "white grapes" which are manifestly pale green

We give to the European, whose conplexion is a sort of pink drab

the horrible title of a "white man"--a picture nore bl ood-curdling

than any spectre in Poe.

Now, it is undoubtedly true that if a man asked a waiter in a restaurant
for a bottle of yellow wi ne and sone greeni sh-yell ow grapes, the waiter
would think himmad. It is undoubtedly true that if a Governnent official
reporting on the Europeans in Burmah, said, "There are only two

t housand pi nki sh men here" he woul d be accused of cracking jokes,

and kicked out of his post. But it is equally obvious that both

men woul d have cone to grief through telling the strict truth.

That too truthful man in the restaurant; that too truthful nan

in Burmah, is M. Bernard Shaw. He appears eccentric and grotesque
because he will not accept the general belief that white is yellow

He has based all his brilliancy and solidity upon the hackneyed,

but yet forgotten, fact that truth is stranger than fiction.

Truth, of course, nust of necessity be stranger than fiction,

for we have made fiction to suit ourselves

So rmuch then a reasonable appreciation will find in M. Shaw

to be bracing and excellent. He clains to see things as they are;
and sone things, at any rate, he does see as they are,

whi ch the whole of our civilization does not see at all

But in M. Shaw s realismthere is sonething |lacking, and that thing
which is lacking is serious.

M. Shaw s ol d and recogni zed phil osophy was that powerfully
presented in "The Qui ntessence of Ibsenism" It was, in brief,

that conservative ideals were bad, not because They were conservati ve,
but because they were ideals. Every ideal prevented nmen from judging
justly the particular case; every noral generalization oppressed

the individual; the golden rule was there was no gol den rule.

And the objection to this is sinply that it pretends to free nen,

but really restrains themfromdoing the only thing that nmen want to do
VWhat is the good of telling a comrunity that it has every liberty
except the liberty to make laws? The liberty to nake |laws is what
constitutes a free people. And what is the good of telling a nman

(or a phil osopher) that he has every liberty except the liberty to
nmake generalizations. Making generalizations is what makes hima nman.
In short, when M. Shaw forbids men to have strict noral ideals,

he is acting like one who should forbid themto have children

The saying that "the golden rule is that there is no golden rule,"”
can, indeed, be sinply answered by being turned round.

That there is no golden rule is itself a golden rule, or rather

it is much worse than a golden rule. It is an iron rule;

a fetter on the first novenent of a man

But the sensation connected with M. Shaw in recent years has

been hi s sudden devel opment of the religion of the Superman.

He who had to all appearance nocked at the faiths in the forgotten
past di scovered a new god in the uninagi nable future. He who had laid
all the blanme on ideals set up the nost inpossible of all ideals,

the ideal of a new creature. But the truth, nevertheless, is that any



one who knows M. Shaw s nind adequately, and admires it properly,
nust have guessed all this |ong ago.

For the truth is that M. Shaw has never seen things as they really are
If he had he woul d have fallen on his knees before them

He has always had a secret ideal that has withered all the things

of this world. He has all the tine been silently conparing humanity

wi th somet hing that was not human, with a nonster from Mars,

with the Wse Man of the Stoics, with the Econom ¢ Man of the Fabi ans,
with Julius Caesar, with Siegfried, with the Supernan. Now, to have
this inner and nercil ess standard may be a very good thing,

or a very bad one, it may be excellent or unfortunate, but it

is not seeing things as they are. it is not seeing things as they
are to think first of a Briareus with a hundred hands, and then cal
every man a cripple for only having two. It is not seeing things

as they are to start with a vision of Argus with his hundred eyes,

and then jeer at every man with two eyes as if he had only one.

And it is not seeing things as they are to imgi ne a dem god

of infinite mental clarity, who may or may not appear in the latter

days of the earth, and then to see all nen as idiots. And this

is what M. Shaw has always in sone degree done. Wen we really see

men as they are, we do not criticise, but worship; and very rightly.

For a nmonster with nysterious eyes and m racul ous thunbs,

with strange dreans in his skull, and a queer tenderness for this

pl ace or that baby, is truly a wonderful and unnerving natter

It is only the quite arbitrary and priggi sh habit of conparison with
somet hi ng el se which nmakes it possible to be at our ease in front of him
A sentiment of superiority keeps us cool and practical; the nmere facts
woul d nmake, our knees knock under as with religious fear. It is the fact
that every instant of conscious life is an uni magi nabl e prodigy.

It is the fact that every face in the street has the incredible

unexpect edness of a fairy-tale. The thing which prevents a man
fromrealizing this is not any clear-sightedness or experience,

it is sinply a habit of pedantic and fastidi ous conpari sons

bet ween one thing and another. M. Shaw, on the practical side

per haps the nost hunmane man alive, is in this sense i nhumane.

He has even been infected to some extent with the primary

intell ectual weakness of his new nmaster, N etzsche, the strange

notion that the greater and stronger a nan was the nore he woul d

despi se other things. The greater and stronger a nman is the nore

he woul d be inclined to prostrate hinself before a periwi nkle.

That M. Shaw keeps a lifted head and a contenptuous face before

t he col ossal panorama of enpires and civilizations, this does

not in itself convince one that he sees things as they are.

| should be nost effectively convinced that he did if | found
himstaring with religious astonishnment at his own feet.

"What are those two beautiful and industrious beings," | can imagi ne him
murmuring to hinmself, "whom| see everywhere, serving me | know not why?
What fairy godnother bade them cone trotting out of elfland when |

was born? What god of the borderland, what barbaric god of |egs,

nmust | propitiate with fire and wine, lest they run away with ne?"

The truth is, that all genuine appreciation rests on a certain

nystery of humility and al nost of darkness. The man who said,

"Bl essed is he that expecteth nothing, for he shall not be disappointed, "
put the eulogy quite inadequately and even falsely. The truth "Bl essed
is he that expecteth nothing, for he shall be gloriously surprised."

The man who expects nothing sees redder roses than comopn nmen can see,
and greener grass, and a nore startling sun. Blessed is he that
expecteth nothing, for he shall possess the cities and the nountains;



bl essed is the neek, for he shall inherit the earth. Until we
realize that things m ght not be we cannot realize that things are.
Until we see the background of darkness we cannot admire the |ight

as a single and created thing. As soon as we have seen that darkness,
all light is lightening, sudden, blinding, and divine.

Until we picture nonentity we underrate the victory of God,

and can realize none of the trophies of His ancient war.

It is one of the million wild jests of truth that we know not hi ng
until we know not hi ng,

Now this is, | say deliberately, the only defect in the greatness

of M. Shaw, the only answer to his claimto be a great man

that he is not easily pleased. He is an alnpbst solitary exception to
the general and essential naxim that little things please great n nds.
And fromthis absence of that nmost uproarious of all things, humlity,
cones incidentally the peculiar insistence on the Supernan.

After bel abouring a great many people for a great nany years for

bei ng unprogressive, M. Shaw has di scovered, with characteristic sense,
that it is very doubtful whether any existing human being with two

| egs can be progressive at all. Having conme to doubt whether

humani ty can be conbined with progress, npbst people, easily pleased,
woul d have el ected to abandon progress and remain with humanity.

M. Shaw, not being easily pleased, decides to throw over humanity
with all its limtations and go in for progress for its own sake.

If man, as we know him is incapable of the phil osophy of progress,
M. Shaw asks, not for a new kind of phil osophy, but for a new kind

of man. It is rather as if a nurse had tried a rather bitter

food for some years on a baby, and on discovering that it was

not suitable, should not throw away the food and ask for a new food,
but throw the baby out of w ndow, and ask for a new baby.

M. Shaw cannot understand that the thing which is val uable

and lovable in our eyes is nman--the ol d beer-drinking,

creed-making, fighting, failing, sensual, respectable man

And the things that have been founded on this creature immortally renain;
the things that have been founded on the fancy of the Supernan have
died with the dying civilizations which al one have given them birth.
VWhen Christ at a synmbolic nmonent was establishing H's great society,
He chose for its coner-stone neither the brilliant Paul nor

the nystic John, but a shuffler, a snob a coward--in a word, a nan
And upon this rock He has built H's Church, and the gates of Hel

have not prevailed against it. Al the enpires and the ki ngdons

have failed, because of this inherent and continual weakness,

that they were founded by strong nmen and upon strong nen.

But this one thing, the historic Christian Church, was founded

on a weak man, and for that reason it is indestructible.

For no chain is stronger than its weakest |ink.

V. M. H G Wlls and the G ants

We ought to see far enough into a hypocrite to see even his sincerity.
We ought to be interested in that darkest and nost real part

of a man in which dwell not the vices that he does not display,

but the virtues that he cannot. And the nore we approach the probl ens
of human history with this keen and piercing charity, the smaller

and smal |l er space we shall allow to pure hypocrisy of any kind.

The hypocrites shall not deceive us into thinking them saints;

but neither shall they deceive us into thinking them hypocrites.



And an increasing nunber of cases will crowd into our field of inquiry,
cases in which there is really no question of hypocrisy at all

cases in which people were so ingenuous that they seemed absurd,

and so absurd that they seened di si nhgenuous.

There is one striking instance of an unfair charge of hypocrisy.

It is always urged against the religious in the past, as a point of

i nconsi stency and duplicity, that they conbined a profession of alnost
craming humlity with a keen struggle for earthly success and consi derabl e
triunph in attaining it. It is felt as a piece of humbug, that a man
shoul d be very punctilious in calling hinself a m serabl e sinner

and al so very punctilious in calling hinmself King of France

But the truth is that there is no nore conscious inconsistency between
the humility of a Christian and the rapacity of a Christian than there
is between the humlity of a lover and the rapacity of a |over

The truth is that there are no things for which nen will make such
hercul ean efforts as the things of which they know they are unworthy.
There never was a nman in |love who did not declare that, if he strained
every nerve to breaking, he was going to have his desire.

And there never was a man in | ove who did not declare al so that he ought
not to have it. The whole secret of the practical success of Christendom
lies in the Christian humility, however inperfectly fulfilled.

For with the renoval of all question of merit or paynent, the sou

is suddenly released for incredible voyages. |If we ask a sane nan

how much he nerits, his mind shrinks instinctively and instantaneously.
It is doubtful whether he merits six feet of earth.

But if you ask himwhat he can conquer--he can conquer the stars.

Thus cones the thing called Romance, a purely Christian product.

A man cannot deserve adventures; he cannot earn dragons and hi ppogriffs.
The nedi aeval Europe which asserted hunility gai ned Ronance;

the civilization which gai ned Ronance has gai ned the habitabl e gl obe.
How di fferent the Pagan and Stoical feeling was fromthis has

been admirably expressed in a fanmous quotation. Addison makes

the great Stoic say--

""Tis not in nortals to conmmand success;
But we'll do nore, Senpronius, we'll deserve it."

But the spirit of Romance and Christendom the spirit whichis in
every lover, the spirit which has bestridden the earth w th European
adventure, is quite opposite. 'Tis not in nortals to deserve success.
But we'll do nore, Senpronius; we'll obtain it.

And this gay humlity, this holding of ourselves lightly and yet ready
for an infinity of unnerited triunphs, this secret is so sinple that every
one has supposed that it nmust be sonething quite sinister and nysterious.
Hum lity is so practical a virtue that nen think it nust be a vice.

Hum lity is so successful that it is mstaken for pride.

It is mistaken for it all the nore easily because it generally goes

with a certain sinple |ove of splendour which anpbunts to vanity.

Hum lity will always, by preference, go clad in scarlet and gol d;

pride is that which refuses to let gold and scarlet inpress it or please
it too much. 1In a wrd, the failure of this virtue actually lies

inits success; it is too successful as an investment to be believed
inas avirtue. Humlity is not nerely too good for this world;

it is too practical for this world; | had alnpst said it is too

worldly for this world.

The instance nost quoted in our day is the thing called the humlity
of the man of science; and certainly it is a good instance as well



as a nodern one. Men find it extrenely difficult to believe

that a man who is obviously uprooting nountains and dividing seas,
tearing down tenples and stretching out hands to the stars,

isreally a quiet old gentleman who only asks to be allowed to

i ndul ge his harm ess old hobby and follow his harm ess ol d nose.

When a nman splits a grain of sand and the universe is turned upside down
in consequence, it is difficult to realize that to the nan who did it,
the splitting of the grain is the great affair, and the capsi zing

of the cosnbs quite a small one. It is hard to enter into the feelings
of a man who regards a new heaven and a new earth in the light of a
by-product. But undoubtedly it was to this al nbst eerie innocence

of the intellect that the great nen of the great scientific period,
whi ch now appears to be closing, owed their enornous power and tri unph.
I f they had brought the heavens down |ike a house of cards

their plea was not even that they had done it on principle;

their quite unanswerable plea was that they had done it by accident.
VWhenever there was in themthe | east touch of pride in what

they had done, there was a good ground for attacking them

but so long as they were wholly hunble, they were wholly victorious.
There were possible answers to Huxley; there was no answer possible
to Darwin. He was convincing because of his unconsci ousness;

one m ght al nost say because of his dulness. This childlike

and prosaic mind is beginning to wane in the world of science.

Men of science are beginning to see thenselves, as the fine phrase is,
in the part; they are beginning to be proud of their humlity.

They are beginning to be aesthetic, like the rest of the world,
beginning to spell truth with a capital T, beginning to talk

of the creeds they imagi ne thenselves to have destroyed,

of the discoveries that their forbears made. Like the nbdern English
they are beginning to be soft about their own hardness.

They are becom ng conscious of their own strength--that is,

they are growi ng weaker. But one purely nodern nman has energed

in the strictly nodern decades who does carry into our world the clear
personal sinplicity of the old world of science. One man of genius
we have who is an artist, but who was a nman of science, and who seens
to be marked above all things with this great scientific humlity.

| mean M. H G Wlls. And in his case, as in the others above
spoken of, there must be a great prelinmnary difficulty in convincing
the ordinary person that such a virtue is predicable of such a nman

M. Wells began his literary work with viol ent visions--visions of

the last pangs of this planet; can it be that a nman who begins

with violent visions is hunble? He went on to wilder and wilder
stories about carving beasts into nen and shooting angels |ike birds.
I's the man who shoots angel s and carves beasts into nen hunbl e?

Si nce then he has done sonet hing bol der than either of these bl asphem es;
he has prophesied the political future of all nen; prophesied it

wi th aggressive authority and a ringing decision of detail

Is the prophet of the future of all nmen hunble ? It will indeed

be difficult, in the present condition of current thought about

such things as pride and humlity, to answer the query of how a man
can be hunbl e who does such big things and such bol d things.

For the only answer is the answer which | gave at the begi nning

of this essay. It is the hunble man who does the big things.

It is the hunble nan who does the bold things. It is the hunble

man who has the sensational sights vouchsafed to him and this

for three obvious reasons: first, that he strains his eyes nore

than any other nen to see them second, that he is nore overwhel med
and uplifted with them when they cone; third, that he records

them nore exactly and sincerely and with | ess adulteration

fromhis nore conmonpl ace and nore conceited everyday self.



Adventures are to those to whomthey are nost unexpected--that is,
nost romantic. Adventures are to the shy: in this sense adventures
are to the unadventurous.

Now, this arresting, nmental humlity in M. H G Wlls nmay be,
like a great many other things that are vital and vivid, difficult to
illustrate by exanples, but if | were asked for an exanple of it,

| should have no difficulty about which exanple to begin wth.

The nost interesting thing about M. H G Wlls is that he is

the only one of his many brilliant contenporaries who has not
stopped growing. One can |ie awake at night and hear hi m grow.

O this growmh the nbst evident manifestation is indeed a gradua
change of opinions; but it is no nere change of opinions.

It is not a perpetual |eaping fromone position to another |ike
that of M. George Moore. It is a quite continuous advance al ong

a quite solid road in a quite definable direction. But the chief
proof that it is not a piece of fickleness and vanity is the fact
that it has been upon the whole in advance fromnore startling

opi nions to nmore hundrum opi nions. |t has been even in some sense
an advance from unconventi onal opinions to conventional opinions.
This fact fixes M. Wlls's honesty and proves himto be no poseur
M. Wells once held that the upper classes and the | ower classes
woul d be so much differentiated in the future that one class would
eat the other. Certainly no paradoxical charlatan who had once
found argunments for so startling a view would ever have deserted it
except for sonething yet nore startling. M. Wlls has deserted it
in favour of the blameless belief that both classes will be ultimtely
subordi nated or assimlated to a sort of scientific mddle class,

a class of engineers. He has abandoned the sensational theory with
t he sane honourable gravity and sinplicity with which he adopted it.
Then he thought it was true; now he thinks it is not true.

He has come to the npst dreadful conclusion a literary man can

cone to, the conclusion that the ordinary viewis the right one.

It is only the |l ast and w |l dest kind of courage that can stand

on a tower before ten thousand people and tell themthat tw ce

two is four.

M. H G Wlls exists at present in a gay and exhilarating progress
of conservativism He is finding out nore and nore that conventions,
t hough silent, are alive. As good an exanple as any of this

hum lity and sanity of his may be found in his change of view

on the subject of science and marriage. He once held, | believe,

t he opi ni on whi ch sone singul ar sociol ogists still hold,

that human creatures could successfully be paired and bred after

t he manner of dogs or horses. He no |onger holds that view.

Not only does he no | onger hold that view, but he has witten about it
in "Mankind in the Mking" with such smashi ng sense and hunour, that |
find it difficult to believe that anybody else can hold it either

It is true that his chief objection to the proposal is that it is
physical |y inpossible, which seenms to ne a very slight objection

and al nost negligible conpared with the others. The one objection
to scientific marriage which is worthy of final attention is sinply
that such a thing could only be inmposed on unthinkabl e sl aves

and cowards. | do not know whether the scientific marriage-nongers
are right (as they say) or wong (as M. Wlls says) in saying

t hat medi cal supervision woul d produce strong and heal t hy men.

| amonly certain that if it did, the first act of the strong

and healthy men would be to smash the nedical supervision

The nistake of all that nmedical talk lies in the very fact that it



connects the idea of health with the idea of care. Wat has health

to do with care? Health has to do with carel essness. |n special

and abnormal cases it is necessary to have care. Wen we are peculiarly
unhealthy it may be necessary to be careful in order to be healthy.

But even then we are only trying to be healthy in order to be carel ess.
If we are doctors we are speaking to exceptionally sick nen,

and they ought to be told to be careful. But when we are sociol ogists
we are addressing the nornmal man, we are addressing humanity.

And hunmanity ought to be told to be reckl essness itself.

For all the fundanmental functions of a healthy nman ought enphatically
to be perforned with pleasure and for pleasure; they enphatically

ought not to be performed with precaution or for precaution.

A man ought to eat because he has a good appetite to satisfy,

and enphatically not because he has a body to sustain. A man ought

to take exercise not because he is too fat, but because he loves foils
or horses or high nountains, and |oves themfor their own sake.

And a nman ought to marry because he has fallen in | ove,

and enphatically not because the world requires to be popul at ed.

The food will really renovate his tissues as long as he is not thinking
about his tissues. The exercise will really get himinto training

so long as he is thinking about sonething else. And the marriage wll
really stand sonme chance of producing a generous-bl ooded generation

if it had its originin its own natural and generous excitenent.

It is the first law of health that our necessities should not be
accepted as necessities; they should be accepted as | uxuries.

Let us, then, be careful about the snmall things, such as a scratch

or a slight illness, or anything that can be managed with care.

But in the nane of all sanity, let us be carel ess about the

i mportant things, such as marriage, or the fountain of our very

life will fail

M. Wells, however, is not quite clear enough of the narrower
scientific outlook to see that there are sone things which actually
ought not to be scientific. He is still slightly affected with

the great scientific fallacy; | nean the habit of begi nning not

with the human soul, which is the first thing a man | earns about,

but with sone such thing as protoplasm which is about the |ast.

The one defect in his splendid mental equipnent is that he does

not sufficiently allow for the stuff or material of nen.

In his new Utopia he says, for instance, that a chief point of

the Utopia will be a disbelief in original sin. |If he had begun

with the human soul --that is, if he had begun on hinsel f--he would
have found original sin alnost the first thing to be believed in.

He woul d have found, to put the matter shortly, that a pernanent
possibility of selfishness arises fromthe nere fact of having a self,
and not from any accidents of education or ill-treatnent. And

t he weakness of all Uopias is this, that they take the greatest
difficulty of man and assunme it to be overconme, and then give

an el aborate account of the overcomng of the snaller ones.

They first assune that no man will want nore than his share,

and then are very ingenious in explaining whether his share

will be delivered by notor-car or balloon. And an even stronger
exanple of M. Wlls's indifference to the human psychol ogy can

be found in his cosnopolitanism the abolition in his Utopia of al
patriotic boundaries. He says in his innocent way that Uopia

must be a world-state, or el se people mght nake war on it.

It does not seemto occur to himthat, for a good many of us, if it were
a world-state we should still nake war on it to the end of the world.
For if we admt that there nust be varieties in art or opinion what
sense is there in thinking there will not be varieties in government?



The fact is very sinple. Unless you are going deliberately to prevent
a thing being good, you cannot prevent it being worth fighting for

It is inmpossible to prevent a possible conflict of civilizations,
because it is inpossible to prevent a possible conflict between ideals.
If there were no |onger our nodern strife between nations, there would
only be a strife between Uopias. For the highest thing does not tend
to union only; the highest thing, tends also to differentiation

You can often get nmen to fight for the union; but you can

never prevent themfromfighting also for the differentiation

This variety in the highest thing is the neaning of the fierce patriotism
the fierce nationalismof the great European civilization

It is also, incidentally, the meaning of the doctrine of the Trinity.

But | think the main mstake of M. Wells's philosophy is a sonmewhat
deeper one, one that he expresses in a very entertaini ng manner

in the introductory part of the new Utopia. H's philosophy in sone
sense anmpbunts to a denial of the possibility of philosophy itself.
At least, he maintains that there are no secure and reliable

i deas upon which we can rest with a final nmental satisfaction.

It will be both clearer, however, and nore anusing to quote

M. Vells hinmself.

He says, "Nothing endures, nothing is precise and certain

(except the mind of a pedant). . . . Being indeed!--there is no being,
but a universal becom ng of individualities, and Plato turned his back
on truth when he turned towards his nuseum of specific ideals."

M. Wells says, again, "There is no abiding thing in what we know

We change from weaker to stronger |ights, and each nore powerful

light pierces our hitherto opaque foundations and reveal s

fresh and different opacities below" Now, when M. Wlls

says things like this, | speak with all respect when | say

that he does not observe an evident nental distinction.

It cannot be true that there is nothing abiding in what we know

For if that were so we should not know it all and should not cal

it know edge. Qur nental state may be very different fromthat

of sonmebody el se sone thousands of years back; but it cannot be
entirely different, or else we should not be conscious of a difference.
M. Wells must surely realize the first and sinplest of the paradoxes
that sit by the springs of truth. He nmust surely see that the fact

of two things being different inplies that they are simlar.

The hare and the tortoise may differ in the quality of swiftness,

but they must agree in the quality of nmotion. The swiftest hare
cannot be swifter than an isosceles triangle or the idea of pinkness.
Wen we say the hare noves faster, we say that the tortoise noves.

And when we say of a thing that it noves, we say, w thout need

of other words, that there are things that do not nove.

And even in the act of saying that things change, we say that there

i s sonet hi ng unchangeabl e.

But certainly the best exanple of M. Wlls's fallacy can be

found in the exanple which he hinself chooses. It is quite true
that we see a dimlight which, conmpared with a darker thing,

is light, but which, conmpared with a stronger light, is darkness.
But the quality of light remains the sane thing, or else we

should not call it a stronger light or recognize it as such

If the character of light were not fixed in the nind, we should be
quite as likely to call a denser shadow a stronger light, or vice
versa If the character of |ight became even for an instant unfixed,
if it became even by a hair's-breadth doubtful, if, for exanple,
there crept into our idea of |ight sone vague idea of blueness,



then in that flash we have becone doubtful whether the new |ight

has nore light or less. 1In brief, the progress may be as varying

as a cloud, but the direction nmust be as rigid as a French road.
North and South are relative in the sense that I am North of Bournenoputh
and South of Spitzbergen. But if there be any doubt of the position
of the North Pole, there is in equal degree a doubt of whether |

am South of Spitzbergen at all. The absolute idea of |ight nay be
practically unattainable. W may not be able to procure pure light.
We may not be able to get to the North Pole. But because the North
Pole is unattainable, it does not follow that it is indefinable.

And it is only because the North Pole is not indefinable that we

can nmake a satisfactory map of Brighton and Wrt hi ng.

In other words, Plato turned his face to truth but his back on

M. H G Wlls, when he turned to his nuseum of specified ideals

It is precisely here that Plato shows his sense. It is not true

t hat everything changes; the things that change are all the manifest
and material things. There is sonething that does not change;

and that is precisely the abstract quality, the invisible idea.

M. Wells says truly enough, that a thing which we have seen in one
connection as dark we may see in another connection as |ight.

But the thing commmon to both incidents is the nmere idea of light--

whi ch we have not seen at all. M. Wlls night growtaller and taller
for unending aeons till his head was higher than the |oneliest star
| can inmagine his witing a good novel about it. |In that case

he woul d see the trees first as tall things and then as short things;
he woul d see the clouds first as high and then as | ow

But there would remain with himthrough the ages in that starry

| oneliness the idea of tallness; he would have in the awful spaces
for conpanion and confort the definite conception that he was grow ng
taller and not (for instance) growing fatter.

And now it comes to ny mind that M. H G WlIlls actually has witten
a very delightful romance about nen growing as tall as trees;

and that here, again, he seens to ne to have been a victimof this
vague relativism "The Food of the Gods" is, like M. Bernard

Shaw s play, in essence a study of the Superman idea. And it lies,

I think, even through the veil of a half-pantommc allegory,

open to the sane intellectual attack. W cannot be expected to have
any regard for a great creature if he does not in any nmanner conform
to our standards. For unless he passes our standard of greatness

we cannot even call himgreat. N etszche sumed up all that is
interesting in the Superman idea when he said, "Man is a thing

whi ch has to be surpassed.” But the very word "surpass" inplies

the exi stence of a standard common to us and the thing surpassing us.
If the Superman is nmore manly than nmen are, of course they will
ultimately deify him even if they happen to kill himfirst.

But if he is sinply nore supermanly, they may be quite indifferent
to himas they would be to another seeningly ainless nonstrosity.

He nmust subnmit to our test even in order to overawe us.

Mere force or size even is a standard; but that alone will never
make nen think a man their superior. Gants, as in the wise old
fairy-tales, are vermn. Supernmen, if not good nen, are vernin

"The Food of the Gods" is the tale of "Jack the Gant-Killer"

told fromthe point of view of the giant. This has not, | think
been done before in literature; but | have little doubt that the
psychol ogi cal substance of it existed in fact. | have little doubt

that the giant whom Jack killed did regard hinself as the Supernan
It is likely enough that he considered Jack a narrow and parochi al person



who wished to frustrate a great forward novenent of the life-force
If (as not unfrequently was the case) he happened to have two heads,
he woul d point out the el enmentary maxi m whi ch decl ares t hem

to be better than one. He would enlarge on the subtle nodernity

of such an equi pnent, enabling a giant to | ook at a subject

fromtwo points of view, or to correct hinself with pronptitude

But Jack was the chanpion of the enduring hunan standards,

of the principle of one nan one head and one man one consci ence,

of the single head and the single heart and the single eye.

Jack was quite uni npressed by the question of whether the giant was
a particularly gigantic giant. Al he w shed to know was whet her

he was a good giant--that is, a giant who was any good to us.

VWhat were the giant's religious views; what his views on politics
and the duties of the citizen? Ws he fond of children--

or fond of themonly in a dark and sinister sense ? To use a fine
phrase for enotional sanity, was his heart in the right place?

Jack had sometines to cut himup with a sword in order to find out.
The old and correct story of Jack the Gant-Killer is sinply the whole
story of man; if it were understood we should need no Bibles or histories.
But the nodern world in particular does not seemto understand it at all
The nodern world, like M. Wells is on the side of the giants;

t he safest place, and therefore the nmeanest and the npbst prosaic.
The nodern world, when it praises its little Caesars,

tal ks of being strong and brave: but it does not seemto see

the eternal paradox involved in the conjunction of these ideas.

The strong cannot be brave. Only the weak can be brave;

and yet again, in practice, only those who can be brave can be trusted,
intine of doubt, to be strong. The only way in which a giant could
really keep hinself in training against the inevitable Jack would

be by continually fighting other giants ten times as big as hinself.
That is by ceasing to be a giant and beconing a Jack

Thus that synpathy with the small or the defeated as such,

with which we Liberals and Nationalists have been often reproached,
is not a useless sentinentalismat all, as M. Wlls and his

friends fancy. It is the first law of practical courage.

To be in the weakest canp is to be in the strongest school

Nor can | inmagi ne anything that would do humanity nore good than

t he advent of a race of Supernen, for themto fight |ike dragons.

If the Superman is better than we, of course we need not fight him
but in that case, why not call himthe Saint? But if he is

nerely stronger (whether physically, nentally, or norally stronger

| do not care a farthing), then he ought to have to reckon wth us
at least for all the strength we have. It we are weaker than he,
that is no reason why we shoul d be weaker than oursel ves.

If we are not tall enough to touch the giant's knees, that is

no reason why we should becone shorter by falling on our own.

But that is at bottomthe nmeaning of all nobdern hero-worship

and cel ebration of the Strong Man, the Caesar the Superman.

That he may be sonething nore than nman, we nust be sonething |ess.

Doubt| ess there is an ol der and better hero-worship than this.

But the old hero was a being who, like Achilles, was nore human

than humanity itself. N etzsche's Supernan is cold and friendl ess.
Achilles is so foolishly fond of his friend that he slaughters

armes in the agony of his bereavenent. M. Shaw s sad Caesar says

in his desolate pride, "He who has never hoped can never despair."

The Man-CGod of old answers fromhis awful hill, "Was ever sorrow

like unto my sorrow?" A great man is not a nman so strong that he feels
| ess than other nen; he is a nman so strong that he feels nore.

And when Ni etszche says, "A new conmandnent | give to you, "be hard,'"



he is really saying, "A new commandnment | give to you, "be dead.'"
Sensibility is the definition of life.

| recur for a last word to Jack the Gant-Killer. | have dwelt
on this matter of M. Wells and the giants, not because it is
specially promnent in his mnd; | know that the Supernan does

not bulk so large in his cosnbs as in that of M. Bernard Shaw

| have dwelt on it for the opposite reason; because this heresy

of immoral hero-worship has taken, | think, a slighter hold of him
and may perhaps still be prevented from perverting one of

the best thinkers of the day. In the course of "The New Ut opi a"

M. Wells makes nore than one admiring allusion to M. W E. Henley.
That cl ever and unhappy man lived in admiration of a vague viol ence,
and was al ways going back to rude old tales and rude ol d ball ads,

to strong and primtive literatures, to find the praise of strength
and the justification of tyranny. But he could not find it.

It is not there. The primtive literature is showmn in the tale of Jack
the Gant-Killer. The strong old literature is all in praise of the weak.
The rude old tales are as tender to minorities as any nodern
political idealist. The rude old ballads are as sentinentally
concerned for the under-dog as the Aborigines Protection Society.
VWhen men were tough and raw, when they lived anmid hard knocks and
hard | aws, when they knew what fighting really was, they had only
two kinds of songs. The first was a rejoicing that the weak had
conquered the strong, the second a | amentation that the strong had,
for once in a way, conquered the weak. For this defiance of

the statu quo, this constant effort to alter the existing bal ance,
this premature challenge to the powerful, is the whole nature and

i nnost secret of the psychol ogi cal adventure which is called man

It is his strength to disdain strength. The forlorn hope

is not only a real hope, it is the only real hope of nankind.

In the coarsest ballads of the greenwood nmen are adnired nost when
they defy, not only the king, but what is nore to the point, the hero.
The nonent Robin Hood becones a sort of Supernan, that nonment

t he chival rous chronicler shows us Robin thrashed by a poor tinker
whom he thought to thrust aside. And the chivalrous chronicler
makes Robi n Hood receive the thrashing in a gl ow of admiration

This magnanimty is not a product of nodern humanitariani sm

it is not a product of anything to do with peace.

This magnanimty is nerely one of the lost arts of war.

The Henleyites call for a sturdy and fighting England, and they go
back to the fierce old stories of the sturdy and fighting English
And the thing that they find witten across that fierce old
literature everywhere, is "the policy of Mjuba."

VI. Christmas and the Aesthetes

The world is round, so round that the schools of optimsmand pessimsm
have been arguing fromthe begi nning whether it is the right way up

The difficulty does not arise so much fromthe nmere fact that good and
evil are mingled in roughly equal proportions; it arises chiefly from
the fact that nmen always differ about what parts are good and what evil.
Hence the difficulty which besets "undenom national religions."

They profess to include what is beautiful in all creeds, but they

appear to many to have collected all that is dull in them

Al the colours mxed together in purity ought to nake a perfect white.
M xed toget her on any human pai nt-box, they nake a thing |like nud, and a



thing very like many new religions. Such a blend is often sonething nuch
worse than any one creed taken separately, even the creed of the Thugs.
The error arises fromthe difficulty of detecting what is really

the good part and what is really the bad part of any given religion

And this pathos falls rather heavily on those persons who have

the msfortune to think of sone religion or other, that the parts
conmonl y counted good are bad, and the parts commonly counted

bad are good.

It is tragic to admre and honestly adnire a human group, but to admre

it in a photographic negative. It is difficult to congratulate al
their whites on being black and all their blacks on their whiteness.
This will often happen to us in connection w th human religions.

Take two institutions which bear witness to the religious energy
of the nineteenth century. Take the Salvation Arny and the phil osophy
of Auguste Conte.

The usual verdict of educated people on the Salvation Arny is

expressed in some such words as these: "I have no doubt they do

a great deal of good, but they do it in a vul gar and profane style;

their ains are excellent, but their nmethods are wong."

To me, unfortunately, the precise reverse of this appears to be

the truth. | do not know whether the ains of the Salvation Arny

are excellent, but | amquite sure their nethods are adnirable.

Their nethods are the nmethods of all intense and hearty religions;

they are popular like all religion, mlitary like all religion

public and sensational like all religion. They are not reverent any nore
than Roman Catholics are reverent, for reverence in the sad and delicate
meani ng of the termreverence is a thing only possible to infidels.

That beautiful twilight you will find in Euripides, in Renan,

in Matthew Arnold; but in nen who believe you will not find it--

you will find only laughter and war. A man cannot pay that kind
of reverence to truth solid as marble; they can only be reverent
towards a beautiful lie. And the Salvation Arny, though their voice

has broken out in a mean environnment and an ugly shape, are really

the old voice of glad and angry faith, hot as the riots of Dionysus,

wild as the gargoyles of Catholicism not to be m staken for a phil osophy.
Prof essor Huxley, in one of his clever phrases, called the Salvation

Armmy "corybantic Christianity." Huxley was the |ast and nobl est

of those Stoics who have never understood the Cross. |f he had
understood Christianity he would have known t hat there never has been

and never can be, any Christianity that is not corybantic.

And there is this difference between the matter of ains and

the matter of methods, that to judge of the ains of a thing |ike

the Salvation Arnmy is very difficult, to judge of their ritua

and at nosphere very easy. No one, perhaps, but a sociol ogi st

can see whether General Booth's housing schenme is right.

But any heal thy person can see that bangi ng brass cynbal s together

nmust be right. A page of statistics, a plan of nodel dwellings,
anything which is rational, is always difficult for the lay mnd

But the thing which is irrational any one can understand.

That is why religion cane so early into the world and spread so far
whil e science cane so late into the world and has not spread at all

Hi story unani nously attests the fact that it is only nysticism

whi ch stands the small est chance of being understanded of the people.
Conmon sense has to be kept as an esoteric secret in the dark tenple

of culture. And so while the philanthropy of the Salvationists and its
genui neness may be a reasonable matter for the discussion of the doctors,
there can be no doubt about the genui neness of their brass bands,



for a brass band is purely spiritual, and seeks only to quicken
the internal |life. The object of philanthropy is to do good;
the object of religionis to be good, if only for a nmonent,
ami d a crash of brass.

And the sane antithesis exists about another nodern religion--1 mean
the religion of Conte, generally known as Positivism or the worship
of humanity. Such nen as M. Frederic Harrison, that brilliant

and chival rous phil osopher, who still, by his nere personality,

speaks for the creed, would tell us that he offers us the phil osophy

of Conte, but not all Conte's fantastic proposals for pontiffs

and cerenoni al s, the new cal endar, the new holidays and saints' days.
He does not mean that we should dress ourselves up as priests

of humanity or let off fireworks because it is MIton's birthday.

To the solid English Contist all this appears, he confesses, to be
alittle absurd. To ne it appears the only sensible part of Contism
As a philosophy it is unsatisfactory. It is evidently inpossible to
wor ship humanity, just as it is inpossible to worship the Savile C ub;
both are excellent institutions to which we nay happen to bel ong.

But we perceive clearly that the Savile Club did not nake the stars
and does not fill the universe. And it is surely unreasonable to attack
the doctrine of the Trinity as a piece of bew |l dering nysticism

and then to ask nmen to worship a being who is ninety mllion persons
in one God, neither confounding the persons nor dividing the substance.

But if the wi sdomof Conte was insufficient, the folly of Conte

was wi sdom | n an age of dusty nodernity, when beauty was thought

of as something barbaric and ugliness as sonething sensible,

he al one saw that men nust al ways have the sacredness of mummery.

He saw that while the brutes have all the useful things, the things
that are truly human are the usel ess ones. He saw the fal sehood

of that al nbst universal notion of to-day, the notion that rites

and forns are sonething artificial, additional, and corrupt.

Ritual is really much ol der than thought; it is nmuch sinpler and much
wi | der than thought. A feeling touching the nature of things does
not only nmake nen feel that there are certain proper things to say;

it makes them feel that there are certain proper things to do.

The nore agreeabl e of these consist of dancing, building tenples,

and shouting very loud; the | ess agreeable, of wearing

green carnations and burning other philosophers alive.

But everywhere the religious dance cane before the religi ous hym,
and man was a ritualist before he could speak. [If Contism had spread
the world woul d have been converted, not by the Contist phil osophy,
but by the Contist calendar. By discouragi ng what they conceive

to be the weakness of their master, the English Positivists

have broken the strength of their religion. A man who has faith

nmust be prepared not only to be a martyr, but to be a fool

It is absurd to say that a man is ready to toil and die for his convictions
when he is not even ready to wear a weath round his head for them

I nyself, to take a corpus vile, amvery certain that | would not
read the works of Conte through for any consideration whatever

But | can easily imagine nyself with the greatest enthusiasmlighting
a bonfire on Darw n Day.

That splendid effort failed, and nothing in the style of it has succeeded.
There has been no rationalist festival, no rationalist ecstasy.

Men are still in black for the death of God. When Christianity was heavily
bonbarded in the last century upon no point was it nore persistently and
brilliantly attacked than upon that of its alleged enmty to hunman joy.

Shel |l ey and Swi nburne and all their arnies have passed again and again



over the ground, but they have not altered it. They have not set up

a single new trophy or ensign for the world's nerrinent to rally to.
They have not given a name or a new occasion of gaiety.

M. Swi nburne does not hang up his stocking on the eve of the birthday
of Victor Hugo. M. WIliam Archer does not sing carols descriptive
of the infancy of Ibsen outside people's doors in the snow.

In the round of our rational and mournful year one festival renains
out of all those ancient gaieties that once covered the whol e earth.
Christrmas remains to remnd us of those ages, whether Pagan or Christian
when the nany acted poetry instead of the fewwiting it.

In all the winter in our woods there is no tree in glow but the holly.

The strange truth about the matter is told in the very word "holiday."
A bank holiday nmeans presunmably a day which bankers regard as holy.

A hal f-holiday nmeans, | suppose, a day on which a schoolboy is only
partially holy. It is hard to see at first sight why so human a thing
as leisure and | arkiness should al ways have a religious origin.
Rationally there appears no reason why we should not sing and give
each other presents in honour of anything--the birth of M chae

Angel o or the opening of Euston Station. But it does not work.

As a fact, nen only becone greedily and gloriously material about
somet hing spiritualistic. Take away the N cene Creed and simlar things,
and you do sone strange wong to the sellers of sausages.

Take away the strange beauty of the saints, and what has

remained to us is the far stranger ugliness of Wandswort h.

Take away the supernatural, and what remains is the unnatural

And now | have to touch upon a very sad matter. There are in the nodern
worl d an adm rable class of persons who really nmake protest on behal f
of that antiqua pul chritudo of which Augustine spoke, who do | ong

for the old feasts and formalities of the childhood of the world.
WIlliamMrris and his followers showed how much brighter were

the dark ages than the age of Manchester. M. W B. Yeats franes

his steps in prehistoric dances, but no man knows and joins his voice
to forgotten choruses that no one but he can hear. M. George Moore
collects every fragment of Irish paganismthat the forgetful ness

of the Catholic Church has left or possibly her w sdom preserved.
There are innumerabl e persons with eye-glasses and green garments

who pray for the return of the naypole or the O ynpi an ganes.

But there is about these people a haunting and al arm ng sonet hi ng

whi ch suggests that it is just possible that they do not keep Christnas.
It is painful to regard human nature in such a light,

but it seems sonehow possible that M. George More does

not wave his spoon and shout when the pudding is set alight.

It is even possible that M. W B. Yeats never pulls crackers.

If so, where is the sense of all their dreanms of festive traditions?
Here is a solid and ancient festive tradition still plying

aroaring trade in the streets, and they think it vul gar

if this is so, let thembe very certain of this, that they are

the kind of people who in the tine of the maypol e woul d have t hought
the maypol e vulgar; who in the tinme of the Canterbury pil grimage
woul d have thought the Canterbury pilgrimge vulgar; who in the tine
of the A ynpian ganes woul d have thought the O ynpi an games vul gar
Nor can there be any reasonabl e doubt that they were vul gar.

Let no man deceive hinmself; if by vulgarity we nean coarseness of speech
rowdi ness of behavi our, gossip, horseplay, and sonme heavy drinking,
vulgarity there always was wherever there was joy, wherever there was
faith in the gods. \Wherever you have belief you will have hilarity,
wherever you have hilarity you will have sone dangers. And as creed
and nythol ogy produce this gross and vigorous life, soinits turn



this gross and vigorous life will always produce creed and nyt hol ogy.

If we ever get the English back on to the English |and they will becone
again a religious people, if all goes well, a superstitious people.

The absence fromnodern |ife of both the higher and lower forms of faith
is largely due to a divorce fromnature and the trees and cl ouds.

If we have no nore turnip ghosts it is chiefly fromthe |ack of turnips.

VII. QOmar and the Sacred Vine

A new norality has burst upon us with sonme violence in connection
with the problemof strong drink; and enthusiasts in the matter

range fromthe man who is violently throwm out at 12.30, to the | ady
who smashes Anerican bars with an axe. In these discussions it

is alnost always felt that one very wi se and noderate position is

to say that wine or such stuff should only be drunk as a mnedi ci ne.
Wth this | should venture to disagree with a peculiar ferocity.

The one genui nely dangerous and i moral way of drinking wine is to drink
it as a nmedicine. And for this reason, If a man drinks w ne in order
to obtain pleasure, he is trying to obtain sonething exceptional
somet hi ng he does not expect every hour of the day, sonething which,
unless he is a little insane, he will not try to get every hour

of the day. But if a man drinks wine in order to obtain health,

he is trying to get sonething natural; sonething, that is,

that he ought not to be without; sonmething that he may find it
difficult to reconcile hinmself to being without. The nman may not

be seduced who has seen the ecstasy of being ecstatic; it is nore
dazzling to catch a glinpse of the ecstasy of being ordinary.

If there were a magic ointnment, and we took it to a strong nan,

and said, "This will enable you to junp off the Mnunent,"

doubtl ess he would junp off the Monunment, but he would not junp

of f the Monurment all day long to the delight of the City.

But if we took it to a blind man, saying, "This will enable you to see,”

he woul d be under a heavier tenptation. It would be hard for him
not to rub it on his eyes whenever he heard the hoof of a noble
horse or the birds singing at daybreak. It is easy to deny one's

self festivity; it is difficult to deny one's self nornality.
Hence cones the fact which every doctor knows, that it is often
perilous to give alcohol to the sick even when they need it.

| need hardly say that | do not mean that | think the giving

of alcohol to the sick for stimulus is necessarily unjustifiable.
But | do nean that giving it to the healthy for fun is the proper
use of it, and a great deal nobre consistent with health.

The sound rule in the matter would appear to be |ike many other

sound rul es--a paradox. Drink because you are happy, but never because
you are mserable. Never drink when you are wretched without it,

or you will be like the grey-faced gin-drinker in the slum

but drink when you would be happy without it, and you will be like

t he | aughi ng peasant of Italy. Never drink because you need it,

for this is rational drinking, and the way to death and hell

But drink because you do not need it, for this is irrational drinking,
and the ancient health of the world.

For nmore than thirty years the shadow and gl ory of a great

Eastern figure has |ain upon our English literature.

Fitzgerald's translation of Omar Khayyam concentrated into an

i mortal poignancy all the dark and drifting hedonismof our tine.



O the literary splendour of that work it would be nerely banal to speak
in few other of the books of nmen has there been anything so conbining

t he gay pugnacity of an epigramw th the vague sadness of a song.

But of its philosophical, ethical, and religious influence which has
been al nost as great as its brilliancy, | should like to say a word,

and that word, | confess, one of unconpronising hostility.

There are a great nany things which nmght be said agai nst

the spirit of the Rubaiyat, and against its prodigious influence.

But one matter of indictment towers om nously above the rest--

a genuine disgrace to it, a genuine calamity to us. This is the terrible
bl ow that this great poem has struck against sociability and the joy

of life. Some one called Omar "the sad, glad old Persian."

Sad he is; glad he is not, in any sense of the word whatever.

He has been a worse foe to gladness than the Puritans.

A pensive and graceful Oiental lies under the rose-tree

with his wi ne-pot and his scroll of poens. It nmay seem strange
that any one's thoughts should, at the nmoment of regarding him

fly back to the dark bedsi de where the doctor dol es out brandy.

It may seem stranger still that they should go back

to the grey wastrel shaking with gin in Houndsditch

But a great philosophical unity links the three in an evil bond.
Omar Khayyam s wi ne-bi bbing is bad, not because it is w ne-bibbing.
It is bad, and very bad, because it is nedical w ne-bibbing. It

is the drinking of a man who drinks because he is not happy.

His is the wine that shuts out the universe, not the wine that reveals it.
It is not poetical drinking, which is joyous and instinctive;

it is rational drinking, which is as prosaic as an investnent,

as unsavoury as a dose of canonile. \Whole heavens above it,
fromthe point of view of sentinment, though not of style,

ri ses the spl endour of sone old English drinking-song--

"Then pass the bow , ny conrades all,
And let the zider vlow"

For this song was caught up by happy nmen to express the worth

of truly worthy things, of brotherhood and garrulity, and the brief
and kindly |eisure of the poor. O course, the great part of

the nore stolid reproaches directed against the Omarite norality

are as fal se and babyi sh as such reproaches usually are. One critic,
whose work | have read, had the incredible foolishness to call QOmar
an atheist and a materialist. It is alnost inmpossible for an Orienta
to be either; the East understands netaphysics too well for that.

O course, the real objection which a philosophical Christian

woul d bring against the religion of Orar, is not that he gives

no place to God, it is that he gives too nuch place to God.

Hs is that terrible theismwhich can inagi ne nothing el se but deity,
and whi ch denies altogether the outlines of human personality

and human will.

"The ball no question nakes of Ayes or Noes,
But Here or There as strikes the Player goes;
And He that tossed you down into the field,
He knows about it all--he knows--he knows."

A Christian thinker such as Augustine or Dante would object to this
because it ignores free-will, which is the valour and dignity of the soul
The quarrel of the highest Christianity with this scepticismis

not in the least that the scepticismdenies the existence of God;

it is that it denies the existence of man.



In this cult of the pessimstic pleasure-seeker the Rubaiyat
stands first in our time;, but it does not stand al one.

Many of the nost brilliant intellects of our tine have urged

us to the sane self-conscious snatching at a rare delight.

Walter Pater said that we were all under sentence of death,

and the only course was to enjoy exquisite nonents sinply

for those nonents' sake. The sane | esson was taught by the

very powerful and very desol ate phil osophy of Oscar W de.

It is the carpe diemreligion; but the carpe diemreligion is

not the religion of happy people, but of very unhappy people.
Great joy does, not gather the rosebuds while it may;

its eyes are fixed on the imortal rose which Dante saw.

Great joy has in it the sense of imortality; the very spl endour
of youth is the sense that it has all space to stretch its legs in.
In all great comic literature, in "Tristram Shandy"

or "Pickw ck", there is this sense of space and incorruptibility;
we feel the characters are deathl ess people in an endl ess tale.

It is true enough, of course, that a pungent happi ness cones chiefly
in certain passing nonments; but it is not true that we shoul d think

of them as passing, or enjoy themsinmply "for those nonents' sake."

To do this is to rationalize the happiness, and therefore to destroy it.
Happiness is a nystery like religion, and should never be rationalized.
Suppose a nman experiences a really splendid nonent of pleasure.

| do not nean sonething connected with a bit of enanel, | nean
something with a violent happiness in it--an al nost painful happiness.
A man may have, for instance, a monent of ecstasy in first |ove,

or a nonent of victory in battle. The |over enjoys the nonent,

but precisely not for the nonent's sake. He enjoys it for the
worman' s sake, or his own sake. The warrior enjoys the monent, but not
for the sake of the noment; he enjoys it for the sake of the flag.

The cause which the flag stands for nmay be foolish and fleeting;

the love may be calf-love, and |ast a week. But the patriot thinks

of the flag as eternal; the lover thinks of his |ove as sonething

that cannot end. These nonents are filled with eternity;

t hese nonments are joyful because they do not seem nonentary.

Once ook at themas nonments after Pater's nanner, and they becone

as cold as Pater and his style. Man cannot |ove nortal things.

He can only love imortal things for an instant.

Pater's mistake is revealed in his nost fampus phrase.

He asks us to burn with a hard, gemlike flane. Flanes are never
hard and never gem|like--they cannot be handl ed or arranged

So human enotions are never hard and never gemlike; they are

al ways dangerous, like flames, to touch or even to exam ne

There is only one way in which our passions can becone hard

and gemlike, and that is by becom ng as cold as gens.

No bl ow then has ever been struck at the natural |oves and | aughter
of men so sterilizing as this carpe diem of the aesthetes.

For any kind of pleasure a totally different spirit is required;

a certain shyness, a certain indeterm nate hope, a certain

boyi sh expectation. Purity and sinplicity are essential to passions--
yes even to evil passions. Even vice demands a sort of virginity.

Omar's (or Fitzgerald' s) effect upon the other world we may | et go,

hi s hand upon this world has been heavy and paral yzi ng.

The Puritans, as | have said, are far jollier than he.

The new ascetics who foll ow Thoreau or Tolstoy are nuch livelier conpany;
for, though the surrender of strong drink and such | uxuries may



strike us as an idle negation, it may | eave a man with i nnunerabl e
natural pleasures, and, above all, with man's natural power of happi ness.
Thoreau could enjoy the sunrise without a cup of coffee. |f Tol stoy
cannot admire marriage, at |east he is healthy enough to admire nud.

Nat ure can be enjoyed wi thout even the nbst natural |uxuries.

A good bush needs no wine. But neither nature nor wi ne nor anything

el se can be enjoyed if we have the wong attitude towards happi ness,

and Orar (or Fitzgerald) did have the wong attitude towards happi ness.
He and those he has influenced do not see that if we are to be truly gay,
we nust believe that there is sonme eternal gaiety in the nature of things.
We cannot enjoy thoroughly even a pas-de-quatre at a subscription dance
unl ess we believe that the stars are dancing to the sanme tune. No one can
be really hilarious but the serious man. "Wne," says the Scripture,
"maketh glad the heart of man," but only of the man who has a heart.

The thing called high spirits is possible only to the spiritual
Utimately a man cannot rejoice in anything except the nature of things.
Utimately a man can enjoy nothing except religion. Once in the world's
history nen did believe that the stars were dancing to the tune

of their tenmples, and they danced as men have never danced si nce.

Wth this old pagan eudaenoni smthe sage of the Rubaiyat has

quite as little to do as he has with any Christian variety.

He is no nore a Bacchanal than he is a saint. D onysus and his church
was grounded on a serious joie-de-vivre like that of Walt Whitman

Di onysus made wi ne, not a nedicine, but a sacranent.

Jesus Christ also made wine, not a nedicine, but a sacranent.

But Omar nekes it, not a sacranent, but a nedicine. He feasts

because life is not joyful; he revels because he is not gl ad.

"Drink," he says, "for you know not whence you cone nor why.

Drink, for you know not when you go nor where. Drink, because the

stars are cruel and the world as idle as a hunm ng-top. Drink,

because there is nothing worth trusting, nothing worth fighting for.
Drink, because all things are |lapsed in a base equality and an

evil peace." So he stands offering us the cup in his hand.
And at the high altar of Christianity stands another figure, in whose
hand also is the cup of the vine. "Drink" he says "for the whole

world is as red as this wine, with the crinmson of the love and wath
of God. Drink, for the trunpets are blowing for battle and this

is the stirrup-cup. Drink, for this ny blood of the new testanent
that is shed for you. Drink, for |I know of whence you come and why.
Drink, for |1 know of when you go and where."

VI1I. The MIdness of the Yell ow Press

There is a great deal of protest made from one quarter or another
nowadays agai nst the influence of that new journalismwhich is
associated with the names of Sir Alfred Harmsworth and M. Pearson
But al nost everybody who attacks it attacks on the ground that it

is very sensational, very violent and vulgar and startling.

| am speaking in no affected contrariety, but in the sinplicity

of a genui ne personal inpression, when | say that this journalism

of fends as being not sensational or violent enough. The real vice
is not that it is startling, but that it is quite insupportably tane.
The whol e object is to keep carefully along a certain | evel of the
expected and the commonpl ace; it may be low, but it nust take care
also to be flat. Never by any chance in it is there any of that rea
pl ebei an pungency whi ch can be heard fromthe ordinary cabnman in

the ordinary street. W have heard of a certain standard of decorum



whi ch demands that things should be funny w thout being vul gar,

but the standard of this decorum demands that if things are vul gar
they shall be vul gar wi thout being funny. This journalism does

not nmerely fail to exaggerate life--it positively underrates it;

and it has to do so because it is intended for the faint and | anguid
recreation of nmen whomthe fierceness of nodern |life has fatigued.
This press is not the yellow press at all; it is the drab press.

Sir Alfred Harmsworth nmust not address to the tired clerk

any observation nore witty than the tired clerk m ght be able

to address to Sir Alfred Harmsworth. It nust not expose anybody
(anybody who is powerful, that is), it nust not offend anybody,

it must not even please anybody, too much. A general vague idea
that in spite of all this, our yellow press is sensational

arises fromsuch external accidents as |large type or lurid headlines.
It is quite true that these editors print everything they possibly
can in large capital letters. But they do this, not because it

is startling, but because it is soothing. To people wholly weary

or partly drunk in a dimy lighted train, it is a sinplification and
a confort to have things presented in this vast and obvi ous nanner.
The editors use this gigantic al phabet in dealing with their readers,
for exactly the sane reason that parents and governesses use

a simlar gigantic al phabet in teaching children to spell.

The nursery authorities do not use an A as big as a horseshoe

in order to make the child junp; on the contrary, they use it to put
the child at his ease, to nake things snoother and nore evident.

O the same character is the dimand qui et dame school which

Sir Alfred Harmsworth and M. Pearson keep. All their sentinents
are spel ling-book sentinments--that is to say, they are sentinents
with which the pupil is already respectfully famliar.

Al their wldest posters are |leaves torn froma copy-book

O real sensational journalism as it exists in France,

in lreland, and in Amrerica, we have no trace in this country.

When a journalist in Ireland wishes to create a thrill,

he creates a thrill worth tal king about. He denounces a | eading

Irish nember for corruption, or he charges the whol e police system
with a wicked and definite conspiracy. Wen a French journali st
desires a frisson there is a frisson; he discovers, let us say,

that the President of the Republic has murdered three w ves.

Qur yellow journalists invent quite as unscrupul ously as this;

their noral condition is, as regards careful veracity, about the sane.
But it is their nental calibre which happens to be such

that they can only invent calmand even reassuring things.

The fictitious version of the nmassacre of the envoys of Pekin

was nmendaci ous, but it was not interesting, except to those who

had private reasons for terror or sorrow. It was not connected

with any bold and suggestive view of the Chinese situation.

It reveal ed only a vague idea that nothing could be inpressive

except a great deal of blood. Real sensationalism of which I

happen to be very fond, may be either noral or immoral.

But even when it is nost imoral, it requires noral courage

For it is one of the nost dangerous things on earth genuinely

to surprise anybody. |f you nake any sentient creature junp,

you render it by no neans inprobable that it will junp on you.

But the | eaders of this novenent have no noral courage or inmmoral courage;
their whol e nethod consists in saying, with |large and el aborate enphasi s,
t he t hings whi ch everybody el se says casually, and wi thout renenbering
what they have said. When they brace thensel ves up to attack anyt hing,
they never reach the point of attacking anything which is |arge

and real, and would resound with the shock. They do not attack



the arny as nen do in France, or the judges as nen do in Irel and,

or the denocracy itself as nen did in England a hundred years ago.
They attack something like the War Office--sonething, that is,

whi ch everybody attacks and nobody bothers to defend,

sonmet hing which is an old joke in fourth-rate com ¢ papers.

just as a man shows he has a weak voice by straining it

to shout, so they show the hopel essly unsensational nature

of their minds when they really try to be sensati onal

Wth the whole world full of big and dubi ous institutions,

with the whole w ckedness of civilization staring themin the face,
their idea of being bold and bright is to attack the War O fice.

They might as well start a canpaign agai nst the weather, or form

a secret society in order to make jokes about nothers-in-law. Nor is it
only fromthe point of view of particular amateurs of the sensationa
such as nyself, that it is permssible to say, in the words of
Cowper's Al exander Selkirk, that "their taneness is shocking to ne."
The whol e nodern world is pining for a genuinely sensational journalism
Thi s has been discovered by that very abl e and honest journalist,

M. Blatchford, who started his canpai gn against Christianity,

warned on all sides, | believe, that it would ruin his paper, but who
continued from an honourabl e sense of intellectual responsibility.

He di scovered, however, that while he had undoubtedly shocked

his readers, he had al so greatly advanced his newspaper

It was bought--first, by all the people who agreed with himand want ed
toread it; and secondly, by all the people who disagreed with him
and wanted to wite himletters. Those letters were volum nous (I hel ped,
| amglad to say, to swell their volune), and they were generally
inserted with a generous ful ness. Thus was accidentally discovered
(like the steamengine) the great journalistic maxim-that if an
editor can only nake peopl e angry enough, they will wite half

hi s newspaper for himfor nothing

Sone hold that such papers as these are scarcely the proper

obj ects of so serious a consideration; but that can scarcely

be maintained froma political or ethical point of view

In this problemof the mldness and taneness of the Harnmsworth m nd
there is mrrored the outlines of a nmuch larger problemwhich is
akin to it.

The Harnmsworthian journalist begins with a worship of success

and violence, and ends in sheer tinmdity and mediocrity.

But he is not alone in this, nor does he come by this fate merely
because he happens personally to be stupid. Every man, however brave,
who begi ns by worshipping violence, nust end in nmere timdity.
Every man, however wi se, who begi ns by worshi ppi ng success, nust end
in mere nediocrity. This strange and paradoxical fate is involved,
not in the individual, but in the philosophy, in the point of view
It is not the folly of the man which brings about this

necessary fall; it is his wisdom The worship of success is

the only one out of all possible worships of which this is true,
that its followers are foredoomed to becone slaves and cowards.

A man may be a hero for the sake of Ms. Gallup's ciphers or for

t he sake of human sacrifice, but not for the sake of success.

For obviously a man may choose to fail because he | oves

Ms. Gllup or human sacrifice; but he cannot choose to fail
because he | oves success. When the test of triunmph is nen's test
of everything, they never endure |ong enough to triunph at all

As long as matters are really hopeful, hope is a nmere flattery

or platitude; it is only when everything is hopel ess that hope
begins to be a strength at all. Like all the Christian virtues,



it is as unreasonable as it is indispensable.

It was through this fatal paradox in the nature of things that all these
nodern adventurers come at last to a sort of tediumand acqui escence.
They desired strength; and to themto desire strength was to

admre strength; to admre strength was sinply to adnmre the statu quo.
They thought that he who wi shed to be strong ought to respect the strong.
They did not realize the obvious verity that he who wi shes to be
strong nust despise the strong. They sought to be everything,

to have the whole force of the cosnbs behind them to have an energy
that would drive the stars. But they did not realize the two

great facts--first, that in the attenpt to be everything the first

and nost difficult step is to be sonething; second, that the nonent

a man is something, he is essentially defying everything.

The | ower animals, say the nmen of science, fought their way up

with a blind selfishness. |If this be so, the only real noral of it

is that our unselfishness, if it is to triunph, rmust be equally blind
The mamot h did not put his head on one side and wonder whet her
mammot hs were a little out of date. Manmpths were at | east

as nmuch up to date as that individual nmamoth coul d nake them

The great elk did not say, "C oven hoofs are very nmuch worn now. "

He polished his own weapons for his own use. But in the reasoning
animal there has arisen a nore horrible danger, that he may fai

t hrough perceiving his own failure. Wen nodern sociologists talk

of the necessity of accommodating one's self to the trend of the tineg,
they forget that the trend of the tine at its best consists entirely
of people who will not acconmpdate thenselves to anything.

At its worst it consists of many millions of frightened creatures

all accommodating thenselves to a trend that is not there.

And that is beconming nore and nore the situation of nodern Engl and.
Every man speaks of public opinion, and neans by public opinion,
public opinion mnus his opinion. Every man makes his

contribution negative under the erroneous inpression that

the next man's contribution is positive. Every man surrenders

his fancy to a general tone which is itself a surrender

And over all the heartless and fatuous unity spreads this new

and weari some and pl atitudi nous press, incapable of invention

i ncapabl e of audacity, capable only of a servility all the nore
contenpti bl e because it is not even a servility to the strong.

But all who begin with force and conquest will end in this.

The chief characteristic of the "New journalism is sinply that it
is bad journalism It is beyond all conparison the nost shapel ess,
carel ess, and colourl ess work done in our day.

| read yesterday a sentence which should be witten in letters of gold
and adanmant; it is the very notto of the new phil osophy of Enpire.

| found it (as the reader has al ready eagerly guessed) in Pearson's
Magazi ne, while | was comuning (soul to soul) with M. C Arthur Pearson
whose first and suppressed name | amafraid is Chilperic.

It occurred in an article on the Anerican Presidential Election

This is the sentence, and every one should read it carefully,

and roll it on the tongue, till all the honey be tasted.

"Alittle sound comobn sense often goes further with an audi ence

of Anerican working-men than much high-flown argunent. A speaker who,
as he brought forward his points, hamered nails into a board,

won hundreds of votes for his side at the last Presidential El ection.”

I do not wish to soil this perfect thing with conment;



the words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of Apollo.

But just think for a monent of the mind, the strange inscrutable mnd
of the man who wote that, of the editor who approved it,

of the people who are probably inpressed by it, of the incredible
Ameri can wor ki ng-nman, of whom for all | know, it may be true.

Thi nk what their notion of "conmpn sense" nust be! It is delightfu
to realize that you and I are now able to win thousands of votes
shoul d we ever be engaged in a Presidential Election, by doing sonething
of this kind. For | suppose the nails and the board are not essentia
to the exhibition of "common sense;" there may be variations.

We nmay read- -

"Alittle comopn sense inpresses American worki ng-men nore than

hi gh-fl own argunment. A speaker who, as he made his points,

pul | ed buttons off his waistcoat, won thousands of votes for his side."
O, "Sound conmon sense tells better in Anerica than high-flown argunent.
Thus Senator Budge, who threw his false teeth in the air every tine

he made an epigram won the solid approval of Anerican working-nen."

O again, "The sound common sense of a gentleman from Earl swood

who stuck straws in his hair during the progress of his speech,

assured the victory of M. Roosevelt."

There are many other elenments in this article on which | should

love to linger. But the matter which | wish to point out is that

in that sentence is perfectly reveal ed the whole truth of what

our Chanberlainites, hustlers, bustlers, Enpire-builders, and strong,
silent nmen, really mean by "comonsense." They nean knocki ng,

wi t h deafening noise and dramatic effect, neaningless bits

of iron into a useless bit of wood. A man goes on to an American

pl atform and behaves |ike a nountebank fool with a board and

a hamer; well, | do not blame him | night even admire him

He may be a dashing and quite decent strategist. He may be a fine
romantic actor, l|ike Burke flinging the dagger on the floor.

He may even (for all | know) be a subline nmystic, profoundly inpressed

with the ancient neaning of the divine trade of the Carpenter

and offering to the people a parable in the formof a cerenony.

All 1 wish to indicate is the abyss of nental confusion in

whi ch such wild ritualismcan be called "sound common sense. "

And it is in that abyss of nmental confusion, and in that alone,

that the new Inperialismlives and noves and has its being.

The whol e glory and greatness of M. Chanberlain consists in this:

that if a man hits the right nail on the head nobody cares where he hits
it to or what it does. They care about the noise of the hamer, not about
the silent drip of the nail. Before and throughout the African war,

M. Chanberl ain was al ways knocking in nails, with ringing decisiveness
But when we ask, "But what have these nails held together?

VWere is your carpentry? Were are your contented Qutl anders?

VWere is your free South Africa? Were is your British prestige?

What have your nails done?" then what answer is there?

We nust go back (with an affectionate sigh) to our Pearson

for the answer to the question of what the nails have done:

"The speaker who hammered nails into a board won thousands of votes."

Now t he whol e of this passage is admirably characteristic of the new
journalismwhich M. Pearson represents, the new journalismwhich has

just purchased the Standard. To take one instance out of hundreds,

the inconparable man with the board and nails is described in the Pearson's
article as calling out (as he snote the synbolic nail), "Lie nunber one.
Nailed to the Mast! Nailed to the Mast!" In the whole office there

was apparently no conpositor or office-boy to point out that we



speak of lies being nailed to the counter, and not to the nast.
Nobody in the office knew that Pearson's Magazine was falling

into a stale Irish bull, which nust be as old as St. Patrick

This is the real and essential tragedy of the sale of the Standard.
It is not nerely that journalismis victorious over literature.

It is that bad journalismis victorious over good journalism

It is not that one article which we consider costly and beautiful is being
ousted by another kind of article which we consider conmon or uncl ean.
It is that of the sane article a worse quality is preferred to a better
If you like popular journalism(as | do), you will know that Pearson's
Magazi ne i s poor and weak popular journalism You will know it

as certainly as you know bad butter. You will know as certainly

that it is poor popular journalismas you know that the Strand,

in the great days of Sherlock Hol nes, was good popul ar journalism

M. Pearson has been a nonunent of this enornous banality.

About everything he says and does there is sonething infinitely
weak- m nded. He cl amours for hone trades and enpl oys foreign

ones to print his paper. When this glaring fact is pointed out,

he does not say that the thing was an oversight, |ike a sane nan.

He cuts it off with scissors, like a child of three. His very cunning
isinfantile. And like a child of three, he does not cut it quite off.
In all human records | doubt if there is such an exanple of a profound
simplicity in deception. This is the sort of intelligence which now
sits in the seat of the sane and honourable old Tory journalism

If it were really the triunph of the tropical exuberance of the

Yankee press, it would be vulgar, but still tropical. But it is not.
We are delivered over to the branmble, and fromthe nmeanest of

the shrubs comes the fire upon the cedars of Lebanon

The only question now is how nuch |onger the fiction will endure
that journalists of this order represent public opinion

It may be doubted whether any honest and serious Tariff Reforner
would for a nonent maintain that there was any majority

for Tariff Reformin the country conparable to the | udicrous

pr eponder ance whi ch noney has given it anong the great dailies.
The only inference is that for purposes of real public opinion
the press is now a nmere plutocratic oligarchy. Doubtless the
public buys the wares of these nmen, for one reason or another

But there is no nore reason to suppose that the public admres
their politics than that the public admres the delicate phil osophy
of M. Crosse or the darker and sterner creed of M. Bl ackwell

If these nen are nerely tradesnmen, there is nothing to say except
that there are plenty like themin the Battersea Park Road,

and many much better. But if they nake any sort of attenpt

to be politicians, we can only point out to themthat they are not
as yet even good journalists.

I X. The Mdods of M. George Moore

M. GCeorge Moore began his literary career by witing his
personal confessions; nor is there any harmin this if he had
not continued themfor the remainder of his life. He is a man
of genuinely forcible mnd and of great command over a kind

of rhetorical and fugitive conviction which excites and pl eases.
He is in a perpetual state of temporary honesty. He has adnired
all the nost admirable nodern eccentrics until they could stand



it nolonger. Everything he wites, it is to be fully admtted,
has a genuine nental power. H's account of his reason for

| eaving the Roman Catholic Church is possibly the npst admirable
tribute to that conmuni on which has been witten of |ate years.

For the fact of the matter is, that the weakness which has rendered
barren the nany brilliancies of M. More is actually that weakness
whi ch the Roman Catholic Church is at its best in conbating

M. Mbore hates Catholicismbecause it breaks up the house

of | ooking-glasses in which he lives. M. More does not dislike
so nmuch being asked to believe in the spiritual existence

of miracles or sacraments, but he does fundanentally dislike

bei ng asked to believe in the actual existence of other people.

Li ke his master Pater and all the aesthetes, his real quarrel wth
life is that it is not a dreamthat can be moul ded by the dreaner
It is not the dogna of the reality of the other world that troubles him
but the dogna of the reality of this world.

The truth is that the tradition of Christianity (which is still the only
coherent ethic of Europe) rests on two or three paradoxes or mysteries
whi ch can easily be inpugned in argunent and as easily justified in life.
One of them for instance, is the paradox of hope or faith--

that the nore hopeless is the situation the nore hopeful nust be the man.
St evenson understood this, and consequently M. Mbore cannot

under st and Stevenson. Another is the paradox of charity or chivalry

that the weaker a thing is the nore it should be respected,

that the nore indefensible a thing is the nore it should appea

to us for a certain kind of defence. Thackeray understood this,

and therefore M. Mpore does not understand Thackeray. Now, one of

t hese very practical and working mysteries in the Christian tradition
and one which the Roman Catholic Church, as | say, has done her best
work in singling out, is the conception of the sinful ness of pride.

Pride is a weakness in the character; it dries up |aughter

it dries up wonder, it dries up chivalry and energy.

The Christian tradition understands this; therefore M. Myore does

not understand the Christian tradition

For the truth is much stranger even than it appears in the form
doctrine of the sin of pride. It is not only true that

humlity is a nmuch wi ser and nore vigorous thing than pride

It is also true that vanity is a nuch wi ser and nore vi gorous thing
than pride. Vanity is social--it is alnost a kind of conradeship;
pride is solitary and uncivilized. Vanity is active;

it desires the applause of infinite nultitudes; pride is passive,
desiring only the appl ause of one person, which it already has.
Vanity is hunorous, and can enjoy the joke even of itself;

pride is dull, and cannot even smle. And the whole of this
difference is the difference between Stevenson and M. George Mbore,
who, as he informs us, has "brushed Stevenson aside." | do not know

where he has been brushed to, but wherever it is | fancy he is having
a good time, because he had the wisdomto be vain, and not proud.
Stevenson had a wi ndy vanity; M. More has a dusty egoism

Hence Stevenson could amuse hinself as well as us with his vanity;
while the richest effects of M. Myore's absurdity are hidden

from his eyes.

If we conpare this solemm folly with the happy folly w th which

St evenson bel auds his own books and berates his own critics,

we shall not find it difficult to guess why it is that Stevenson
at least found a final philosophy of some sort to |ive by,

while M. More is always wal king the world | ooking for a new one.



St evenson had found that the secret of life lies in laughter and humlity.
Self is the gorgon. Vanity sees it in the mirror of other nmen and lives.
Pride studies it for itself and is turned to stone.

It is necessary to dwell on this defect in M. More, because it

is really the weakness of work which is not without its strength.

M. Moore's egoismis not nerely a noral weakness, it is

a very constant and influential aesthetic weakness as well.

We should really be nuch nore interested in M. More if he were

not quite so interested in hinself. W feel as if we were being
shown through a gallery of really fine pictures, into each of which
by sone usel ess and di scordant convention, the artist had represented

the sane figure in the sane attitude. "The Grand Canal with a distant
view of M. Moore," "Effect of M. Mwore through a Scotch Mst,"
"M. Moore by Firelight," "Ruins of M. Mbore by Monlight,"

and so on, seens to be the endless series. He would no doubt
reply that in such a book as this he intended to reveal hinself.
But the answer is that in such a book as this he does not succeed.
One of the thousand objections to the sin of pride lies

precisely in this, that self-consci ousness of necessity destroys
self-revelation. A man who thinks a great deal about hinself

will try to be many-sided, attenpt a theatrical excellence at

all points, will try to be an encycl opaedia of culture, and his
own real personality will be lost in that fal se universalism

Thi nki ng about hinself will lead to trying to be the universe;
trying to be the universe will lead to ceasing to be anything.

If, on the other hand, a man is sensible enough to think only about
the universe; he will think about it in his own individual way.

He will keep virgin the secret of God; he will see the grass as no

other man can see it, and look at a sun that no man has ever known.
This fact is very practically brought out in M. Mdore's "Confessions."
In reading themwe do not feel the presence of a clean-cut

personality like that of Thackeray and Matthew Arnold

We only read a nunber of quite clever and largely conflicting opinions
whi ch night be uttered by any clever person, but which we are called
upon to admire specifically, because they are uttered by M. More.

He is the only thread that connects Catholicismand Protestantism
realismand nmysticism-he or rather his name. He is profoundly
absorbed even in views he no | onger holds, and he expects us to be.

And he intrudes the capital "I" even where it need not be intruded--
even where it weakens the force of a plain statenent.
VWere anot her man woul d say, "It is a fine day," M. More says,

"Seen through my tenperanent, the day appeared fine."

Were anot her man woul d say "M Iton has obviously a fine style,”

M. More would say, "As a stylist MIton had al ways inpressed ne."
The Nenesis of this self-centred spirit is that of being

totally ineffectual. M. More has started many interesting crusades,
but he has abandoned them before his disciples could begin.

Even when he is on the side of the truth he is as fickle as the children
of falsehood. Even when he has found reality he cannot find rest.

One Irish quality he has which no Irishman was ever wi thout--pugnacity;
and that is certainly a great virtue, especially in the present age.
But he has not the tenacity of conviction which goes with the fighting
spirit in a man |like Bernard Shaw. Hi s weakness of introspection

and selfishness in all their glory cannot prevent himfighting;

but they will always prevent himw nning.

X. On Sandals and Sinplicity



The great misfortune of the nmodern English is not at al

that they are nore boastful than other people (they are not);

it is that they are boastful about those particular things which
nobody can boast of wi thout [osing them A Frenchnan can be proud
of being bold and logical, and still remain bold and | ogi cal

A German can be proud of being reflective and orderly, and stil
remain reflective and orderly. But an Englishman cannot be proud

of being sinple and direct, and still remain sinple and direct.

In the matter of these strange virtues, to knowthemis to kill them
A man may be consci ous of being heroic or conscious of being divine,
but he cannot (in spite of all the Angl o-Saxon poets) be consci ous
of bei ng unconsci ous.

Now, | do not think that it can be honestly denied that sonme portion
of this inmpossibility attaches to a class very different in their

own opinion, at least, to the school of Anglo-Saxonism | nean

that school of the sinple life, comobnly associated with Tol stoy.

If a perpetual talk about one's own robustness |eads to being

| ess robust, it is even nore true that a perpetual talking

about one's own sinplicity leads to being |l ess sinple.

One great conplaint, | think, nust stand agai nst the nodern uphol ders
of the simple life--the sinple life in all its varied forns,
fromvegetarianismto the honourabl e consi stency of the Doukhobors.
Thi s conpl ai nt agai nst them stands, that they woul d nake us sinple

in the uninmportant things, but conplex in the inportant things.

They woul d make us sinple in the things that do not matter--

that is, in diet, in costune, in etiquette, in econonmc system

But they woul d nmake us conplex in the things that do matter--in phil osophy,
inloyalty, in spiritual acceptance, and spiritual rejection

It does not so very nuch matter whether a nan eats a grilled tomato
or a plain tomato; it does very nuch matter whether he eats a plain
tomato with a grilled mnd. The only kind of sinplicity worth preserving
is the sinplicity of the heart, the sinplicity which accepts and enjoys.
There may be a reasonabl e doubt as to what system preserves this;
there can surely be no doubt that a systemof sinplicity destroys it.
There is nore sinplicity in the man who eats caviar on

i mpul se than in the man who eats grape-nuts on principle.

The chief error of these people is to be found in the very phrase

to which they are nost attached--"plain living and hi gh thinking."
These people do not stand in need of, will not be inproved by,

plain living and high thinking. They stand in need of the contrary.
They woul d be inproved by high living and plain thinking.

Alittle high living (I say, having a full sense of responsibility,
alittle high living) would teach themthe force and neaning

of the human festivities, of the banquet that has gone on from

t he begi nning of the world. It would teach themthe historic fact
that the artificial is, if anything, older than the natural

It would teach themthat the loving-cup is as old as any hunger

It would teach themthat ritualismis older than any religion

And a little plain thinking would teach them how harsh and fancifu
are the mass of their own ethics, how very civilized and very
conplicated nmust be the brain of the Tol stoyan who really believes

it to be evil to love one's country and wi cked to strike a bl ow

A man approaches, wearing sandals and sinple raiment, a raw

tomato held firmy in his right hand, and says, "The affections

of famly and country alike are hindrances to the fuller devel opnent
of human |ove;" but the plain thinker will only answer him



with a wonder not untinged with adniration, "Wat a great dea

of trouble you nust have taken in order to feel like that."

High living will reject the tomato. Plain thinking will equally
decisively reject the idea of the invariable sinful ness of war.
High living will convince us that nothing is nore materialistic
than to despise a pleasure as purely material. And plain thinking
wi Il convince us that nothing is nore nmaterialistic than to reserve
our horror chiefly for material wounds.

The only sinplicity that matters is the sinplicity of the heart.

If that be gone, it can be brought back by no turnips or cellular clothing;
but only by tears and terror and the fires that are not quenched.

If that remain, it matters very little if a few Early Victorian
arnchairs remain along with it. Let us put a conplex entree into

a sinple old gentleman; let us not put a sinple entree into a conpl ex
old gentleman. So |ong as human society will |[eave ny spiritua
inside alone, | will allowit, with a conparative submi ssion, to work
its wild will with ny physical interior. | wll submt to cigars.

I will nmeekly enbrace a bottle of Burgundy. | will hunble nyself

to a hansomcab. If only by this neans | may preserve to nyself

the virginity of the spirit, which enjoys with astoni shnent and fear

| do not say that these are the only nethods of preserving it.

| incline to the belief that there are others. But | wll have
nothing to do with sinmplicity which | acks the fear, the astonishnent,
and the joy alike. | wll have nothing to do with the devilish

vision of a child who is too sinple to |ike toys.

The child is, indeed, in these, and many other matters, the best guide.
And in nothing is the child so righteously childlike, in nothing
does he exhibit nore accurately the sounder order of sinplicity,
than in the fact that he sees everything with a sinple pleasure,
even the conmplex things. The false type of natural ness harps

al ways on the distinction between the natural and the artificial
The hi gher kind of natural ness ignores that distinction.

To the child the tree and the | anp-post are as natural and as
artificial as each other; or rather, neither of themare natura

but both supernatural. For both are splendid and unexpl ai ned.

The flower with which God crowns the one, and the flane with which
Samthe | anplighter crowns the other, are equally of the gold

of fairy-tales. In the mddle of the wildest fields the nost rustic
child is, ten to one, playing at steamengines. And the only spiritua
or phil osophical objection to steamengines is not that men pay

for themor work at them or nake themvery ugly, or even that nen
are killed by them but nerely that nmen do not play at them

The evil is that the childish poetry of clockwork does not renain.
The wrong is not that engines are too nuch admired, but that they
are not adm red enough. The sin is not that engines are nechani cal
but that men are nechani cal

In this matter, then, as in all the other matters treated in this book
our main conclusion is that it is a fundanmental point of view,

a phil osophy or religion which is needed, and not any change in habit
or social routine. The things we need nost for inmediate practica
purposes are all abstractions. W need a right view of the human |ot,
a right view of the human society; and if we were |living eagerly

and angrily in the enthusiasm of those things, we should,

i pso facto, be living sinply in the genuine and spiritual sense.
Desire and danger make every one sinple. And to those who talk to us
with interfering el oquence about Jaeger and the pores of the skin,

and about Plasnon and the coats of the stomach, at themshall only



be hurled the words that are hurled at fops and gluttons, "Take no
t hought what ye shall eat or what ye shall drink, or wherew thal ye
shall be clothed. For after all these things do the Gentiles seek
But seek first the kingdom of God and Hi s righteousness,

and all these things shall be added unto you." Those amazing

words are not only extraordinarily good, practical politics;

they are al so superlatively good hygi ene. The one suprene way

of making all those processes go right, the processes of health,

and strength, and grace, and beauty, the one and only way of making
certain of their accuracy, is to think about something el se

If a man is bent on clinbing into the seventh heaven, he may be
quite easy about the pores of his skin. |If he harnesses his waggon
to a star, the process will have a nost satisfactory effect upon
the coats of his stomach. For the thing called "taking thought,"
the thing for which the best nbdern word is "rationalizing,"
isinits nature, inapplicable to all plain and urgent things.

Men take thought and ponder rationalistically, touching renote things--
things that only theoretically matter, such as the transit of Venus.
But only at their peril can nmen rationalize about so practica

a matter as health.

Xl Science and the Savages

A permanent di sadvantage of the study of folk-1ore and ki ndred
subjects is that the man of science can hardly be in the nature

of things very frequently a man of the world. He is a student

of nature; he is scarcely ever a student of hunman nature.

And even where this difficulty is overcone, and he is in sone sense

a student of human nature, this is only a very faint beginning

of the painful progress towards being human. For the study

of primtive race and religion stands apart in one inportant

respect fromall, or nearly all, the ordinary scientific studies.

A man can understand astronony only by being an astronomer; he can
under st and entonol ogy only by being an entonol ogi st (or, perhaps,

an insect); but he can understand a great deal of anthropol ogy

nerely by being a man. He is hinself the aninmal which he studies.
Hence arises the fact which strikes the eye everywhere in the records
of ethnology and folk-1ore--the fact that the sanme frigid and detached
spirit which | eads to success in the study of astronomy or botany

| eads to disaster in the study of mythol ogy or human ori gins.

It is necessary to cease to be a man in order to do justice

to a microbe; it is not necessary to cease to be a nan in order

to do justice to men. That same suppression of synpathies,

t hat sanme waving away of intuitions or guess-work which nake a man
preternaturally clever in dealing with the stomach of a spider,

will make himpreternaturally stupid in dealing with the heart of man.
He is making hinself inhunman in order to understand hunmanity.

An ignorance of the other world is boasted by many nen of science;

but in this matter their defect arises, not fromignorance of

the other world, but fromignorance of this world. For the secrets
about whi ch ant hropol ogi sts concern thensel ves can be best |earnt,

not from books or voyages, but fromthe ordinary commerce of nman with nman.
The secret of why sone savage tribe worshi ps nonkeys or the noon

is not to be found even by travelling anong those savages and taking
down their answers in a note-book, although the cleverest man

may pursue this course. The answer to the riddle is in England;

it is in London; nay, it is in his ow heart. Wen a nman has



di scovered why nen in Bond Street wear black hats he will at the sane
nonent have di scovered why nmen in Tinbuctoo wear red feathers.

The nystery in the heart of some savage war-dance should not be

studied in books of scientific travel; it should be studied at a
subscription ball. If a nman desires to find out the origins of religions,
et himnot go to the Sandw ch Islands; |let himgo to church

If a man wi shes to know the origin of human society, to know

what society, philosophically speaking, really is, let himnot go

into the British Miuseunmi let himgo into society.

This total m sunderstanding of the real nature of cerenonial gives
rise to the nost awkward and dehunani zed versi ons of the conduct

of men in rude lands or ages. The man of science, not realizing

that cerenpnial is essentially a thing which is done without

a reason, has to find a reason for every sort of cerenonial, and,

as mght be supposed, the reason is generally a very absurd one--
absurd because it originates not in the sinple mnd of the barbarian,
but in the sophisticated nind of the professor. The teamed nman

will say, for instance, "The natives of Minbojunbo Land believe

that the dead man can eat and will require food upon his journey

to the other world. This is attested by the fact that they place
food in the grave, and that any famly not conplying with this

rite is the object of the anger of the priests and the tribe."

To any one acquainted with humanity this way of talking is topsy-turvy.
It is |like saying, "The English in the twentieth century believed
that a dead man could snell. This is attested by the fact that they
al ways covered his grave with lilies, violets, or other flowers.

Sone priestly and tribal terrors were evidently attached to the neglect
of this action, as we have records of several old |adies who were
very much disturbed in nmnd because their weaths had not arrived
intinme for the funeral.” It nmay be of course that savages put

food with a dead man because they think that a dead man can eat,

or weapons with a dead man because they think that a dead man can fight.
But personally | do not believe that they think anything of the kind.
| believe they put food or weapons on the dead for the sane

reason that we put flowers, because it is an exceedingly natura

and obvious thing to do. W do not understand, it is true,

the enotion which nakes us think it obvious and natural; but that

is because, like all the inportant enotions of human existence

it is essentially irrational. W do not understand the savage

for the same reason that the savage does not understand hinsel f.

And the savage does not understand hinmself for the sane reason

that we do not understand oursel ves either.

The obvious truth is that the nonent any nmatter has passed

through the human nind it is finally and for ever spoilt for al
purposes of science. It has becone a thing incurably nmysterious
and infinite; this nortal has put on inmortality. Even what we
call our material desires are spiritual, because they are hunan.
Sci ence can anal yse a pork-chop, and say how much of it is
phosphorus and how nuch is protein; but science cannot anal yse

any man's wi sh for a pork-chop, and say how much of it is hunger
how much custom how rmuch nervous fancy, how much a haunting | ove
of the beautiful. The man's desire for the pork-chop renains
literally as nystical and ethereal as his desire for heaven

Al attenpts, therefore, at a science of any hunman things,

at a science of history, a science of folk-lore, a science

of sociology, are by their nature not nerely hopel ess, but crazy.
You can no nore be certain in economc history that a man's desire
for noney was nerely a desire for noney than you can be certain in



hagi ol ogy that a saint's desire for God was nerely a desire for God
And this kind of vagueness in the prinary phenonena of the study
is an absolutely final blowto anything in the nature of a science.
Men can construct a science with very few instruments,

or with very plain instrunments; but no one on earth could

construct a science with unreliable instrunents. A nan m ght

work out the whole of mathenmatics with a handful of pebbles,

but not with a handful of clay which was always falling apart

into new fragnents, and falling together into new conbi nati ons.

A man ni ght measure heaven and earth with a reed, but not with

a grow ng reed.

As one of the enormous follies of folk-lore, let us take the case of
the transm gration of stories, and the alleged unity of their source.
Story after story the scientific mythologists have cut out of its place
in history, and pinned side by side with simlar stories in their
museum of fables. The process is industrious, it is fascinating,

and the whole of it rests on one of the plainest fallacies in the world.
That a story has been told all over the place at sone tine or other

not only does not prove that it never really happened; it does not even
faintly indicate or nake slightly nore probable that it never happened.
That a | arge nunber of fishernen have falsely asserted that they have
caught a pike two feet long, does not in the |least affect the question
of whether any one ever really did so. That nunberless journalists
announce a Franco-German war nerely for nmoney is no evidence one way

or the other upon the dark question of whether such a war ever occurred.
Doubtl ess in a few hundred years the innunerable Franco- German

wars that did not happen will have cleared the scientific

m nd of any belief in the | egendary war of '70 which did.

But that will be because if folk-lore students renain at all,

their nature win be unchanged; and their services to folk-lore

will be still as they are at present, greater than they know.

For in truth these nen do sonething far nore godlike than studying | egends;
they create them

There are two kinds of stories which the scientists say cannot be true,
because everybody tells them The first class consists of the stories
whi ch are told everywhere, because they are somewhat odd or clever
there is nothing in the world to prevent their having happened to sonebody
as an adventure any nore than there is anything to prevent their
havi ng occurred, as they certainly did occur, to sonebody as an idea.
But they are not likely to have happened to nany people.

The second class of their "myths" consist of the stories that are

tol d everywhere for the sinple reason that they happen everywhere.

O the first class, for instance, we mght take such an exanpl e

as the story of Wlliam Tell, now generally ranked anbng | egends upon
the sole ground that it is found in the tales of other peoples.

Now, it is obvious that this was told everywhere because whet her

true or fictitious it is what is called "a good story;"

it is odd, exciting, and it has a clinmax. But to suggest that

some such eccentric incident can never have happened in the whole

hi story of archery, or that it did not happen to any particul ar

person of whomit is told, is stark inmpudence. The idea of shooting
at a mark attached to sone val uabl e or bel oved person is an idea
doubtl ess that might easily have occurred to any inventive poet.

But it is also an idea that night easily occur to any boastful archer.
It m ght be one of the fantastic caprices of sone story-teller. It

m ght equally well be one of the fantastic caprices of some tyrant.

It mght occur first inreal Iife and afterwards occur in | egends.

O it mght just as well occur first in | egends and afterwards occur



inreal life. |If no apple has ever been shot off a boy's head
fromthe beginning of the world, it nmay be done tonorrow norning,
and by somebody who has never heard of WIliam Tell

This type of tale, indeed, may be pretty fairly paralleled with

the ordinary anecdote terminating in a repartee or an Irish bull

Such a retort as the fanobus "je ne vois pas |a necessite" we have

all seen attributed to Talleyrand, to Voltaire, to Henri Quatre,

to an anonynous judge, and so on. But this variety does not in any
way make it nore likely that the thing was never said at all

It is highly likely that it was really said by sonebody unknown.

It is highly likely that it was really said by Tall eyrand.

In any case, it is not any nore difficult to believe that the not m ght
have occurred to a nan in conversation than to a man writing nenoirs.
It mght have occurred to any of the nen | have nmentioned.

But there is this point of distinction about it, that it

is not likely to have occurred to all of them And this is

where the first class of so-called nmyth differs fromthe second

to which I have previously referred. For there is a second cl ass

of incident found to be common to the stories of five or six heroes,
say to Sigurd, to Hercules, to Rustem to the Cd, and so on

And the peculiarity of this nyth is that not only is it highly
reasonable to imagine that it really happened to one hero, but it is
hi ghly reasonable to inagine that it really happened to all of them
Such a story, for instance, is that of a great man having his
strength swayed or thwarted by the nysterious weakness of a wonan.
The anecdotal story, the story of WlliamTell, is as

have said, popul ar, because it is peculiar. But this kind of story,
the story of Sanson and Delilah of Arthur and Guinevere, is obviously
popul ar because it is not peculiar. It is popular as good,

quiet fiction is popular, because it tells the truth about people.

If the ruin of Sanson by a woman, and the ruin of Hercules by a woman,
have a common | egendary origin, it is gratifying to know that we can
al so explain, as a fable, the ruin of Nelson by a wonan and the ruin
of Parnell by a woman. And, indeed, | have no doubt whatever that,
sonme centuries hence, the students of folk-lore will refuse altogether
to believe that Elizabeth Barrett eloped with Robert Browning,

and will prove their point up to the hilt by the, unquestionable fact
that the whole fiction of the period was full of such el openents
fromend to end.

Possibly the nost pathetic of all the del usions of the nodern
students of primtive belief is the notion they have about the thing
they call anthroponorphism They believe that primtive nen
attributed phenonena to a god in human formin order to explain them
because his mind inits sullen Iimtation could not reach any
further than his own cl owni sh existence. The thunder was called

the voice of a man, the lightning the eyes of a man, because by this
expl anati on they were nmade nore reasonabl e and confortable.

The final cure for all this kind of philosophy is to wal k down

a lane at night. Any one who does so will discover very quickly
that men pictured sonmething sem -human at the back of all things,

not because such a thought was natural, but because it was supernatural
not because it nmde things nore conprehensible, but because it

made them a hundred tines nore inconprehensi ble and nysterious.

For a man wal ki ng down a | ane at night can see the conspi cuous fact
that as long as nature keeps to her own course, she has no power
with us at all. As long as a tree is atree, it is a top-heavy
nonster with a hundred arns, a thousand tongues, and only one |eg.
But so long as a tree is a tree, it does not frighten us at all



It begins to be sonmething alien, to be sonething strange, only when it
| ooks i ke ourselves. Wen a tree really |ooks |like a nan our knees
knock under us. And when the whole universe |looks |like a nan we

fall on our faces.

XI'l Pagani smand M. Lowes D ckinson

O the New Pagani sm (or neo-Paganisn), as it was preached

fl amboyantly by M. Swi nburne or delicately by Walter Pater

there is no necessity to take any very grave account,

except as a thing which left behind it inconparabl e exercises

in the English |anguage. The New Paganismis no | onger new,

and it never at any time bore the snallest resenblance to Pagani sm
The ideas about the ancient civilization which it has left

| oose in the public mind are certainly extraordinary enough.

The term "pagan" is continually used in fiction and light literature
as neaning a nan wthout any religion, whereas a pagan was generally
a nman with about half a dozen. The pagans, according to this notion
were continually crowning thenselves with flowers and danci ng

about in an irresponsible state, whereas, if there were two things
that the best pagan civilization did honestly believe in, they were
a rather too rigid dignity and a nuch too rigid responsibility.
Pagans are depicted as above all things inebriate and | aw ess,
whereas they were above all things reasonable and respectabl e.

They are praised as disobedi ent when they had only one great virtue--
civic obedience. They are envied and adm red as shanel essly happy
when they had only one great sin--despair.

M. Lowes Dickinson, the nost pregnant and provocative of recent
witers on this and simlar subjects, is far too solid a man to

have fallen into this old error of the nere anarchy of Pagani sm

In order to nake hay of that Hell enic enthusiasm which has

as its ideal nere appetite and egotism it is not necessary

to know rmuch phil osophy, but nerely to know a little Geek

M. Lowes Dickinson knows a great deal of phil osophy,

and also a great deal of Geek, and his error, if error he has

is not that of the crude hedonist. But the contrast which he offers
between Christianity and Paganismin the natter of noral ideals--

a contrast which he states very ably in a paper called "How | ong
halt ye?" which appeared in the |Independent Review-does, | think
contain an error of a deeper kind. According to him the idea

of Pagani smwas not, indeed, a nere frenzy of lust and |iberty

and caprice, but was an ideal of full and satisfied humanity.
According to him the ideal of Christianity was the ideal of asceticism
VWen | say that | think this idea wholly wong as a matter of

phi | osophy and history, | amnot talking for the nonent about any
ideal Christianity of ny own, or even of any primtive Christianity
undefiled by after events. | amnot, |like so many nodern Christian
i deal i sts, basing nmy case upon certain things which Christ said.
Neither am 1, like so nmany other Christian idealists,

basi ng my case upon certain things that Christ forgot to say.

| take historic Christianity with all its sins upon its head;

| take it, as | would take Jacobi nism or Mrnonism or any other

m xed or unpl easi ng human product, and | say that the meaning of its
action was not to be found in asceticism | say that its point

of departure from Paganismwas not asceticism | say that its

point of difference with the nodern world was not asceticism



| say that St. Sineon Stylites had not his main inspiration in asceticism
| say that the main Christian inpulse cannot be described as asceticism
even in the ascetics.

Let nme set about nmaking the natter clear. There is one broad fact
about the relations of Christianity and Pagani smwhich is so sinple
that many will snmile at it, but which is so inportant that all
noderns forget it. The primary fact about Christianity and Pagani sm
is that one cane after the other. M. Lowes D ckinson speaks

of themas if they were parallel ideals--even speaks as if Pagani sm
were the newer of the two, and the nore fitted for a new age.

He suggests that the Pagan ideal will be the ultimte good of man
but if that is so, we nust at |least ask with nore curiosity

than he allows for, why it was that man actually found his

ultinmate good on earth under the stars, and threw it away again.

It is this extraordinary enigma to which | propose to attenpt an answer.

There is only one thing in the nodern world that has been face

to face with Paganism there is only one thing in the nodern

worl d which in that sense knows anything about Pagani sm

and that is Christianity. That fact is really the weak point in

t he whol e of that hedonistic neo-Pagani sm of which I have spoken

Al that genuinely remains of the ancient hyms or the anci ent dances
of Europe, all that has honestly cone to us fromthe festivals of Phoebus
or Pan, is to be found in the festivals of the Christian Church

If any one wants to hold the end of a chain which really goes back

to the heathen nysteries, he had better take hold of a festoon

of flowers at Easter or a string of sausages at Christmas.

Everything else in the nmodern world is of Christian origin,

even everything that seens nost anti-Christian. The French Revol ution
is of Christian origin. The newspaper is of Christian origin.

The anarchists are of Christian origin. Physical science is of
Christian origin. The attack on Christianity is of Christian origin.
There is one thing, and one thing only, in existence at the present
day which can in any sense accurately be said to be of pagan origin,
and that is Christianity.

The real difference between Paganismand Christianity is perfectly
sunmmed up in the difference between the pagan, or natural, virtues,
and those three virtues of Christianity which the Church of Rone
calls virtues of grace. The pagan, or rational, virtues are such
things as justice and tenperance, and Christianity has adopted them
The three mystical virtues which Christianity has not adopted,

but invented, are faith, hope, and charity. Now nuch easy

and foolish Christian rhetoric could easily be poured out upon
those three words, but | desire to confine nyself to the two

facts which are evident about them The first evident fact

(in marked contrast to the delusion of the dancing pagan)--the first
evident fact, | say, is that the pagan virtues, such as justice

and tenperance, are the sad virtues, and that the nystical virtues
of faith, hope, and charity are the gay and exuberant virtues.

And the second evident fact, which is even nore evident,

is the fact that the pagan virtues are the reasonable virtues,

and that the Christian virtues of faith, hope, and charity are

in their essence as unreasonabl e as they can be.

As the word "unreasonable" is open to misunderstanding, the matter

may be nmore accurately put by saying that each one of these Christian
or nystical virtues involves a paradox in its own nature, and that this
is not true of any of the typically pagan or rationalist virtues.



Justice consists in finding out a certain thing due to a certain nan
and giving it to him Tenperance consists in finding out the proper
[imt of a particular indulgence and adhering to that. But charity
nmeans pardoni ng what is unpardonable, or it is no virtue at all

Hope neans hopi ng when things are hopeless, or it is no virtue at all.
And faith neans believing the incredible, or it is no virtue at all

It is somewhat anusing, indeed, to notice the difference between

the fate of these three paradoxes in the fashion of the nodern nind
Charity is a fashionable virtue in our time; it is lit up by the
gigantic firelight of Dickens. Hope is a fashionable virtue to-day;

our attention has been arrested for it by the sudden and silver

trumpet of Stevenson. But faith is unfashionable, and it is customary
on every side to cast against it the fact that it is a paradox.
Everybody nockingly repeats the fanmpous childish definition that faith
is "the power of believing that which we know to be untrue."

Yet it is not one atom nore paradoxical than hope or charity.

Charity is the power of defending that which we know to be indefensible.
Hope is the power of being cheerful in circunstances which we know

to be desperate. It is true that there is a state of hope which bel ongs
to bright prospects and the norning; but that is not the virtue of hope.
The virtue of hope exists only in earthquake and, eclipse.

It is true that there is a thing crudely called charity, which nmeans
charity to the deserving poor; but charity to the deserving is not
charity at all, but justice. It is the undeserving who require it,

and the ideal either does not exist at all, or exists wholly for them
For practical purposes it is at the hopel ess nmonent that we require

t he hopeful nman, and the virtue either does not exist at all

or begins to exist at that nonent. Exactly at the instant

when hope ceases to be reasonable it begins to be useful

Now the ol d pagan world went perfectly straightforward until it

di scovered that going straightforward is an enornmous nmni st ake.

It was nobly and beautifully reasonable, and discovered inits

deat h-pang this lasting and valuable truth, a heritage for the ages,

t hat reasonabl eness will not do. The pagan age was truly an Eden

or golden age, in this essential sense, that it is not to be recovered.
And it is not to be recovered in this sense again that,

while we are certainly jollier than the pagans, and nuch

nore right than the pagans, there is not one of us who can

by the utnost stretch of energy, be so sensible as the pagans.

That naked innocence of the intellect cannot be recovered

by any man after Christianity; and for this excellent reason,

that every man after Christianity knows it to be nisleading

Let nme take an exanple, the first that occurs to the nind, of this

i mpossi bl e plainness in the pagan point of view The greatest

tribute to Christianity in the nodern world is Tennyson's "U ysses."
The poet reads into the story of U ysses the conception of an incurable
desire to wander. But the real U ysses does not desire to wander at all
He desires to get home. He displays his heroic and unconquerabl e
qualities in resisting the nmisfortunes which baulk him but that is all
There is no | ove of adventure for its own sake; that is a

Christian product. There is no |ove of Penel ope for her own sake;

that is a Christian product. Everything in that old world would

appear to have been clean and obvious. A good nman was a good nan

a bad man was a bad man. For this reason they had no charity;

for charity is a reverent agnosticismtowards the conplexity of the soul
For this reason they had no such thing as the art of fiction, the novel
for the novel is a creation of the mystical idea of charity.

For them a pl easant | andscape was pl easant, and an unpl easant

| andscape unpl easant. Hence they had no idea of romance; for ronance



consists in thinking a thing nore delightful because it is dangerous;
it is a Christian idea. In a word, we cannot reconstruct

or even imagi ne the beautiful and astoni shing pagan worl d.

It was a world in which conmon sense was real ly conmmon

My general neaning touching the three virtues of which |

have spoken will now, | hope, be sufficiently clear

They are all three paradoxical, they are all three practical

and they are all three paradoxical because they are practical

it is the stress of ultimte need, and a terrible know edge of things
as they are, which led nmen to set up these riddles, and to die for them
VWat ever may be the neaning of the contradiction, it is the fact

that the only kind of hope that is of any use in a battle

is a hope that denies arithnmetic. Watever nay be the neaning

of the contradiction, it is the fact that the only kind of charity
whi ch any weak spirit wants, or which any generous spirit feels,

is the charity which forgives the sins that are like scarlet.

VWhat ever may be the neaning of faith, it nmust always nean a certainty
about sonething we cannot prove. Thus, for instance, we believe

by faith in the existence of other people.

But there is another Christian virtue, a virtue far nore obviously

and historically connected with Christianity, which will illustrate
even better the connection between paradox and practical necessity.
This virtue cannot be questioned in its capacity as a historical synbol;
certainly M. Lowes Dickinson will not question it.

It has been the boast of hundreds of the chanpions of Christianity.

It has been the taunt of hundreds of the opponents of Christianity.

It is, in essence, the basis of M. Lowes Dickinson's whole distinction
between Christianity and Paganism | nean, of course, the virtue

of humlity. | admt, of course, nost readily, that a great dea

of false Eastern hunmility (that is, of strictly ascetic humlity)

mxed itself with the main stream of European Christianity.

We nust not forget that when we speak of Christianity we are speaking
of a whole continent for about a thousand years. But of this virtue
even nore than of the other three, | would naintain the genera
proposition adopted above. Civilization discovered Christian humlity
for the sanme urgent reason that it discovered faith and charity--

that is, because Christian civilization had to discover it or die.

The great psychol ogi cal di scovery of Paganism which turned it

into Christianity, can be expressed with sonme accuracy in one phrase.
The pagan set out, with adm rable sense, to enjoy hinself.

By the end of his civilization he had discovered that a man

cannot enjoy hinself and continue to enjoy anything el se.

M. Lowes Di ckinson has pointed out in words too excellent to need
any further elucidation, the absurd shall owness of those who imagi ne
that the pagan enjoyed hinself only in a materialistic sense.

O course, he enjoyed hinself, not only intellectually even,

he enjoyed hinself norally, he enjoyed hinself spiritually.

But it was hinself that he was enjoying; on the face of it,

a very natural thing to do. Now, the psychol ogi cal discovery

is merely this, that whereas it had been supposed that the fullest
possi bl e enjoynent is to be found by extending our ego to infinity,
the truth is that the fullest possible enjoynent is to be found

by reducing our ego to zero.

Hum lity is the thing which is for ever renewing the earth and the stars.
It is humlity, and not duty, which preserves the stars from w ong,
fromthe unpardonabl e wong of casual resignation; it is through



hum lity that the nost ancient heavens for us are fresh and strong.
The curse that canme before history has laid on us all a tendency

to be weary of wonders. |If we saw the sun for the first tine
it would be the npst fearful and beautiful of neteors.
Now t hat we see it for the hundredth tine we call it, in the hideous

and bl asphenpous phrase of Wordsworth, "the |light of comobn day."

We are inclined to increase our claims. W are inclined to

demand six suns, to demand a blue sun, to demand a green sun.

Hum lity is perpetually putting us back in the primal darkness.

There all light is lightning, startling and instantaneous.

Until we understand that original dark, in which we have neither

si ght nor expectation, we can give no hearty and childlike

praise to the splendid sensationalismof things. The terms

"pessimsm and "optimsm" |ike nost nodern terms, are unmeani ng.

But if they can be used in any vague sense as neani ng sonet hi ng,

we may say that in this great fact pessimsmis the very basis

of optimsm The man who destroys hinmsel f creates the universe

To the hunble man, and to the hunble nan alone, the sun is really a sun
to the hunble man, and to the hunble nan alone, the sea is really a sea.
When he | ooks at all the faces in the street, he does not only

realize that nen are alive, he realizes with a dramatic pleasure

that they are not dead.

| have not spoken of another aspect of the discovery of humlity

as a psychol ogi cal necessity, because it is nore comonly insisted on
and is in itself nore obvious. But it is equally clear that humlity
is a permanent necessity as a condition of effort and sel f-exani nation.
It is one of the deadly fallacies of Jingo politics that a nation

is stronger for despising other nations. As a matter of fact,

the strongest nations are those, |ike Prussia or Japan, which began
fromvery nmean begi nni ngs, but have not been too proud to sit at

the feet of the foreigner and |l earn everything fromhim Al npost every
obvi ous and direct victory has been the victory of the plagiarist.
This is, indeed, only a very paltry by-product of humlity,

but it is a product of hunmility, and, therefore, it is successful
Prussia had no Christian hunmility in its internal arrangenents;

hence its internal arrangenments were miserable. But it had enough
Christian humility slavishly to copy France (even down to Frederick
the Great's poetry), and that which it had the hunmility to copy it

had ultinmately the honour to conquer. The case of the Japanese

is even nore obvious; their only Christian and their only beautifu
quality is that they have hunbl ed thensel ves to be exalted.

Al this aspect of humility, however, as connected with the matter

of effort and striving for a standard set above us, | dism ss as having
been sufficiently pointed out by alnost all idealistic witers.

It may be worth while, however, to point out the interesting disparity
inthe matter of humility between the nodern notion of the strong

man and the actual records of strong nen. Carlyle objected

to the statement that no nman could be a hero to his valet.

Every synpat hy can be extended towards himin the matter if he nerely
or mainly neant that the phrase was a di sparagenment of hero-worship.
Hero-worship is certainly a generous and human inpul se; the hero may
be faulty, but the worship can hardly be. It may be that no nman woul d
be a hero to his valet. But any nman would be a valet to his hero.

But in truth both the proverb itself and Carlyle's stricture

upon it ignore the nost essential matter at issue. The ultimate
psychol ogical truth is not that no man is a hero to his valet.

The ultinmate psychol ogical truth, the foundation of Christianity,

is that no nan is a hero to hinself. Cromwell, according to Carlyle,



was a strong man. According to Cromaell, he was a weak one

The weak point in the whole of Carlyle's case for

aristocracy lies, indeed, in his nost cel ebrated phrase.

Carlyle said that nen were nostly fools. Christianity, with a

surer and nore reverent realism says that they are all fools.

This doctrine is sonetines called the doctrine of original sin.

It may al so be described as the doctrine of the equality of mnen

But the essential point of it is nerely this, that whatever primry
and far-reaching noral dangers affect any man, affect all nen.

Al men can be crimnals, if tenpted; all nen can be heroes, if inspired.
And this doctrine does away altogether with Carlyle's pathetic belief
(or any one else's pathetic belief) in "the wise few"

There are no wise few Every aristocracy that has ever existed

has behaved, in all essential points, exactly like a small nob.

Every oligarchy is nerely a knot of nen in the street--that is to say,
it is very jolly, but not infallible. And no oligarchies in the world's
hi story have ever come off so badly in practical affairs as the very
proud ol igarchies--the oligarchy of Poland, the oligarchy of Venice.
And the armies that have nost swiftly and suddenly broken their
enemies in pieces have been the religious arm es--the Mslem Arnies,
for instance, or the Puritan Armies. And a religious arny may,

by its nature, be defined as an army in which every nman is taught

not to exalt but to abase hinself. Many nodern Englishnen tal k of

t hensel ves as the sturdy descendants of their sturdy Puritan fathers.
As a fact, they would run away froma cow. |f you asked one

of their Puritan fathers, if you asked Bunyan, for instance,

whet her he was sturdy, he would have answered, with tears, that he was
as weak as water. And because of this he would have borne tortures.
And this virtue of humlity, while being practical enough to

win battles, will always be paradoxi cal enough to puzzl e pedants

It is at one with the virtue of charity in this respect.

Every generous person will admit that the one kind of sin which charity
shoul d cover is the sin which is inexcusable. And every generous
person will equally agree that the one kind of pride which is wholly
dammable is the pride of the man who has sonething to be proud of.

The pride which, proportionally speaking, does not hurt the character,
is the pride in things which reflect no credit on the person at all
Thus it does a nan no harmto be proud of his country,

and conparatively little harmto be proud of his renote ancestors.

It does himnore harmto be proud of havi ng made noney,

because in that he has a little nore reason for pride.

It does himnmore harmstill to be proud of what is nobler

than noney--intellect. And it does himnost harmof all to val ue
hinsel f for the nost valuable thing on earth--goodness. The nman

who is proud of what is really creditable to himis the Pharisee,

the man whom Christ Hinself could not forbear to strike.

My objection to M. Lowes Dickinson and the reassertors of the pagan
ideal is, then, this. | accuse themof ignoring definite human

di scoveries in the noral world, discoveries as definite, though not
as material, as the discovery of the circulation of the bl ood.

We cannot go back to an ideal of reason and sanity.

For manki nd has di scovered that reason does not lead to sanity.

We cannot go back to an ideal of pride and enjoynment. For manki nd
has di scovered that pride does not lead to enjoynent. | do not know
by what extraordi nary nental accident nmodern witers so constantly
connect the idea of progress with the idea of independent thinking.
Progress is obviously the antithesis of independent thinking.

For under independent or individualistic thinking, every man starts



at the beginning, and goes, in all probability, just as far as his
father before him But if there really be anything of the nature
of progress, it nust nean, above all things, the careful study

and assunption of the whole of the past. | accuse M. Lowes

Di ckinson and his school of reaction in the only real sense

If he likes, let himignore these great historic nysteries--

the nystery of charity, the nmystery of chivalry, the nystery of faith.
If he likes, let himignore the plough or the printing-press.

But if we do revive and pursue the pagan ideal of a sinple and
rati onal self-conpletion we shall end--where Pagani sm ended

| do not nean that we shall end in destruction. | nean that we
shall end in Christianity.

XIll. Celts and Cel tophiles

Science in the nodern world has many uses; its chief use, however,

is to provide long words to cover the errors of the rich

The word "kl eptomani a" is a vul gar exanpl e of what | nean.

It is on a par with that strange theory, always advanced when a wealthy
or prominent person is in the dock, that exposure is nore of a punishnent
for the rich than for the poor. O course, the very reverse is the truth.
Exposure is nore of a punishnment for the poor than for the rich

The richer a man is the easier it is for himto be a tranp.

The richer a man is the easier it is for himto be popular and generally
respected in the Canni bal |slands. But the poorer a man is the nore
likely it is that he will have to use his past |ife whenever he wants

to get a bed for the night. Honour is a luxury for aristocrats,

but it is a necessity for hall-porters. This is a secondary nmatter

but it is an exanple of the general proposition | offer--

the proposition that an enornmus anount of nodern ingenuity is expended
on finding defences for the indefensible conduct of the powerful.

As | have said above, these defences generally exhibit thenselves

nost enphatically in the formof appeals to physical science.

And of all the forms in which science, or pseudo-science, has cone

to the rescue of the rich and stupid, there is none so singular

as the singular invention of the theory of races.

When a wealthy nation |like the English discovers the perfectly patent
fact that it is making a ludicrous ness of the governnent of a poorer
nation like the Irish, it pauses for a nonent in consternation

and then begins to talk about Celts and Teutons. As far as | can
understand the theory, the Irish are Celts and the English are Teutons.
O course, the Irish are not Celts any nore than the English are Teutons.
I have not followed the ethnol ogi cal discussion with nuch energy,

but the last scientific conclusion which I read inclined on the whole
to the summary that the English were mainly Celtic and the Irish

mai nly Teutonic. But no nan alive, with even the glinmrering of a rea
scientific sense, would ever dream of applying the terns "Celtic"

or "Teutonic" to either of themin any positive or useful sense.

That sort of thing nust be left to people who tal k about

t he Angl o- Saxon race, and extend the expression to America.

How rmuch of the bl ood of the Angles and Saxons (whoever they were)
there remains in our nmixed British, Roman, German, Dane, Norman
and Picard stock is a matter only interesting to wild antiquaries.
And how nuch of that diluted blood can possibly remain in that
roaring whirlpool of Anerica into which a cataract of Swedes,



Jews, Gernmans, Irishnen, and Italians is perpetually pouring,

is amtter only interesting to lunatics. It would have been w ser
for the English governing class to have called upon sone ot her god.
Al'l other gods, however weak and warring, at |east boast of

bei ng constant. But science boasts of being in a flux for ever
boasts of being unstable as water.

And Engl and and the English governing class never did call on this
absurd deity of race until it seened, for an instant, that they had
no other god to call on. Al the npbst genuine Englishmen in history
woul d have yawned or |aughed in your face if you had begun to talk
about Angl o- Saxons. |If you had attenpted to substitute the idea

of race for the ideal of nationality, | really do not like to think
what they would have said. | certainly should not like to have

been the of ficer of Nel son who suddenly di scovered his French

bl ood on the eve of Trafalgar. | should not |ike to have been

the Norfol k or Suffolk gentlenman who had to expound to Adnira

Bl ake by what denonstrable ties of geneal ogy he was irrevocably

bound to the Dutch. The truth of the whole matter is very sinple.
Nationality exists, and has nothing in the world to do with race.
Nationality is a thing like a church or a secret society; it is

a product of the human soul and will; it is a spiritual product.

And there are nen in the nodern world who woul d think anything and do
anything rather than admit that anything could be a spiritual product.

A nation, however, as it confronts the nodern world, is a purely
spiritual product. Sonetines it has been born in independence,
like Scotland. Sonetines it has been born in dependence,

in subjugation, like Ireland. Sonetimes it is a large thing
cohering out of nany smaller things, like Italy. Sonetines it
is a small thing breaking away fromlarger things, |ike Pol and.
But in each and every case its quality is purely spiritual, or,
if you will, purely psychological. It is a nonent when five nen
becone a sixth man. Every one knows it who has ever founded
aclub. It is a nonent when five places becone one pl ace.

Every one nmust know it who has ever had to repel an invasion

M. Tinmothy Healy, the nmpbst serious intellect in the present

House of Conmons, sumred up nationality to perfection when

he sinply called it sonething for which people will die,

As he excellently said in reply to Lord Hugh Cecil, "No one,

not even the noble lord, would die for the neridian of Geenwch."
And that is the great tribute to its purely psychol ogi cal character
It is idle to ask why G eenwi ch should not cohere in this spiritua
manner while Athens or Sparta did. 1t is |like asking why a nman
falls in love with one wonman and not with anot her.

Now, of this great spiritual coherence, independent of externa

ci rcunstances, or of race, or of any obvious physical thing, Ireland is
t he nost remarkabl e exanple. Rone conquered nations, but Ireland

has conquered races. The Norman has gone there and becone Irish

t he Scot chman has gone there and becone Irish, the Spaniard has gone
there and becone Irish, even the bitter soldier of Crommell has gone
there and becore Irish. Ireland, which did not exist even politically,
has been stronger than all the races that existed scientifically.

The purest Germani c bl ood, the purest Nornman bl ood, the purest

bl ood of the passionate Scotch patriot, has not been so attractive

as a nation without a flag. |Ireland, unrecognized and oppressed,

has easily absorbed races, as such trifles are easily absorbed.

She has easily disposed of physical science, as such superstitions

are easily disposed of. Nationality in its weakness has been



stronger than ethnology in its strength. Five triunphant races
have been absorbed, have been defeated by a defeated nationality.

This being the true and strange glory of Ireland, it is inpossible

to hear without inpatience of the attenpt so constantly made

among her nodern synpathizers to talk about Celts and Celticism

Who were the Celts? | defy anybody to say. Wwo are the Irish?

| defy any one to be indifferent, or to pretend not to know.

M. W B. Yeats, the great Irish genius who has appeared in our tine,
shows his own adnirable penetration in discarding altogether the argunent
froma Celtic race. But he does not wholly escape, and his followers
hardly ever escape, the general objection to the Celtic argunent.

The tendency of that argument is to represent the Irish or the Celts
as a strange and separate race, as a tribe of eccentrics in

the nodern world inmersed in dimlegends and fruitless dreans.

Its tendency is to exhibit the Irish as odd, because they see

the fairies. Its trend is to make the Irish seemweird and wld
because they sing old songs and join in strange dances.

But this is quite an error; indeed, it is the opposite of the truth.
It is the English who are odd because they do not see the fairies.

It is the inhabitants of Kensington who are weird and wild

because they do not sing old songs and join in strange dances.

In all this the Irish are not in the | east strange and separate,

are not in the least Celtic, as the word is conmonly and popul arly used.
In all this the Irish are sinply an ordi nary sensible nation

living the Iife of any other ordinary and sensi bl e nation

whi ch has not been either sodden with snoke or oppressed by

noney-| enders, or otherw se corrupted with wealth and science.

There is nothing Celtic about having legends. It is merely human

The Gernmans, who are (| suppose) Teutonic, have hundreds of |egends,
wherever it happens that the Germans are hunman. There is nothing
Celtic about |oving poetry; the English | oved poetry nore, perhaps,

t han any ot her people before they canme under the shadow of the

chi mey-pot and t he shadow of the chimey-pot hat. It is not Ireland
which is nad and nystic; it is Manchester which is nmad and nystic,
which is incredible, which is a wild exception anong human t hi ngs.
Irel and has no need to play the silly gane of the science of races;
Irel and has no need to pretend to be a tribe of visionaries apart.

In the matter of visions, Ireland is nore than a nation, it is

a nodel nati on.

XIV On Certain Modern Witers and the Institution of the Fanmily

The family may fairly be considered, one would think, an ultinmate
human institution. Every one would admit that it has been

the nain cell and central unit of alnobst all societies hitherto,
except, indeed, such societies as that of Lacedaenobn, which went
in for "efficiency," and has, therefore, perished, and | eft not

a trace behind. Christianity, even enormous as was its revolution
did not alter this ancient and savage sanctity; it nerely reversed it.
It did not deny the trinity of father, nother, and child.

It nerely read it backwards, making it run child, nother, father
This it called, not the famly, but the Holy Famly

for many things are made holy by being turned upside down.

But some sages of our own decadence have nade a serious attack

on the famly. They have inpugned it, as | think wongly;

and its defenders have defended it, and defended it wongly.



The comon defence of the family is that, anid the stress

and fickleness of life, it is peaceful, pleasant, and at one.

But there is another defence of the family which is possible,

and to ne evident; this defence is that the famly is not peaceful
and not pleasant and not at one.

It is not fashionable to say much nowadays of the advantages of

the small community. W are told that we nust go in for |arge enpires
and | arge ideas. There is one advantage, however, in the small state,
the city, or the village, which only the wilfully blind can overl ook
The nman who lives in a small comunity lives in a nmuch larger world.

He knows much nore of the fierce varieties and unconproni sing divergences
of men. The reason is obvious. 1In a large conmunity we can choose
our conpanions. |In a small conmunity our comnpani ons are chosen for us.
Thus in all extensive and highly civilized societies groups cone

i nto exi stence founded upon what is called synpathy, and shut

out the real world nore sharply than the gates of a nonastery.

There is nothing really narrow about the clan; the thing which is
really narrowis the clique. The nmen of the clan live together
because they all wear the sane tartan or are all descended

fromthe sanme sacred cow, but in their souls, by the divine |uck

of things, there will always be nore colours than in any tartan

But the nen of the clique live together because they have the sane

ki nd of soul, and their narrowness is a narrowness of spiritua

coherence and contentnent, |ike that which exists in hell
A big society exists in order to formcliques. A big society
is a society for the pronotion of narrowness. It is a nmachinery

for the purpose of guarding the solitary and sensitive individua
fromall experience of the bitter and braci ng human conpromni ses.
It is, inthe nost literal sense of the words, a society for

the prevention of Christian know edge.

We can see this change, for instance, in the nodern transformation
of the thing called a club. Wen London was snaller, and the parts
of London nore self-contai ned and parochial, the club was what it
still is in villages, the opposite of what it is nowin great cities.
Then the club was valued as a place where a man coul d be soci abl e.
Now the club is valued as a place where a man can be unsoci abl e.
The nore the enlargenent and el aboration of our civilization goes
on the nore the club ceases to be a place where a nman can have

a noi sy argurment, and becones nore and nore a place where a nman

can have what is sonewhat fantastically called a quiet chop

Its aimis to nake a man confortable, and to nake a man confortabl e
is to make himthe opposite of sociable. Sociability, |ike al

good things, is full of disconforts, dangers, and renunciations.
The club tends to produce the nost degraded of all conbinations--

t he [ uxurious anchorite, the nman who conbi nes the sel f-indul gence
of Lucullus with the insane |oneliness of St. Simeon Stylites.

If we were to-norrow norning snowed up in the street in which we |live
we shoul d step suddenly into a nmuch |arger and nuch wilder world

than we have ever known. And it is the whole effort of the typically
nodern person to escape fromthe street in which he |ives.

First he invents nodern hygi ene and goes to Margate.

Then he invents nodern culture and goes to Florence.

Then he invents nodern inperialismand goes to Tinbuctoo. He goes

to the fantastic borders of the earth. He pretends to shoot tigers.
He alnost rides on a camel. And in all this he is still essentially
fleeing fromthe street in which he was born; and of this flight

he is always ready with his own explanation. He says he is fleeing



fromhis street because it is dull; heis lying. He is really
fleeing fromhis street because it is a great deal too exciting.

It is exciting because it is exacting; it is exacting because it is alive.
He can visit Venice because to himthe Venetians are only Veneti ans;
the people in his own street are nen. He can stare at the Chinese
because for himthe Chinese are a passive thing to be stared at;

if he stares at the old lady in the next garden, she becones active.
He is forced to flee, in short, fromthe too stimulating society

of his equal s--of free men, perverse, personal, deliberately different
fromhinself. The street in Brixton is too glow ng and overpoweri ng.
He has to soothe and qui et hinself anbng tigers and vul tures,

canel s and crocodiles. These creatures are indeed very different
fromhinmself. But they do not put their shape or col our or
custominto a decisive intellectual conpetition with his own.

They do not seek to destroy his principles and assert their own;

t he stranger nonsters of the suburban street do seek to do this.

The canel does not contort his features into a fine sneer

because M. Robinson has not got a hunp; the cultured gentl eman

at No. 5 does exhibit a sneer because Robinson has not got a dado.
The vulture will not roar with |aughter because a man does not fly;
but the najor at No. 9 will roar with laughter because a man does

not snoke. The conplaint we comonly have to make of our nei ghbours
is that they will not, as we express it, mnd their own business.

We do not really nean that they will not mind their own business.

I f our neighbours did not mind their own business they woul d be asked
abruptly for their rent, and would rapidly cease to be our nei ghbours.
VWhat we really nmean when we say that they cannot mind their own

busi ness is sonething nuch deeper. W do not dislike them

because they have so little force and fire that they cannot

be interested in thensel ves. W dislike them because they have

so much force and fire that they can be interested in us as well.

VWhat we dread about our neighbours, in short, is not the narrowness
of their horizon, but their superb tendency to broaden it. And al
aversions to ordinary humanity have this general character. They are
not aversions to its feebleness (as is pretended), but to its energy.
The mi santhropes pretend that they despise humanity for its weakness.
As a matter of fact, they hate it for its strength.

O course, this shrinking fromthe brutal vivacity and brutal

variety of common nmen is a perfectly reasonabl e and excusabl e

thing as long as it does not pretend to any point of superiority.

It is when it calls itself aristocracy or aestheticismor a superiority
to the bourgeoisie that its inherent weakness has in justice

to be pointed out. Fastidiousness is the nost pardonable of vices;

but it is the nost unpardonable of virtues. N etzsche, who represents
nost pronminently this pretentious claimof the fastidious,

has a description somewhere--a very powerful description in the

purely literary sense--of the disgust and di sdai n which consune

himat the sight of the conmon people with their common faces,

their common voices, and their comon ninds. As | have said,

this attitude is alnost beautiful if we nay regard it as pathetic.

Ni et zsche's aristocracy has about it all the sacredness that bel ongs
to the weak. When he makes us feel that he cannot endure the

i nnuner abl e faces, the incessant voices, the overpowering omi presence
whi ch bel ongs to the nob, he will have the synpathy of anybody

who has ever been sick on a steamer or tired in a crowded ommi bus.
Every man has hated manki nd when he was | ess than a nan.

Every man has had humanity in his eyes like a blinding fog,

humanity in his nostrils like a suffocating snell. But when Nietzsche
has the incredible | ack of humour and | ack of inmagination to ask us



to believe that his aristocracy is an aristocracy of strong nuscles or
an aristocracy of strong wills, it is necessary to point out the truth.
It is an aristocracy of weak nerves.

We nmake our friends; we nmake our enemies; but God makes our

next - door nei ghbour. Hence he cones to us clad in all the carel ess
terrors of nature; he is as strange as the stars, as reckless and
indifferent as the rain. He is Man, the nost terrible of the beasts.
That is why the old religions and the old scriptural |anguage showed

so sharp a wi sdom when they spoke, not of one's duty towards humanity,
but one's duty towards one's neighbour. The duty towards humanity may
often take the form of some choice which is personal or even pl easurable.
That duty may be a hobby; it nmay even be a dissipation

We may work in the East End because we are peculiarly fitted to work

in the East End, or because we think we are; we may fight for the cause
of international peace because we are very fond of fighting

The nobst nonstrous martyrdom the nost repul sive experience, may be

the result of choice or a kind of taste. W nay be so nmade as to be
particularly fond of lunatics or specially interested in | eprosy.

We may | ove negroes because they are black or German Socialists because
they are pedantic. But we have to | ove our nei ghbour because he is there--
a much nore alarning reason for a rmuch nore serious operation

He is the sanple of humanity which is actually given us.

Preci sely because he may be anybody he is everybody.

He is a synbol because he is an accident.

Doubtl ess men flee fromsmall environments into |ands that are

very deadly. But this is natural enough; for they are not fleeing
fromdeath. They are fleeing fromlife. And this principle

applies to ring within ring of the social system of hunmanity.

It is perfectly reasonable that men shoul d seek for some particul ar
variety of the human type, so long as they are seeking for that

variety of the human type, and not for nere human variety.

It is quite proper that a British diplomtist should seek the society

of Japanese generals, if what he wants i s Japanese generals.

But if what he wants is people different fromhinself, he had nuch
better stop at honme and discuss religion with the housenaid.

It is quite reasonable that the village genius should cone up to conquer
London if what he wants is to conquer London. But if he wants to conquer
sonet hi ng fundanental ly and synbolically hostile and al so very strong,
he had rmuch better remain where he is and have a row with the rector

The man in the suburban street is quite right if he goes to

Ransgate for the sake of Ransgate--a difficult thing to imagine.

But if, as he expresses it, he goes to Ransgate "for a change,"

then he would have a much nore ronmantic and even nel odramatic

change if he junped over the wall into his nei ghbours garden

The consequences woul d be bracing in a sense far beyond the possibilities
of Ranmsgate hygi ene.

Now, exactly as this principle applies to the enpire, to the nation
within the enpire, to the city within the nation, to the street

within the city, so it applies to the home within the street.

The institution of the fanmily is to be cormended for precisely

the sane reasons that the institution of the nation, or the

institution of the city, are in this matter to be comended

It is a good thing for a man to live in a famly for the sanme reason

that it is a good thing for a man to be besieged in a city.

It is a good thing for a man to live in a famly in the sane sense that it
is a beautiful and delightful thing for a man to be snowed up in a street.
They all force himto realize that Iife is not a thing from outside,



but a thing frominside. Above all, they all insist upon the fact
that life, if it be a truly stinmulating and fascinating life,

is athing which, of its nature, exists in spite of ourselves.

The nodern witers who have suggested, in a nore or |ess open nanner
that the famly is a bad institution, have generally confined

t hensel ves to suggesting, with much sharpness, bitterness, or pathos,
that perhaps the famly is not always very congeni al

O course the fanmily is a good institution because it is uncongeni al
It is whol esonme precisely because it contains so many

di vergencies and varieties. It is, as the sentinmentalists say,

like a little kingdom and, |ike nbost other little kingdomns,

is generally in a state of something resenbling anarchy.

It is exactly because our brother George is not interested in our
religious difficulties, but is interested in the Trocadero Restaurant,
that the famly has sone of the bracing qualities of the comobnwealth.
It is precisely because our uncle Henry does not approve of the theatrica
ambi tions of our sister Sarah that the fanmly is |ike humanity.

The nen and wormren who, for good reasons and bad, revolt against the famly
are, for good reasons and bad, sinply revolting against manki nd.

Aunt Elizabeth is unreasonable, |ike nankind. Papa is excitable,

i ke manki nd Qur youngest brother is mschievous, |ike nankind.
Grandpapa is stupid, like the world; he is old, like the world.

Those who wi sh, rightly or wongly, to step out of all this,

do definitely wish to step into a narrower world. They are

di smayed and terrified by the | argeness and variety of the fanily
Sarah wi shes to find a world wholly consisting of private theatricals;
George wishes to think the Trocadero a cosnos. | do not say,

for a nonment, that the flight to this narrower life nmay not be

the right thing for the individual, any nore than | say the sane
thing about flight into a nonastery. But | do say that anything

is bad and artificial which tends to make these people succunmb

to the strange delusion that they are stepping into a world

which is actually larger and nore varied than their own.

The best way that a man could test his readiness to encounter the common
vari ety of mankind would be to clinb down a chimey into any house

at random and get on as well as possible with the peopl e inside.

And that is essentially what each one of us did on the day that

he was born.

This is, indeed, the subline and special romance of the famly. It is
romanti c because it is a toss-up. It is romantic because it is everything
that its enemes call it. It is romantic because it is arbitrary.

It is romantic because it is there. So |ong as you have groups of nen
chosen rationally, you have sone special or sectarian atnosphere.

It is when you have groups of men chosen irrationally that you have nen.
The el enent of adventure begins to exist; for an adventure is,

by its nature, a thing that cones to us. It is a thing that chooses us,
not a thing that we choose. Falling in |ove has been often

regarded as the suprene adventure, the suprene ronmantic accident.

In so nuch as there is in it sonething outside ourselves,

somet hing of a sort of nerry fatalism this is very true.

Love does take us and transfigure and torture us. It does break our
hearts with an unbearabl e beauty, |ike the unbearable beauty of nusic.
But in so far as we have certainly sonething to do with the matter

in so far as we are in sone sense prepared to fall in love and in sone

sense junmp into it; in so far as we do to sonme extent choose and to sone
extent even judge--in all this falling in love is not truly romantic,

is not truly adventurous at all. 1In this degree the suprene adventure
is not falling in love. The suprenme adventure is being born.



There we do wal k suddenly into a splendid and startling trap
There we do see sonething of which we have not dreaned before.

Qur father and nmother do lie in wait for us and | eap out on us,
like brigands froma bush. Qur uncle is a surprise. Qur aunt is,
in the beautiful common expression, a bolt fromthe bl ue.

Wen we step into the fanmly, by the act of being born, we do
step into a world which is incalculable, into a world which has
its own strange laws, into a world which could do w thout us,

into a world that we have not nade. |n other words, when we step
into the fanmily we step into a fairy-tale.

This colour as of a fantastic narrative ought to cling

to the famly and to our relations with it throughout Iife.

Romance is the deepest thing in life; romance is deeper even

than reality. For even if reality could be proved to be m sl eadi ng,
it still could not be proved to be uninportant or uninpressive.

Even if the facts are false, they are still very strange.

And this strangeness of life, this unexpected and even perverse

el ement of things as they fall out, remains incurably interesting.
The circunstances we can regul ate may becone tane or pessinstic;

but the "circunstances over which we have no control” remain god-like
to those who, like M. M cawber, can call on them and renew

their strength. People wonder why the novel is the nost popul ar
formof literature; people wonder why it is read nore than books

of science or books of netaphysics. The reason is very sinple;

it is merely that the novel is nore true than they are.

Life may sonetinmes legitimtely appear as a book of science

Life may sonetinmes appear, and with a much greater |egitimacy,

as a book of netaphysics. But life is always a novel. Qur existence
nmay cease to be a song; it nmay cease even to be a beautiful |anent.
Qur existence may not be an intelligible justice, or even a

recogni zabl e wong. But our existence is still a story. 1In the fiery
al phabet of every sunset is witten, "to be continued in our next."
If we have sufficient intellect, we can finish a philosophica

and exact deduction, and be certain that we are finishing it right.
Wth the adequate brain-power we could finish any scientific

di scovery, and be certain that we were finishing it right.

But not with the npbst gigantic intellect could we finish the sinplest

or silliest story, and be certain that we were finishing it right.
That is because a story has behind it, not nerely intellect which
is partly nmechanical, but will, which is in its essence divine.

The narrative witer can send his hero to the gallows if he |ikes
in the last chapter but one. He can do it by the sane divine
caprice whereby he, the author, can go to the gallows hinself,
and to hell afterwards if he chooses. And the same civilization

the chivalric European civilization which asserted freewill in the
thirteenth century, produced the thing called "fiction" in the eighteenth.
VWhen Thomas Aqui nas asserted the spiritual liberty of man

he created all the bad novels in the circulating libraries.

But in order that life should be a story or ronmance to us,

it is necessary that a great part of it, at any rate, should be
settled for us without our permission. If we wish life to be

a system this may be a nuisance; but if we wish it to be a drans,

it is an essential. It may often happen, no doubt, that a dranm

may be witten by somebody el se which we like very little.

But we should like it still less if the author cane before the curtain
every hour or so, and forced on us the whole trouble of inventing

the next act. A man has control over many things in his life;

he has control over enough things to be the hero of a novel



But if he had control over everything, there would be so much

hero that there would be no novel. And the reason why the lives

of the rich are at bottom so tame and uneventful is sinply that they
can choose the events. They are dull because they are omi potent.

They fail to feel adventures because they can nmake the adventures.

The thing which keeps life romantic and full of fiery possibilities

is the existence of these great plain linmtations which force all of us
to meet the things we do not like or do not expect. It is vain for
the supercilious nmoderns to talk of being in uncongenial surroundings.
To be in a romance is to be in uncongeni al surroundings.

To be born into this earth is to be born into uncongeni al surroundi ngs,
hence to be born into a romance. O all these great limtations

and franewor ks which fashion and create the poetry and variety

of life, the famly is the nost definite and inportant.

Hence it is msunderstood by the nobderns, who inagine that ronance woul d
exi st nost perfectly in a conplete state of what they call liberty.
They think that if a man nmakes a gesture it would be a startling

and romantic matter that the sun should fall fromthe sky.

But the startling and romantic thing about the sun is that it does

not fall fromthe sky. They are seeking under every shape and form

a world where there are no linmtations--that is, a world where there
are no outlines; that is, a world where there are no shapes.

There is nothing baser than that infinity. They say they wish to be,
as strong as the universe, but they really w sh the whol e universe

as weak as themnsel ves.

XV On Smart Novelists and the Smart Set

In one sense, at any rate, it is nore valuable to read bad literature
than good literature. Good literature may tell us the mind

of one man; but bad literature may tell us the mind of many nen.
A good novel tells us the truth about its hero; but a bad nove
tells us the truth about its author. It does much nore than that,
it tells us the truth about its readers; and, oddly enough

it tells us this all the nore the nmore cynical and inmmora

be the notive of its manufacture. The nore di shonest a book

is as a book the nore honest it is as a public docunent.

A sincere novel exhibits the sinplicity of one particular man;

an insincere novel exhibits the sinplicity of nmankind.

The pedantic deci sions and definabl e readjustnents of nan

may be found in scrolls and statute books and scriptures;

but nmen's basic assunptions and everlasting energies are to be
found in penny dreadfuls and hal f penny novel ettes. Thus a nan,

i ke many men of real culture in our day, might learn from good
literature nothing except the power to appreciate good literature.
But frombad literature he mght |earn to govern enpires and | ook
over the map of mankind

There is one rather interesting exanple of this state of things

in which the weaker literature is really the stronger and the stronger
the weaker. It is the case of what nmay be called, for the sake

of an approxi nate description, the literature of aristocracy;

or, if you prefer the description, the literature of snobbi shness.
Now i f any one wi shes to find a really effective and conprehensi bl e
and permanent case for aristocracy well and sincerely stated,

I et himread, not the nodern phil osophical conservatives,

not even Nietzsche, let himread the Bow Bells Novel ettes.



O the case of Nietzsche | am confessedly nore doubt ful

Ni et zsche and the Bow Bells Novel ettes have both obviously

t he sane fundanmental character; they both worship the tall nan

with curling noustaches and hercul ean bodily power, and they both
worship himin a nmanner which is somewhat fem nine and hysterical
Even here, however, the Novelette easily maintains its

phi | osophi cal superiority, because it does attribute to the strong
man those virtues which do commonly belong to him such virtues

as laziness and kindliness and a rather reckl ess benevol ence,

and a great dislike of hurting the weak. N etzsche, on the other hand,
attributes to the strong man that scorn agai nst weakness which

only exists anpbng invalids. It is not, however, of the secondary
nerits of the great German phil osopher, but of the primary merits

of the Bow Bells Novelettes, that it is nmy present affair to speak
The picture of aristocracy in the popular sentinental novel ette seens
to me very satisfactory as a pernanent political and phil osophical guide.
It may be inaccurate about details such as the title by which a baronet
is addressed or the width of a mountain chasm which a baronet can
conveniently leap, but it is not a bad description of the genera

idea and intention of aristocracy as they exist in human affairs.

The essential dream of aristocracy is nagnificence and val our

and if the Fanmily Heral d Suppl ement sonetimes distorts or exaggerates
these things, at least, it does not fall short in them

It never errs by nmaking the nountain chasmtoo narrow or the title

of the baronet insufficiently inpressive. But above this

sane reliable old literature of snobbishness there has arisen

in our time another kind of literature of snobbishness which,

with its nuch hi gher pretensions, seens to me worthy of very nuch

| ess respect. Incidentally (if that matters), it is much

better literature. But it is imreasurably worse phil osophy,

i measurably worse ethics and politics, i measurably worse vita
rendering of aristocracy and humanity as they really are.

From such books as those of which I wish nowto speak we can

di scover what a clever man can do with the idea of aristocracy.

But fromthe Fanily Herald Supplenent literature we can |l earn

what the idea of aristocracy can do with a man who is not clever

And when we know that we know English history.

This new aristocratic fiction nmust have caught the attention of
everybody who has read the best fiction for the last fifteen years.

It is that genuine or alleged literature of the Smart Set which
represents that set as distinguished, not only by smart dresses,

but by smart sayings. To the bad baronet, to the good baronet,

to the romanti ¢ and m sunderstood baronet who is supposed to be a

bad baronet, but is a good baronet, this school has added a conception
undreamed of in the former years--the conception of an amusi ng baronet.
The aristocrat is not nerely to be taller than nortal nen

and stronger and handsoner, he is also to be nore witty.

He is the long nman with the short epigram Many emi nent,

and deservedly eninent, nodern novelists nust accept sone

responsi bility for having supported this worst form of snobbi shness--
an intell ectual snobbishness. The talented author of "Dodo" is
responsi ble for having in sone sense created the fashion as a fashion.
M. Hichens, in the "Green Carnation,"” reaffirned the strange idea

t hat young nobl enen talk well; though his case had sone vague

bi ographi cal foundation, and in consequence an excuse. Ms. Craigie
is considerably guilty in the matter, although, or rather because,

she has conbined the aristocratic note with a note of sone noral

and even religious sincerity. Wen you are saving a man's soul

even in a novel, it is indecent to nention that he is a gentlenman



Nor can blane in this natter be altogether renoved froma nan of much
greater ability, and a man who has proved his possession of the highest
of human instinct, the romantic instinct--1 mean M. Anthony Hope

In a galloping, inpossible nelodrama |ike "The Prisoner of Zenda,"

t he bl ood of kings fanned an excellent fantastic thread or thene.

But the bl ood of kings is not a thing that can be taken seriously.

And when, for exanple, M. Hope devotes so nuch serious and synpathetic
study to the man called Tristramof Blent, a nan who throughout burning
boyhood t hought of nothing but a silly old estate, we feel even in

M. Hope the hint of this excessive concern about the oligarchic idea
It is hard for any ordinary person to feel so nmuch interest in a

young nman whose whole aimis to own the house of Blent at the tine

when every other young man is owning the stars.

M. Hope, however, is a very mld case, and in himthere is not

only an el ement of ronmance, but also a fine elenent of irony

whi ch warns us against taking all this el egance too seriously.

Above all, he shows his sense in not naking his noblenen so incredibly
equi pped with inpronptu repartee. This habit of insisting on

the wit of the wealthier classes is the |ast and nost servile

of all the servilities. It is, as | have said, inmeasurably nore
contenpti bl e than the snobbi shness of the novel ette which describes

t he nobl eman as smiling like an Apollo or riding a nad el ephant.

These may be exaggerations of beauty and courage, but beauty and courage
are the unconscious ideals of aristocrats, even of stupid aristocrats.

The nobl eman of the novelette may not be sketched with any very cl ose
or conscientious attention to the daily habits of noblemen. But he is
somet hing nore inportant than a reality; he is a practical ideal

The gentleman of fiction may not copy the gentlenman of real |ife;

but the gentlenman of real life is copying the gentleman of fiction

He may not be particul arly good-Iooking, but he would rather be
good- | ooki ng than anything el se; he may not have ridden on a mad el ephant,
but he rides a pony as far as possible with an air as if he had.

And, upon the whole, the upper class not only especially desire

these qualities of beauty and courage, but in sone degree,

at any rate, especially possess them Thus there is nothing really
mean or sycophantic about the popular literature which nakes all its
mar qui ses seven feet high. It is snobbish, but it is not servile.

Its exaggeration is based on an exuberant and honest admiration

its honest admiration is based upon sonething which is in sone degree,
at any rate, really there. The English | ower classes do not

fear the English upper classes in the | east; nobody coul d.

They sinply and freely and sentinentally worship them

The strength of the aristocracy is not in the aristocracy at all

it isinthe slums. It is not in the House of Lords; it is not

inthe Cvil Service; it is not in the Government offices; it is not
even in the huge and disproportionate nonopoly of the English |and.

It isinacertainspirit. It is in the fact that when a navvy

wi shes to praise a man, it conmes readily to his tongue to say

that he has behaved |like a gentleman. From a denobcratic point

of view he might as well say that he had behaved Iike a viscount.

The oligarchic character of the nodern English commonweal th does not rest,
i ke many oligarchies, on the cruelty of the rich to the poor

It does not even rest on the kindness of the rich to the poor

It rests on the perennial and unfailing kindness of the poor

to the rich.

The snobbi shness of bad literature, then, is not servile; but the
snobbi shness of good literature is servile. The ol d-fashi oned hal f penny



romance where the duchesses sparkled with di anonds was not servile;
but the new ronmance where they sparkle with epigrans is servile.

For in thus attributing a special and startling degree of intellect
and conversational or controversial power to the upper classes,

we are attributing sonething which is not especially their virtue

or even especially their aim W are, in the words of Disrael

(who, being a genius and not a gentlenan, has perhaps primarily

to answer for the introduction of this method of flattering

the gentry), we are perform ng the essential function of flattery
which is flattering the people for the qualities they have not got.
Prai se may be gigantic and i nsane w thout having any quality

of flattery so long as it is praise of sonething that is noticeably
in existence. A man may say that a giraffe's head strikes

the stars, or that a whale fills the Gernman Ccean, and still

be only in a rather excited state about a favourite aninal.

But when he begins to congratulate the giraffe on his feathers,

and the whal e on the el egance of his legs, we find ourselves
confronted with that social element which we call flattery.

The nmiddle and | ower orders of London can sincerely, though not
perhaps safely, admre the health and grace of the English aristocracy.
And this for the very sinple reason that the aristocrats are,

upon the whole, nore healthy and graceful than the poor

But they cannot honestly admire the wit of the aristocrats.

And this for the sinple reason that the aristocrats are not nore witty
than the poor, but a very great deal |less so. A man does not hear

as in the smart novels, these gens of verbal felicity dropped between
di pl omati sts at dinner. Were he really does hear themis between
two omi bus conductors in a block in Holborn. The witty peer whose

i mpronptus fill the books of Ms. Craigie or Mss Fow er, would,

as a matter of fact, be torn to shreds in the art of conversation

by the first boot-black he had the misfortune to fall foul of.

The poor are merely sentinmental, and very excusably sentinental,

if they praise the gentleman for having a ready hand and ready noney.
But they are strictly slaves and sycophants if they praise him

for having a ready tongue. For that they have far nore thensel ves.

The el enment of oligarchical sentinment in these novels,

however, has, | think, another and subtler aspect, an aspect

nore difficult to understand and nore worth understandi ng.

The nodern gentleman, particularly the nodern English gentlenan,

has becone so central and inportant in these books, and through
themin the whole of our current literature and our current node

of thought, that certain qualities of his, whether original or recent,
essential or accidental, have altered the quality of our English conedy.
In particular, that stoical ideal, absurdly supposed to be

the English ideal, has stiffened and chilled us. It is not

the English ideal; but it is to sone extent the aristocratic ideal

or it may be only the ideal of aristocracy in its autum or decay.

The gentleman is a Stoic because he is a sort of savage,

because he is filled with a great elenental fear that some stranger
will speak to him That is why a third-class carriage is a commnity,
while a first-class carriage is a place of wild hermts.

But this matter, which is difficult, I nay be permitted to approach
in a nore circuitous way.

The haunting el ement of ineffectual ness which runs through so nuch

of the witty and epigrammatic fiction fashionable during the |ast

ei ght or ten years, which runs through such works of a real though
varying ingenuity as "Dodo," or "Concerning |sabel Carnaby,"

or even "Sonme Enotions and a Moral," nmay be expressed in various ways,



but to nmost of us | think it will ultimately anbunt to the sanme thing
This new frivolity is inadequate because there is in it no strong sense
of an unuttered joy. The men and wonen who exchange the repartees

may not only be hating each other, but hating even thensel ves.

Any one of them might be bankrupt that day, or sentenced to be shot

the next. They are joking, not because they are nerry, but because
they are not; out of the enptiness of the heart the nouth speaketh.
Even when they tal k pure nonsense it is a careful nonsense--a nonsense
of which they are economical, or, to use the perfect expression

of M. W S. Glbert in "Patience," it is such "precious nonsense."
Even when they becone |ight-headed they do not becone |ight-hearted.

Al those who have read anything of the rationalismof the noderns know
that their Reason is a sad thing. But even their unreason is sad.

The causes of this incapacity are also not very difficult to indicate.
The chief of all, of course, is that m serable fear of being sentinental
which is the meanest of all the nmodern terrors--neaner even than

the terror which produces hygi ene. Everywhere the robust and

uproari ous humour has come fromthe nen who were capable not nerely

of sentimentalism but a very silly sentinmentalism There has been

no hunour so robust or uproarious as that of the sentinentali st

Steele or the sentinentalist Sterne or the sentinmentalist D ckens.
These creatures who wept |ike wonen were the creatures who | aughed
like nen. It is true that the hunour of M cawber is good literature
and that the pathos of little Nell is bad. But the kind of nman

who had the courage to wite so badly in the one case is the kind

of man who woul d have the courage to wite so well in the other.

The sane unconsci ousness, the sane viol ent innocence, the same

gi gant esque scal e of action which brought the Napol eon of Conedy

his Jena brought himalso his Moscow. And herein is especially

shown the frigid and feeble limtations of our nodern wits.

They make violent efforts, they nmake heroic and al nost pathetic efforts,
but they cannot really wite badly. There are nonents when we

al nost think that they are achieving the effect, but our hope

shrivels to nothing the nonent we conpare their little failures

with the enornous inmbecilities of Byron or Shakespeare.

For a hearty laugh it is necessary to have touched the heart.

I do not know why touching the heart should al ways be connected only
with the idea of touching it to conpassion or a sense of distress.
The heart can be touched to joy and triunph; the heart can be
touched to anusenment. But all our conedians are tragi c conedi ans.
These | ater fashionable witers are so pessinmistic in bone

and marrow that they never seem able to i nagi ne the heart having

any concern with mirth. Wen they speak of the heart, they always
nean the pangs and di sappoi ntnents of the enotional life.

VWen they say that a man's heart is in the right place,

t hey nmean, apparently, that it is in his boots. Qur ethical societies
understand fell owship, but they do not understand good fell owship.
Simlarly, our wits understand talk, but not what Dr. Johnson called

a good talk. In order to have, like Dr. Johnson, a good talk,

it is enphatically necessary to be, like Dr. Johnson, a good man--
to have friendshi p and honour and an abysmnal tenderness.

Above all, it is necessary to be openly and i ndecently hunane,

to confess with fulness all the prinmary pities and fears of Adam
Johnson was a cl ear-headed hunorous man, and therefore he did not
m nd tal king seriously about religion. Johnson was a brave nman
one of the bravest that ever wal ked, and therefore he did not nind
avowi ng to any one his consuning fear of death.



The idea that there is sonething English in the repression of one's
feelings is one of those ideas which no Englishman ever heard of unti
Engl and began to be governed exclusively by Scotchnen, Americans,
and Jews. At the best, the idea is a generalization fromthe Duke
of Wellington--who was an Irishman. At the worst, it is a part

of that silly Teutoni smwhich knows as little about England as it
does about ant hropol ogy, but which is always talking about Vikings.
As a matter of fact, the Vikings did not repress their feelings in
the least. They cried |like babies and ki ssed each other like girls;
in short, they acted in that respect like Achilles and all strong
heroes the children of the gods. And though the English nationality
has probably not much nore to do with the Vikings than the French
nationality or the Irish nationality, the English have certainly
been the children of the Vikings in the matter of tears and ki sses.
It is not nerely true that all the nost typically English nmen

of letters, |like Shakespeare and Di ckens, Richardson and Thackeray,
were sentimentalists. It is also true that all the nmost typically English
men of action were sentinmentalists, if possible, nore sentinental.
In the great Elizabethan age, when the English nation was finally
hamrered out, in the great eighteenth century when the British
Enpire was being built up everywhere, where in all these tines,
where was this synbolic stoical Englishman who dresses in drab

and bl ack and represses his feelings? Wre all the Elizabethan
pal | adins and pirates like that? Wre any of themlike that?

Was Grenville concealing his enpotions when he broke w ne-gl asses

to pieces with his teeth and bit themtill the blood poured down?
WAs Essex restraining his excitement when he threw his hat into the sea?
Did Raleigh think it sensible to answer the Spani sh guns only,

as Stevenson says, with a flourish of insulting trunpets?

Did Sydney ever miss an opportunity of nmaking a theatrical remark in
the whol e course of his |ife and death? Wre even the Puritans Stoics?
The English Puritans repressed a good deal, but even they were

too English to repress their feelings. It was by a great miracle

of genius assuredly that Carlyle contrived to admre sinultaneously
two things so irreconcil ably opposed as silence and Aiver Cromnell.
Cromwel | was the very reverse of a strong, silent nan.

Cromnel | was al ways tal king, when he was not crying. Nobody, | suppose,
wi || accuse the author of "Gace Aboundi ng" of being ashamed

of his feelings. MIlton, indeed, it mght be possible to represent
as a Stoic; in sone sense he was a Stoic, just as he was a prig

and a pol ygam st and several other unpleasant and heat hen things.

But when we have passed that great and desol ate name, which may
really be counted an exception, we find the tradition of English
enotionalismimediately resuned and unbrokenly conti nuous.

What ever nay have been the noral beauty of the passions

of Etheridge and Dorset, Sedley and Bucki ngham they cannot

be accused of the fault of fastidiously concealing them

Charles the Second was very popular with the English because,

like all the jolly English kings, he displayed his passions.

Wl liamthe Dutchman was very unpopul ar with the English because,

not being an Englishman, he did hide his enptions. He was, in fact,
precisely the ideal Englishman of our nmodern theory; and precisely
for that reason all the real Englishnmen |oathed himlike | eprosy.
Wth the rise of the great England of the eighteenth century,

we find this open and enotional tone still nmaintained in letters

and politics, in arts and in arnms. Perhaps the only quality

whi ch was possessed in comon by the great Fielding, and the

great Richardson was that neither of themhid their feelings.

Swi ft, indeed, was hard and | ogical, because Swift was Irish

And when we pass to the soldiers and the rulers, the patriots and



the enpire-builders of the eighteenth century, we find, as | have said,
that they were, |If possible, nore ronmantic than the ronancers,

nore poetical than the poets. Chatham who showed the world

all his strength, showed the House of Comons all his weakness.

Wl fe wal ked. about the roomwi th a drawn sword calling hinself
Caesar and Hanni bal, and went to death with poetry in his nouth.
Clive was a man of the sanme type as Cromwel |l or Bunyan, or, for the
matter of that, Johnson--that is, he was a strong, sensible nman

with a kind of running spring of hysteria and melancholy in him

Li ke Johnson, he was all the nore healthy because he was norbid.

The tales of all the admirals and adventurers of that England are
full of braggadocio, of sentinentality, of splendid affectation.

But it is scarcely necessary to multiply exanples of the essentially
romanti ¢ Englishman when one exanpl e towers above them all

M. Rudyard Kipling has said conplacently of the English

"We do not fall on the neck and ki ss when we cone together."

It is true that this ancient and universal custom has vani shed with
t he nodern weakeni ng of England. Sydney woul d have thought not hing
of kissing Spenser. But | willingly concede that M. Broderick
woul d not be likely to kiss M. Arnold-Foster, if that be any proof
of the increased nmanliness and military greatness of England.

But the Englishman who does not show his feelings has not altogether
gi ven up the power of seeing sonmething English in the great sea-hero
of the Napol eonic war. You cannot break the | egend of Nel son

And across the sunset of that glory is witten in flaning letters
for ever the great English sentinment, "Kiss nme, Hardy."

This ideal of self-repression, then, is, whatever else it is, not English

It is, perhaps, somewhat Oriental, it is slightly Prussian, but in

the main it does not cone, | think, fromany racial or national source.
It is, as | have said, in sone sense aristocratic; it comes

not froma people, but froma class. Even aristocracy, | think

was not quite so stoical in the days when it was really strong.

But whether this unenotional ideal be the genuine tradition of

the gentleman, or only one of the inventions of the nodern gentl enan
(who may be called the decayed gentlenan), it certainly has sonething

to do with the unenotional quality in these society novels.
Fromrepresenting aristocrats as people who suppressed their feelings,

it has been an easy step to representing aristocrats as people who had no
feelings to suppress. Thus the nbdern oligarchist has nade a virtue for
the oligarchy of the hardness as well as the brightness of the dianond.
Li ke a sonneteer addressing his lady in the seventeenth century,

he seens to use the word "cold" al nmbst as a eul ogium and the word
"heartl ess" as a kind of conplinment. O course, in people so incurably
ki nd-hearted and babyi sh as are the English gentry, it would be

i npossible to create anything that can be called positive cruelty;

so in these books they exhibit a sort of negative cruelty.

They cannot be cruel in acts, but they can be so in words.

Al this neans one thing, and one thing only. It neans that the living
and invigorating ideal of England nust be | ooked for in the nasses;

it must be | ooked for where Dickens found it--Di ckens anbng whose glories
it was to be a hunorist, to be a sentinmentalist, to be an optimi st,

to be a poor man, to be an Englishman, but the greatest of whose glories
was that he saw all nmankind in its amazing and tropical |uxuriance,

and did not even notice the aristocracy; Dickens, the greatest

of whose glories was that he could not describe a gentl eman.

XVl On M. McCabe and a Divine Frivolity



A critic once renonstrated with me saying, with an air of

i ndi gnant reasonabl eness, "If you must nmake jokes, at |east you need
not nmake them on such serious subjects.” | replied with a natura
sinmplicity and wonder, "About what other subjects can one make

j okes except serious subjects?" It is quite useless to talk

about profane jesting. Al jesting is in its nature profane,

in the sense that it must be the sudden realization that something
which thinks itself solemm is not so very solemn after all

If a joke is not a joke about religion or norals, it is a joke about
pol i ce-magi strates or scientific professors or undergraduates dressed
up as Queen Victoria. And people joke about the police-magistrate
nore than they joke about the Pope, not because the police-magistrate
is a nore frivolous subject, but, on the contrary, because the
police-magi strate is a nore serious subject than the Pope.

The Bi shop of Rome has no jurisdiction in this real mof England,
whereas the police-magistrate may bring his solemity to bear quite
suddenly upon us. Men nake jokes about old scientific professors,
even nore than they nake them about bishops--not because science

is lighter than religion, but because science is always by its
nature nore solem and austere than religion. It is not |

it is not even a particular class of journalists or jesters

who make jokes about the matters which are of nost awful inport;

it is the whole human race. |If there is one thing nore than another
whi ch any one will admt who has the snallest know edge of the world,
it is that nen are always speaking gravely and earnestly and with

t he utnost possible care about the things that are not inportant,

but al ways tal king frivol ously about the things that are.

Men talk for hours with the faces of a college of cardinals about
things like golf, or tobacco, or waistcoats, or party politics.

But all the nost grave and dreadful things in the world are the ol dest
jokes in the world--being married; being hanged.

One gentl eman, however, M. MCabe, has in this matter nade

to me sonething that alnbst anbunts to a personal appeal

and as he happens to be a man for whose sincerity and intellectual
virtue | have a high respect, | do not feel inclined to let it
pass wi thout sone attenpt to satisfy nmy critic in the matter

M. MCabe devotes a considerable part of the last essay in

the collection called "Christianity and Rationalismon Trial"

to an objection, not to ny thesis, but to ny nethod, and a very

friendly and dignified appeal to me to alter it. | ammuch inclined
to defend nmyself in this matter out of mere respect for M. MCabe,
and still nore so out of mere respect for the truth which is, | think

in danger by his error, not only in this question, but in others.

In order that there nmay be no injustice done in the matter

| will quote M. MCabe hinmself. "But before | follow M. Chesterton
in sone detail | would nmake a general observation on his nethod.

He is as serious as | amin his ultinate purpose, and | respect
himfor that. He knows, as | do, that hunmanity stands at a sol emm
parting of the ways. Towards some unknown goal it presses through

t he ages, inpelled by an overnastering desire of happiness.

To-day it hesitates, lightheartedly enough, but every serious

t hi nker knows how nonentous the decision nmay be. It is, apparently,
deserting the path of religion and entering upon the path of secul arism
WIIl it lose itself in quagnmires of sensuality down this new path,

and pant and toil through years of civic and industrial anarchy,

only to learn it had lost the road, and rmust return to religion?

O will it find that at last it is |eaving the msts and the quagmres



behind it; that it is ascending the slope of the hill so long diny
di scerned ahead, and nmking straight for the |ong-sought Utopia?
This is the drana of our time, and every man and every woman

shoul d understand it.

"M . Chesterton understands it. Further, he gives us

credit for understanding it. He has nothing of that paltry
meanness or strange density of so many of his coll eagues,

who put us down as aim ess iconoclasts or noral anarchists.

He admts that we are waging a thankless war for what we

take to be Truth and Progress. He is doing the sane.

But why, in the name of all that is reasonable, should we,

when we are agreed on the nonentousness of the issue either way,
forthwith desert serious methods of conducting the controversy?
Why, when the vital need of our tine is to i nduce nen

and wonen to collect their thoughts occasionally, and be nen

and woren--nay, to renenber that they are really gods that hold
the destinies of humanity on their knees--why should we think

that this kal ei doscopic play of phrases is inopportune?

The ballets of the Al hanbra, and the fireworks of the Crystal Pal ace,
and M. Chesterton's Daily News articles, have their place in life.
But how a serious social student can think of curing the

t hought | essness of our generation by strained paradoxes; of giving
peopl e a sane grasp of social problens by literary sleight-of-hand;
of settling inportant questions by a reckless shower of
rocket - met aphors and inaccurate “facts,' and the substitution

of imagination for judgment, | cannot see."

| quote this passage with a particul ar pl easure, because M. MCabe
certainly cannot put too strongly the degree to which I give him

and his school credit for their conplete sincerity and responsibility
of philosophical attitude. | amquite certain that they nean every
word they say. | also nean every word | say. But why is it that

M. MCabe has sone sort of nysterious hesitation about adnitting

that I nmean every word | say; why is it that he is not quite as certain
of my nental responsibility as | amof his nental responsibility?

If we attenpt to answer the question directly and well, we shall

I think, have conme to the root of the matter by the shortest cut.

M. MCabe thinks that | amnot serious but only funny,

because M. MCabe thinks that funny is the opposite of serious.

Funny is the opposite of not funny, and of nothing el se.

The question of whether a nan expresses hinself in a grotesque

or | aughabl e phraseology, or in a stately and restrai ned phraseol ogy,
is not a question of nmotive or of noral state, it is a question

of instinctive |anguage and sel f-expressi on. Wiether a nan chooses

to tell the truth in [ong sentences or short jokes is a problem

anal ogous to whet her he chooses to tell the truth in French or German.
Whet her a man preaches his gospel grotesquely or gravely is nerely

i ke the question of whether he preaches it in prose or verse.

The question of whether Swift was funny in his irony is quite another sort
of question to the question of whether Swift was serious in his pessinsm
Surely even M. MCabe would not maintain that the nore funny
"Qulliver" is inits nethod the less it can be sincere in its object.
The truth is, as | have said, that in this sense the two qualities

of fun and seriousness have not hi ng whatever to do with each ot her,
they are no nore conparable than black and triangul ar.

M. Bernard Shaw is funny and sincere. M. George Robey is

funny and not sincere. M. MCabe is sincere and not funny.

The average Cabinet Mnister is not sincere and not funny.



In short, M. MCabe is under the influence of a primary fallacy
whi ch | have found very common m men of the clerical type.
Nunbers of clergynmen have fromtine to tine reproached ne for
nmaki ng j okes about religion; and they have al nost al ways i nvoked
the authority of that very sensi bl e commandnent whi ch says,
"Thou shalt not take the nane of the Lord thy God in vain."

O course, | pointed out that | was not in any conceivabl e sense
taking the name in vain. To take a thing and nmake a joke out of it
is not to take it invain. It is, on the contrary, to take it

and use it for an uncomonly good object. To use a thing in vain
nmeans to use it without use. But a joke may be exceedi ngly useful

it may contain the whole earthly sense, not to nention the whole
heavenly sense, of a situation. And those who find in the Bible

t he comandrment can find in the Bible any nunber of the jokes.

In the sane book in which God's nane is fenced from being taken in vain,
CGod hinsel f overwhelnms Job with a torrent of terrible levities.

The sane book whi ch says that God's name nmust not be taken vainly,

tal ks easily and carel essly about God I aughing and God w nki ng.
Evidently it is not here that we have to | ook for genuine

exanpl es of what is meant by a vain use of the name. And it is

not very difficult to see where we have really to look for it.

The people (as | tactfully pointed out to then) who really take

the nane of the Lord in vain are the clergynen thenselves. The thing
which is fundanentally and really frivolous is not a carel ess joke.
The thing which is fundamentally and really frivolous is a

carel ess solemity. |If M. MCabe really w shes to know what sort

of guarantee of reality and solidity is afforded by the mere act

of what is called talking seriously, let himspend a happy Sunday

in going the round of the pulpits. O, better still, let himdrop

in at the House of Commons or the House of Lords. Even M. MCabe
woul d admit that these nen are solem--nore solemn than | am

And even M. MCabe, | think, would adnit that these nen are frivol ous--
nore frivolous than | am Wiy should M. MCabe be so el oquent

about the danger arising fromfantastic and paradoxical witers?

Why shoul d he be so ardent in desiring grave and verbose witers?
There are not so very many fantastic and paradoxical witers.

But there are a gigantic nunber of grave and verbose witers;

and it is by the efforts of the grave and verbose witers

that everything that M. MCabe detests (and everything that

| detest, for that matter) is kept in existence and energy.

How can it have conme about that a man as intelligent as M. MCabe
can think that paradox and jesting stop the way? It is solemity
that is stopping the way in every departnent of nodern effort.

It is his owmn favourite "serious nmethods;" it is his own favourite
"monent ousness;" it is his own favourite "judgnent" which stops

the way everywhere. Every man who has ever headed a deputation

to a minister knows this. Every man who has ever witten a letter

to the Tines knows it. Every rich nan who w shes to stop the nouths
of the poor tal ks about "nonentousness." Every Cabinet mnister

who has not got an answer suddenly devel ops a "judgnent."

Every sweater who uses vile nethods recommends "serious mnethods. "

| said a nonent ago that sincerity had nothing to do with solemity,
but | confess that | amnot so certain that | was right.

In the nodern world, at any rate, | amnot so sure that | was right.
In the nodern world solemity is the direct eneny of sincerity.

In the nodern world sincerity is al nost always on one side, and solemity
al nost always on the other. The only answer possible to the fierce
and glad attack of sincerity is the m serable answer of solemity.

Let M. MCabe, or any one else who is nuch concerned that we should be



grave in order to be sincere, sinply inagine the scene in sone governnent
office in which M. Bernard Shaw should head a Soci alist deputation

to M. Austen Chamberlain. On which side would be the solemity?

And on which the sincerity?

| am indeed, delighted to discover that M. MCabe reckons

M. Shaw along with me in his system of condemmation of frivolity.

He said once, | believe, that he al ways wanted M. Shaw to | abe

hi s paragraphs serious or conic. | do not know which paragraphs

of M. Shaw are paragraphs to be | abelled serious; but surely

there can be no doubt that this paragraph of M. MCabe's is

one to be labelled comc. He also says, in the article | am

now di scussing, that M. Shaw has the reputation of deliberately
sayi ng everything which his hearers do not expect himto say.

I need not | abour the inconclusiveness and weakness of this, because it
has al ready been dealt with in ny remarks on M. Bernard Shaw.

Suffice it to say here that the only serious reason which | can inagine
i nduci ng any one person to listen to any other is, that the first person
| ooks to the second person with an ardent faith and a fixed attention
expecting himto say what he does not expect himto say.

It may be a paradox, but that is because paradoxes are true

It may not be rational, but that is because rationalismis wong.

But clearly it is quite true that whenever we go to hear a prophet or
teacher we may or may not expect wit, we may or may not expect el oquence,
but we do expect what we do not expect. W nay not expect the true,

we may not even expect the w se, but we do expect the unexpected.

If we do not expect the unexpected, why do we go there at all?

If we expect the expected, why do we not sit at hone and expect

it by ourselves? |If M. MCabe nmeans nerely this about M. Shaw,

that he al ways has sonme unexpected application of his doctrine

to give to those who listen to him what he says is quite true,

and to say it is only to say that M. Shaw is an original man.

But if he means that M. Shaw has ever professed or preached any
doctrine but one, and that his own, then what he says is not true.

It is not my business to defend M. Shaw, as has been seen al ready,

| disagree with himaltogether. But | do not mind, on his behalf
offering in this matter a flat defiance to all his ordi nary opponents,
such as M. MCabe. | defy M. MCabe, or anybody else, to nmention
one single instance in which M. Shaw has, for the sake of wit

or novelty, taken up any position which was not directly deducible

fromthe body of his doctrine as el sewhere expressed. | have been
| am happy to say, a tolerably close student of M. Shaw s utterances,
and | request M. MCabe, if he will not believe that |I mean

anything else, to believe that | mean this challenge.

Al this, however, is a parenthesis. The thing with which | am here

i medi ately concerned is M. MCabe's appeal to me not to be so frivol ous.
Let me return to the actual text of that appeal. There are,

of course, a great many things that | mght say about it in detail.

But | may start with saying that M. MCabe is in error in supposing
that the danger which | anticipate fromthe di sappearance

of religion is the increase of sensuality. On the contrary,

| should be inclined to anticipate a decrease in sensuality,

because | anticipate a decrease in life. | do not think that under
nodern Western naterialismwe should have anarchy. | doubt whether we
shoul d have enough individual valour and spirit even to have liberty.
It is quite an ol d-fashioned fallacy to suppose that our objection

to scepticismis that it renmoves the discipline fromlife.

Qur objection to scepticismis that it renoves the notive power.
Materialismis not a thing which destroys nere restraint.



Materialismitself is the great restraint. The MCabe schoo
advocates a political liberty, but it denies spiritual |iberty.

That is, it abolishes the | aws which coul d be broken, and substitutes
laws that cannot. And that is the real slavery.

The truth is that the scientific civilization in which M. MCabe
bel i eves has one rather particular defect; it is perpetually tending
to destroy that denocracy or power of the ordinary nman in which

M. MCabe al so believes. Science nmeans specialism and specialism
neans oligarchy. |f you once establish the habit of trusting
particular nen to produce particular results in physics or astronony,
you | eave the door open for the equally natural denand that you
shoul d trust particular men to do particular things in government
and the coercing of men. |If, you feel it to be reasonable that

one beetle should be the only study of one man, and that one nan

the only student of that one beetle, it is surely a very harnl ess
consequence to go on to say that politics should be the only study
of one man, and that one man the only student of politics.

As | have pointed out elsewhere in this book, the expert is nore
aristocratic than the aristocrat, because the aristocrat is only

the man who lives well, while the expert is the nan who knows better
But if we look at the progress of our scientific civilization we see
a gradual increase everywhere of the specialist over the popul ar function
Once nen sang together round a table in chorus; now one man

sings alone, for the absurd reason that he can sing better

If scientific civilization goes on (which is npst inprobable)

only one man will |augh, because he can | augh better than the rest.

I do not know that | can express this nore shortly than by taking

as a text the single sentence of M. MCabe, which runs as foll ows:
"The ballets of the Alhanbra and the fireworks of the Crystal Pal ace
and M. Chesterton's Daily News articles have their places in life."

I wish that ny articles had as noble a place as either of the other
two things nmentioned. But let us ask ourselves (in a spirit of |ove,
as M. Chadband woul d say), what are the ballets of the Al hanbra?

The ballets of the Al hanbra are institutions in which a particular

sel ected row of persons in pink go through an operation known

as dancing. Now, in all conmonweal ths doninated by a religion--

in the Christian comopnwealths of the Mddle Ages and in many

rude societies--this habit of dancing was a common habit with everybody,
and was not necessarily confined to a professional class.

A person coul d dance w t hout being a dancer; a person coul d dance

wi t hout being a specialist; a person could dance without being pink.
And, in proportion as M. MCabe's scientific civilization advances--
that is, in proportion as religious civilization (or real civilization)
decays--the nmore and nore "well trained," the nore and nore pink,
becorme the people who do dance, and the nmore and nore nunerous becone
t he people who don't. M. MCabe may recogni ze an exanple of what |
nean in the gradual discrediting in society of the anci ent European
waltz or dance with partners, and the substitution of that horrible
and degrading oriental interlude which is known as skirt-dancing.

That is the whol e essence of decadence, the effacenent of five

peopl e who do a thing for fun by one person who does it for noney.
Now it follows, therefore, that when M. MCabe says that the ballets
of the Al hanbra and ny articles "have their place in life,"

it ought to be pointed out to himthat he is doing his best

to create a world in which dancing, properly speaking, wll have

no place inlife at all. He is, indeed, trying to create a world

in which there will be no life for dancing to have a place in.

The very fact that M. MCabe thinks of dancing as a thing



bel onging to sone hired wonen at the Alhanbra is an illustration
of the same principle by which he is able to think of religion

as a thing belonging to some hired nen in white neckties.

Both these things are things which should not be done for us,

but by us. If M. MCabe were really religious he would be happy.
If he were really happy he woul d dance.

Briefly, we may put the matter in this way. The main point of nodern
life is not that the Al hanbra ballet has its place in life.

The main point, the main enornous tragedy of nodern life,

is that M. MCabe has not his place in the Al hanbra ballet.

The joy of changing and graceful posture, the joy of suiting the sw ng
of nmusic to the swing of linbs, the joy of whirling drapery,

the joy of standing on one leg,--all these should belong by rights

to M. MCabe and to nme; in short, to the ordinary healthy citizen
Probably we shoul d not consent to go through these evol utions.

But that is because we are m serabl e noderns and rationalists.

We do not merely love ourselves nmore than we | ove duty; we actually

| ove ourselves nore than we |ove joy.

When, therefore, M. MCabe says that he gives the Al hanbra dances
(and ny articles) their place in life, | think we are justified

in pointing out that by the very nature of the case of his phil osophy
and of his favourite civilization he gives thema very inadequate place.
For (if | may pursue the too flattering parallel) M. MCabe thinks
of the Al hanbra and of ny articles as two very odd and absurd things,
whi ch sone special people do (probably for noney) in order to amuse him
But if he had ever felt hinself the ancient, sublime, elenental,
human instinct to dance, he would have di scovered that dancing

is not a frivolous thing at all, but a very serious thing.

He woul d have discovered that it is the one grave and chaste

and decent method of expressing a certain class of enotions.

And sinilarly, if he had ever had, as M. Shaw and | have had,

the inpulse to what he calls paradox, he would have di scovered that
paradox again is not a frivolous thing, but a very serious thing.

He woul d have found that paradox sinply neans a certain defiant

joy which belongs to belief. | should regard any civilization

whi ch was w thout a universal habit of uproarious dancing as being,
fromthe full human point of view, a defective civilization.

And | should regard any nind which had not got the habit

in one formor another of uproarious thinking as being,

fromthe full human point of view, a defective mnd.

It is vain for M. MCabe to say that a ballet is a part of him

He should be part of a ballet, or else he is only part of a nman.

It isinvain for himto say that he is "not quarrelling

with the inportation of hunour into the controversy."

He ought hinself to be inporting humour into every controversy;

for unless a man is in part a hunorist, he is only in part a man

To sumup the whole matter very sinply, if M. MCabe asks ne why |
import frivolity into a discussion of the nature of man, | answer,
because frivolity is a part of the nature of man. |f he asks ne why
| introduce what he calls paradoxes into a phil osophical problem

| answer, because all phil osophical problens tend to become paradoxi cal
If he objects to ny treating of |life riotously, | reply that life
isariot. And | say that the Universe as | see it, at any rate,

is very much nore like the fireworks at the Crystal Palace than it

is like his own phil osophy. About the whole cosnmps there is a tense
and secret festivity--1like preparations for Guy Fawkes' day.

Eternity is the eve of sonething. | never look up at the stars

wi thout feeling that they are the fires of a school boy's rocket,



fixed in their everlasting fall.

XVII On the Wt of Wistler

That capabl e and ingenious witer, M. Arthur Synons,

has included in a book of essays recently published, | believe,

an apol ogia for "London N ghts,"” in which he says that norality
shoul d be wholly subordinated to art in criticism and he uses

t he sonmewhat singular argunent that art or the worship of beauty

is the same in all ages, while norality differs in every period

and in every respect. He appears to defy his critics or his

readers to nention any pernmanent feature or quality in ethics.

This is surely a very curious exanple of that extravagant bias

agai nst norality which makes so many ultra-nodern aesthetes as norbid
and fanatical as any Eastern hermt. Unquestionably it is a very
conmon phrase of nodern intellectualismto say that the norality

of one age can be entirely different to the norality of another

And |ike a great nmany ot her phrases of nodern intellectualism

it means literally nothing at all. If the two noralities

are entirely different, why do you call themboth noralities?

It is as if a man said, "Canels in various places are totally diverse;
sone have six |egs, sone have none, sonme have scal es, sone have feathers,
sonme have horns, sone have w ngs, sone are green, sonme are triangul ar.
There is no point which they have in common." The ordinary man

of sense would reply, "Then what nmakes you call themall canels?

VWat do you nean by a canmel? How do you know a canel when you see one?"
O course, there is a permanent substance of norality, as much

as there is a pernmanent substance of art; to say that is only to say
that norality is nmorality, and that art is art. An ideal art

critic would, no doubt, see the enduring beauty under every school
equal ly an ideal noralist would see the enduring ethic under every code.
But practically sone of the best Englishnmen that ever lived could see
nothing but filth and idolatry in the starry piety of the Brahnin.

And it is equally true that practically the greatest group of artists
that the world has ever seen, the giants of the Renai ssance,

coul d see nothing but barbarismin the ethereal energy of Gothic.

Thi s bias against norality anmong the nodern aesthetes is nothing
very much paraded. And yet it is not really a bias against norality;
it is a bias against other people's norality. It is generally
founded on a very definite noral preference for a certain sort

of life, pagan, plausible, humane. The nmodern aesthete, wi shing us
to believe that he val ues beauty nore than conduct, reads Ml arne,
and drinks absinthe in a tavern. But this is not only his favourite
ki nd of beauty; it is also his favourite kind of conduct.

If he really wished us to believe that he cared for beauty only,

he ought to go to nothing but Wsl eyan school treats, and paint

the sunlight in the hair of the Wsleyan babies. He ought to read
not hi ng but very el oquent theol ogi cal sernons by ol d-fashi oned
Presbyterian divines. Here the lack of all possible noral synpathy
woul d prove that his interest was purely verbal or pictorial, as it is;
in all the books he reads and wites he clings to the skirts

of his own nmorality and his own imorality. The chanpion of |"art
pour |"'art is always denouncing Ruskin for his noralizing.

If he were really a chanpion of |'art pour |'art, he would be al ways
i nsisting on Ruskin for his style.



The doctrine of the distinction between art and norality owes

a great part of its success to art and norality being hopel essly

m xed up in the persons and performances of its greatest exponents.

O this lucky contradiction the very incarnation was Wistler.

No man ever preached the inpersonality of art so well

no man ever preached the inpersonality of art so personally.

For him pictures had nothing to do with the problens of character

but for all his fiercest admirers his character was,

as a matter of fact far nore interesting than his pictures.

He gloried in standing as an artist apart fromright and w ong.

But he succeeded by talking fromnorning till night about his

rights and about his wongs. Hi s talents were many, his virtues,

it must be confessed, not many, beyond that kindness to tried friends,
on whi ch many of his biographers insist, but which surely is a
quality of all sane nmen, of pirates and pi ckpockets; beyond this,

his outstanding virtues linmt thenselves chiefly to two adm rable ones--
courage and an abstract |ove of good work. Yet | fancy he won

at last nore by those two virtues than by all his talents.

A man nust be something of a nmoralist if he is to preach, even if he is
to preach unnorality. Professor Walter Raleigh, in his "In Menoriam
James McNeill Whistler," insists, truly enough, on the strong

streak of an eccentric honesty in matters strictly pictori al

whi ch ran through his conplex and slightly confused character.

"He woul d destroy any of his works rather than | eave a carel ess

or inexpressive touch within the limts of the frane.

He woul d begin again a hundred tines over rather than attenpt

by patching to make his work seembetter than it was."

No one will blame Professor Raleigh, who had to read a sort of funera
oration over Wistler at the opening of the Menorial Exhibition,

if, finding hinself in that position, he confined hinself nostly

to the nerits and the stronger qualities of his subject.

We should naturally go to sone other type of conposition

for a proper consideration of the weaknesses of Wi stler.

But these must never be omitted fromour view of him

I ndeed, the truth is that it was not so nuch a question of the weaknesses
of Whistler as of the intrinsic and primary weakness of Wi stler

He was one of those people who live up to their enotional incones,
who are always taut and tingling with vanity. Hence he had

no strength to spare; hence he had no kindness, no geniality;

for geniality is alnost definable as strength to spare.

He had no god-Ilike carel essness; he never forgot hinself;

his whole life was, to use his own expression, an arrangenent.

He went in for "the art of living"--a mserable trick

In a word, he was a great artist; but enphatically not a great nan

In this connection | nust differ strongly with Professor Ral eigh upon
what is, froma superficial literary point of view one of his nost
effective points. He conpares Wistler's laughter to the |aughter

of another man who was a great nman as well as a great artist.

"His attitude to the public was exactly the attitude taken up by
Robert Browni ng, who suffered as |ong a period of neglect and ni stake,
in those Iines of “The Ring and the Book'--

"“Well, British Public, ye who |ike nme not,
(God I ove you!) and will have your proper |augh
At the dark question; laugh it! [I'd laugh first.

"M. Wistler," adds Professor Raleigh, "always |aughed first."
The truth is, | believe, that Wiistler never |aughed at all.
There was no | aughter in his nature; because there was no thoughtl| essness



and sel f-abandonnent, no humility. | cannot understand anybody
reading "The Gentle Art of Making Enemi es" and thinking that there
is any laughter in the wit. Hs wit is atorture to him

He twists hinmself into arabesques of verbal felicity; he is ful

of a fierce carefulness; he is inspired with the conplete seriousness
of sincere malice. He hurts hinself to hurt his opponent.
Browni ng did | augh, because Browning did not care; Browning did
not care, because Browning was a great nan. And when Browni ng
said in brackets to the sinple, sensible people who did not Iike
hi s books, "God |ove you!" he was not sneering in the |east.

He was | aughing--that is to say, he neant exactly what he said.

There are three distinct classes of great satirists who are al so great nen--
that is to say, three classes of nmen who can | augh at sonethi ng without
losing their souls. The satirist of the first type is the man who,
first of all enjoys hinself, and then enjoys his enenies.

In this sense he |l oves his eneny, and by a kind of exaggeration of
Christianity he loves his eneny the nore the nmore he becones an eneny.
He has a sort of overwhel mi ng and aggressive happiness in his

assertion of anger; his curse is as hunan as a benediction

O this type of satire the great exanple is Rabelais. This is

the first typical exanple of satire, the satire which is vol uble,

which is violent, which is indecent, but which is not malicious.

The satire of Whistler was not this. He was never in any of his
controversies sinply happy; the proof of it is that he never tal ked
absol ute nonsense. There is a second type of nind which produces satire
with the quality of greatness. That is enbodied in the satirist whose
passions are released and let go by sonme intol erabl e sense of w ong.

He is maddened by the sense of nen bei ng naddened; his tongue

becones an unruly nmenber, and testifies against all nankind

Such a man was Swift, in whomthe saeva indignatio was a bitterness

to others, because it was a bitterness to hinself. Such a satirist

VWi stler was not. He did not |augh because he was happy, |ike Rabel ais.
But neither did he | augh because he was unhappy, |ike Swift.

The third type of great satire is that in which he satirist is enabled
to rise superior to his victimin the only serious sense which
superiority can bear, in that of pitying the sinner and respecting
the man even while he satirises both. Such an achi evenent can be
found in a thing like Pope's "Atticus" a poemin which the satirist
feels that he is satirising the weaknesses whi ch bel ong specially

to literary genius. Consequently he takes a pleasure in pointing

out his enemy's strength before he points out his weakness.

That is, perhaps, the highest and nobst honourable formof satire.

That is not the satire of Whistler. He is not full of a great sorrow
for the wong done to human nature; for himthe wong is altogether
done to hinself.

He was not a great personality, because he thought so much

about hinself. And the case is stronger even than that.

He was sonetines not even a great artist, because he thought

so much about art. Any man with a vital know edge of the human
psychol ogy ought to have the nost profound suspicion of anybody

who clains to be an artist, and talks a great deal about art.

Art is a right and human thing, |ike walking or saying one's prayers;
but the noment it begins to be tal ked about very solemly, a man

may be fairly certain that the thing has cone into a congestion

and a kind of difficulty.

The artistic tenperanent is a disease that afflicts amateurs



It is a disease which arises fromnen not having sufficient power of
expression to utter and get rid of the elenent of art in their being.
It is healthful to every sane man to utter the art within him

it is essential to every sane man to get rid of the art within him
at all costs. Artists of a |large and whol esone vitality get rid

of their art easily, as they breathe easily, or perspire easily.

But in artists of less force, the thing becones a pressure,

and produces a definite pain, which is called the artistic tenperanent.
Thus, very great artists are able to be ordinary men--

nen |i ke Shakespeare or Browning. There are nmany real tragedies

of the artistic tenperanent, tragedies of vanity or violence or fear
But the great tragedy of the artistic tenmperament is that it cannot
produce any art.

Wi stler could produce art; and in so far he was a great man.

But he could not forget art; and in so far he was only a man with

the artistic tenperament. There can be no stronger manifestation

of the man who is a really great artist than the fact that he can

di smiss the subject of art; that he can, upon due occasion

wi sh art at the bottomof the sea. Simlarly, we should al ways

be much nmore inclined to trust a solicitor who did not talk about
conveyanci ng over the nuts and wine. Wat we really desire of any
man conducting any business is that the full force of an ordinary

man should be put into that particular study. W do not desire

that the full force of that study should be put into an ordinary nan.
We do not in the |east wish that our particular |awsuit should

pour its energy into our barrister's ganes with his children

or rides on his bicycle, or nmeditations on the norning star.

But we do, as a matter of fact, desire that his ganmes with his children
and his rides on his bicycle, and his neditations on the norning star
shoul d pour sonething of their energy into our lawsuit. W do desire
that if he has gai ned any especial |ung devel opment fromthe bicycle,
or any bright and pl easing netaphors fromthe norning star, that the should
be placed at our disposal in that particular forensic controversy.

In a word, we are very glad that he is an ordinary nman, since that
may help himto be an exceptional |awer

Wi stl er never ceased to be an artist. As M. Max Beerbohm poi nt ed
out in one of his extraordinarily sensible and sincere critiques,
Wi stler really regarded Wiistler as his greatest work of art.

The white | ock, the single eyeglass, the renmarkabl e hat--

these were rmuch dearer to himthan any nocturnes or arrangenments
that he ever threw off. He could throw off the nocturnes;

for sone nysterious reason he could not throw off the hat.

He never threw off from hinself that di sproportionate accunul ati on
of aestheticismwhich is the burden of the amateur

It need hardly be said that this is the real explanation of the thing
whi ch has puzzled so many dilettante critics, the probl em of the extrene
ordi nari ness of the behaviour of so many great geniuses in history.
Their behaviour was so ordinary that it was not recorded;

hence it was so ordinary that it seened nysterious. Hence people say
t hat Bacon wote Shakespeare. The nodern artistic tenperanment cannot
under stand how a man who could wite such lyrics as Shakespeare wote,
could be as keen as Shakespeare was on business transactions in a
little town in Warwi ckshire. The explanation is sinple enough

it is that Shakespeare had a real lyrical inmpulse, wote a real lyric,
and so got rid of the inpulse and went about his business.

Being an artist did not prevent himfrom being an ordi nary nan,

any nore than being a sleeper at night or being a diner at dinner



prevented him from being an ordi nary nan

Al'l very great teachers and | eaders have had this habit

of assuming their point of viewto be one which was human

and casual, one which would readily appeal to every passing nan.

If a man is genuinely superior to his fellows the first thing

that he believes inis the equality of man. W can see this,

for instance, in that strange and innocent rationality w th which

Christ addressed any notley crowd that happened to stand about H m

"What man of you having a hundred sheep, and |osing one, would not |eave
the ninety and nine in the wlderness, and go after that which was | ost?"
O, again, "What man of you if his son ask for bread will he give

hima stone, or if he ask for a fish will he give hima serpent?"

Thi s plainness, this alnost prosaic camaraderie, is the note of al

very great m nds.

To very great minds the things on which nen agree are so i mmeasurably
nore inportant than the things on which they differ, that the latter
for all practical purposes, disappear. They have too nmuch in them

of an ancient |aughter even to endure to discuss the difference

bet ween the hats of two men who were both born of a woman,

or between the subtly varied cultures of two men who have both to die

The first-rate great man is equal with other nen, |ike Shakespeare.
The second-rate great man is on his knees to other nen, |ike Whitnman.
The third-rate great man is superior to other nen, |ike Wistler

XVII1 The Fallacy of the Young Nation

To say that a man is an idealist is nmerely to say that he is

a man; but, nevertheless, it mght be possible to effect some

valid distinction between one kind of idealist and anot her.

One possible distinction, for instance, could be effected by saying that
humanity is divided into conscious idealists and unconsci ous idealists.
In a simlar way, humanity is divided into conscious ritualists and.
unconscious ritualists. The curious thing is, in that exanple as

in others, that it is the conscious ritualismwhich is conparatively
sinpl e, the unconscious ritual which is really heavy and conplicated.
The ritual which is conparatively rude and straightforward is

the ritual which people call "ritualistic." It consists of plain
things Iike bread and wine and fire, and nmen falling on their faces.

But the ritual which is really conplex, and nmany col oured, and el aborate,
and needlessly formal, is the ritual which people enact w thout

knowing it. It consists not of plain things |like wine and fire,

but of really peculiar, and local, and exceptional, and ingenious things--
things Iike door-mats, and door-knockers, and electric bells,

and silk hats, and white ties, and shiny cards, and confetti.

The truth is that the nodern nan scarcely ever gets back to very old
and sinpl e things except when he is performng sone religious numery.
The nodern man can hardly get away fromritual except by entering
aritualistic church. |In the case of these old and nystica

formalities we can at least say that the ritual is not nere ritual

that the synbols enployed are in nost cases synbols which belong to a
primary human poetry. The nost ferocious opponent of the Christian
cerenonials must adnmit that if Catholicismhad not instituted

t he bread and wi ne, sonebody el se would npst probably have done so.

Any one with a poetical instinct will admt that to the ordinary

human instinct bread synbolizes sonethi ng which cannot very easily



be synbolized otherwi se; that wine, to the ordinary human instinct,
synbol i zes somet hi ng which cannot very easily be synbolized otherw se
But white ties in the evening are ritual, and nothing else but ritual
No one would pretend that white ties in the evening are primary

and poetical. Nobody would nmaintain that the ordinary human instinct
woul d in any age or country tend to synbolize the idea of evening

by a white necktie. Rather, the ordinary hunan instinct woul d,

| imagine, tend to synbolize evening by cravats with sone of the colours
of the sunset, not white neckties, but tawny or crinson neckties--
neckties of purple or olive, or sonme darkened gold. M. J. A Kensit,
for exanple, is under the inpression that he is not a ritualist.

But the daily life of M. J. A Kensit, like that of any ordinary
nodern man, is, as a matter of fact, one continual and conpressed
cat al ogue of nystical munmery and flumery. To take one instance

out of an inevitable hundred: | inmagine that M. Kensit takes

off his hat to a lady; and what can be nore solem and absurd,
considered in the abstract, than, synbolizing the existence of the other
sex by taking off a portion of your clothing and waving it in the air?
This, | repeat, is not a natural and prinitive synmbol, like fire or food.
A man night just as well have to take off his waistcoat to a | ady;

and if a man, by the social ritual of his civilization, had to take off
his wai stcoat to a | ady, every chivalrous and sensible man woul d take
off his waistcoat to a lady. 1In short, M. Kensit, and those who agree
with him may think, and quite sincerely think, that nen give too

much i ncense and cerenpnial to their adoration of the other world.

But nobody thinks that he can give too nuch incense and cerenoni al

to the adoration of this world. Al nen, then, are ritualists, but are
ei t her conscious or unconscious ritualists. The conscious ritualists
are generally satisfied with a few very sinple and el enentary signs;

t he unconscious ritualists are not satisfied with anything short

of the whole of human life, being alnbst insanely ritualistic.

The first is called a ritualist because he invents and renenbers

one rite; the other is called an anti-ritualist because he obeys

and forgets a thousand. And a somewhat simlar distinction

to this which | have drawn with sone unavoi dabl e | ength,

bet ween the conscious ritualist and the unconscious ritualist,

exi sts between the conscious idealist and the unconscious idealist.

It is idle to inveigh against cynics and materialists--there are

no cynics, there are no materialists. Every man is idealistic;

only it so often happens that he has the wong ideal

Every man is incurably sentinental; but, unfortunately, it is so often
a false sentinent. Wen we talk, for instance, of some unscrupul ous
conmercial figure, and say that he would do anything for noney,

we use quite an inaccurate expression, and we sl ander himvery nuch.

He woul d not do anything for noney. He would do sone things for noney;
he woul d sell his soul for nobney, for instance; and, as Mrabeau
hunorously said, he would be quite wise "to take noney for rnuck."

He woul d oppress hunanity for noney; but then it happens that humanity
and the soul are not things that he believes in; they are not his ideals.
But he has his own dimand delicate ideals; and he woul d not violate
these for money. He would not drink out of the soup-tureen, for noney.
He woul d not wear his coat-tails in front, for noney. He would

not spread a report that he had softening of the brain, for noney.

In the actual practice of life we find, in the matter of ideals,
exactly what we have already found in the matter of ritual.

We find that while there is a perfectly genui ne danger of fanaticism
fromthe nen who have unworl dly ideals, the permanent and urgent

danger of fanaticismis fromthe nmen who have worldly ideals.

Peopl e who say that an ideal is a dangerous thing, that it



del udes and intoxicates, are perfectly right. But the idea

whi ch intoxicates nost is the |east idealistic kind of ideal

The ideal which intoxicates least is the very ideal ideal; that sobers
us suddenly, as all heights and precipices and great distances do.
Granted that it is a great evil to mstake a cloud for a cape
still, the cloud, which can be npst easily nistaken for a cape,

is the cloud that is nearest the earth. Simlarly, we nay grant
that it may be dangerous to m stake an ideal for sonething practical
But we shall still point out that, in this respect, the npst
dangerous ideal of all is the ideal which looks a little practical
It is difficult to attain a high ideal; consequently, it is al nost
i mpossi bl e to persuade ourselves that we have attained it.

But it is easy to attain a |low ideal; consequently, it is easier
still to persuade ourselves that we have attained it when we

have done nothing of the kind. To take a random exanpl e.

It mght be called a high anbition to wish to be an archangel

the man who entertai ned such an ideal would very possibly

exhi bit asceticism or even frenzy, but not, | think, delusion

He woul d not think he was an archangel, and go about fl apping

hi s hands under the inpression that they were wi ngs.

But suppose that a sane man had a | ow ideal; suppose he w shed

to be a gentleman. Any one who knows the world knows that in nine
weeks he woul d have persuaded hinmself that he was a gentl eman;

and this being manifestly not the case, the result will be very
real and practical dislocations and calanities in social life.

It is not the wild ideals which weck the practical world;

it is the tame ideals.

The matter may, perhaps, be illustrated by a parallel from our
nodern politics. Wien nen tell us that the old Liberal politicians
of the type of d adstone cared only for ideals, of course,

they are tal king nonsense--they cared for a great many other things,
i ncluding votes. And when nen tell us that nodern politicians

of the type of M. Chanberlain or, in another way, Lord Rosebery,
care only for votes or for naterial interest, then again they are
tal ki ng nonsense--these nen care for ideals like all other nen.

But the real distinction which may be drawn is this, that to

the ol der politician the ideal was an ideal, and nothing el se.

To the new politician his dreamis not only a good dream it is a reality.

The old politician would have said, "It would be a good thing
if there were a Republican Federation domnating the world."
But the nodern politician does not say, "It would be a good thing

if there were a British Inperialismdomnating the world."

He says, "It is a good thing that there is a British Inmperialism

dom nating the world;" whereas clearly there is nothing of the kind.
The ol d Liberal would say "There ought to be a good Irish government
inlreland."” But the ordinary nodern Unioni st does not say,

"There ought to be a good English government in Ireland." He says,
"There is a good English governnment in Ireland;" which is absurd.

In short, the nodern politicians seemto think that a man becones
practical nmerely by making assertions entirely about practical things.
Apparently, a delusion does not matter as long as it is a
materialistic delusion. Instinctively npst of us feel that,

as a practical matter, even the contrary is true. | certainly

woul d nuch rather share ny apartnents with a gentl eman who thought

he was God than with a gentl eman who thought he was a grasshopper

To be continually haunted by practical inages and practical problens,
to be constantly thinking of things as actual, as urgent, as in process
of conpl etion--these things do not prove a man to be practical

t hese things, indeed, are anong the nost ordinary signs of a lunatic.



That our nodern statesnen are materialistic is nothing against
their being also norbid. Seeing angels in a vision nay nake a nan
a supernaturalist to excess. But nmerely seeing snakes in delirium
tremens does not make hima naturalist.

And when we cone actually to exam ne the main stock notions of our
nodern practical politicians, we find that those main stock notions are
mai nly delusions. A great many instances night be given of the fact.
We m ght take, for exanple, the case of that strange class of notions
whi ch underlie the word "union,"” and all the eul ogi es heaped upon it.
O course, union is no nore a good thing in itself than separation

is agood thing initself. To have a party in favour of union

and a party in favour of separation is as absurd as to have a party
in favour of going upstairs and a party in favour of going downstairs.
The question is not whether we go up or down stairs, but where we

are going to, and what we are going, for? Union is strength;

union is also weakness. It is a good thing to harness two horses

to a cart; but it is not a good thing to try and turn two hansom cabs
into one four-wheeler. Turning ten nations into one enpire may happen
to be as feasible as turning ten shillings into one hal f-sovereign
Also it may happen to be as preposterous as turning ten terriers

into one mastiff . The question in all cases is not a question of

uni on or absence of union, but of identity or absence of identity.
Owing to certain historical and noral causes, two nations may be

so united as upon the whole to help each other. Thus Engl and

and Scotland pass their time in paying each other conplinents;

but their energies and atnospheres run distinct and parallel

and consequently do not clash. Scotland continues to be educated

and Cal vinistic; England continues to be uneducated and happy.

But owing to certain other Mdral and certain other political causes,
two nations nmay be so united as only to hanper each other

their lines do clash and do not run parallel. Thus, for instance,
Engl and and Ireland are so united that the Irish can

sonetines rul e Engl and, but can never rule Irel and.

The educational systens, including the |ast Education Act, are here,
as in the case of Scotland, a very good test of the matter.

The overwhelming majority of Irishnen believe in a strict Catholicism
the overwhel mi ng majority of Englishrmen believe in a vague Protestantism
The Irish party in the Parlianent of Union is just |arge enough to prevent
the English education being indefinitely Protestant, and just snal
enough to prevent the Irish education being definitely Catholic.

Here we have a state of things which no man in his senses woul d

ever dream of w shing to continue if he had not been bew tched

by the sentinentalismof the mere word "union."

Thi s exanpl e of union, however, is not the exanple which | propose

to take of the ingrained futility and deception underlying

all the assunptions of the nodern practical politician.

I wish to speak especially of another and nuch nore general del usion

It pervades the minds and speeches of all the practical nen of all parties;
and it is a childish blunder built upon a single fal se netaphor

| refer to the universal nodern tal k about young nations and new nati ons;
about Anerica being young, about New Zeal and bei ng new. The whol e thing
is atrick of words. Anerica is not young, New Zealand is not new.

It is a very discussabl e question whether they are not both nuch

ol der than Engl and or Ireland.

O course we nmay use the metaphor of youth about America or
the colonies, if we use it strictly as inplying only a recent origin
But if we use it (as we do use it) as inplying vigour, or vivacity,



or crudity, or inexperience, or hope, or a long life before them

or any of the ronmantic attributes of youth, then it is surely

as clear as daylight that we are duped by a stale figure of speech

We can easily see the matter clearly by applying it to any other
institution parallel to the institution of an independent nationality.
If aclub called "The MIk and Soda League" (let us say)

was set up yesterday, as | have no doubt it was, then, of course,

"The M|k and Soda League" is a young club in the sense that it

was set up yesterday, but in no other sense. It may consist
entirely of noribund old gentlenen. |t may be noribund itself.

W may call it a young club, in the light of the fact that it was
founded yesterday. W may also call it a very old club in the Iight
of the fact that it will nost probably go bankrupt to-norrow.

Al'l this appears very obvious when we put it in this form

Any one who adopted the young-conmmunity delusion with regard

to a bank or a butcher's shop would be sent to an asyl um

But the whole nodern political notion that Anerica and the col onies
nmust be very vigorous because they are very new, rests upon no

better foundation. That America was founded | ong after England

does not make it even in the faintest degree nore probable

that Anerica will not perish a long time before Engl and.

That Engl and exi sted before her col onies does not make it any the |ess
likely that she will exist after her colonies. And when we | ook at
the actual history of the world, we find that great European nations
al nost invariably have survived the vitality of their col onies.

When we | ook at the actual history of the world, we find, that if
there is a thing that is born old and dies young, it is a colony.

The Greek colonies went to pieces long before the Greek civilization
The Spani sh col oni es have gone to pieces |ong before the nation of Spain--
nor does there seemto be any reason to doubt the possibility or even
the probability of the conclusion that the colonial civilization

which owes its origin to England, will be nuch briefer and nuch | ess
vigorous than the civilization of England itself. The English nation
will still be going the way of all European nations when the Angl o- Saxon

race has gone the way of all fads. Now, of course, the interesting
gquestion is, have we, in the case of Anerica and the col onies,

any real evidence of a noral and intellectual youth as opposed

to the indisputable triviality of a merely chronol ogi cal youth?
Consci ously or unconsciously, we know that we have no such evi dence,
and consciously or unconsciously, therefore, we proceed to nmake it up
O this pure and placid invention, a good exanple, for instance,

can be found in a recent poemof M. Rudyard Kipling s. Speaking of
the English people and the South African War M. Kipling says that
"we fawned on the younger nations for the nen that could shoot and ride."
Sone people considered this sentence insulting. Al that | am
concerned with at present is the evident fact that it is not true.
The col oni es provided very useful volunteer troops, but they did not
provi de the best troops, nor achieve the nost successful exploits.
The best work in the war on the English side was done,

as m ght have been expected, by the best English reginments.

The men who coul d shoot and ride were not the enthusiastic corn
nmerchants from Mel bourne, any nore than they were the enthusiastic
clerks from Cheapside. The nmen who could shoot and ride were

the nen who had been taught to shoot and ride in the discipline

of the standing arny of a great European power. O course,

the colonials are as brave and athletic as any other average white nen.
O course, they acquitted thenselves with reasonable credit.

Al | have here to indicate is that, for the purposes of this theory
of the new nation, it is necessary to naintain that the col oni al
forces were nore useful or nore heroic than the gunners at Col enso



or the Fighting Fifth. And of this contention there is not,
and never has been, one stick or straw of evi dence.

A simlar attenpt is made, and with even | ess success, to represent the
literature of the col onies as sonething fresh and vi gorous and inportant.
The inperialist nagazines are constantly springing upon us sone
geni us from Queensl and or Canada, through whom we are expected

to snell the odours of the bush or the prairie. As a matter of fact,
any one who is even slightly interested in literature as such (and |
for one, confess that | amonly slightly interested in literature

as such), will freely admit that the stories of these geniuses snell
of nothing but printer's ink, and that not of first-rate quality.

By a great effort of Inperial imagination the generous

Engl i sh people reads into these works a force and a novelty.

But the force and the novelty are not in the new witers;

the force and the novelty are in the ancient heart of the English
Anybody who studies theminpartially will know that the first-rate
witers of the colonies are not even particularly novel in their

note and atnosphere, are not only not producing a new ki nd

of good literature, but are not even in any particul ar sense
producing a new kind of bad literature. The first-rate witers

of the new countries are really alnost exactly like the second-rate
witers of the old countries. O course they do feel the nystery

of the wilderness, the nystery of the bush, for all sinple and honest
nmen feel this in Mel bourne, or Margate, or South St. Pancras.

But when they write npst sincerely and nost successfully, it is not
with a background of the nystery of the bush, but with a background,
expressed or assuned, of our own romantic cockney civilization

VWhat really noves their souls with a kindly terror is not the nmystery
of the wilderness, but the Mystery of a Hansom Cab.

O course there are some exceptions to this generalization

The one really arresting exception is Aive Schreiner, and she

is quite as certainly an exception that proves the rule.

Oive Schreiner is a fierce, brilliant, and realistic novelist;

but she is all this precisely because she is not English at all

Her tribal kinship is with the country of Teniers and Maarten Maartens--
that is, with a country of realists. Her literary kinship is with

the pessimstic fiction of the continent; with the novelists whose

very pity is cruel. dive Schreiner is the one English colonial who is
not conventional, for the sinple reason that South Africa is the one
Engl i sh col ony which is not English, and probably never wll be.

And, of course, there are individual exceptions in a ninor way.

I remenber in particular sone Australian tales by M. Mllwain
which were really able and effective, and which, for that reason,

| suppose, are not presented to the public with blasts of a trunpet.
But ny general contention if put before any one with a | ove

of letters, will not be disputed if it is understood. It is not

the truth that the colonial civilization as a whole is giving us,

or shows any signs of giving us, a literature which will startle
and renovate our own. It may be a very good thing for us to have
an affectionate illusion in the matter; that is quite another affair
The col oni es may have gi ven Engl and a new enotion; | only say

that they have not given the world a new book.

Touchi ng these English colonies, | do not wish to be m sunderstood.

| do not say of themor of Anerica that they have not a future,

or that they will not be great nations. | nerely deny the whole

est abl i shed nodern expression about them | deny that they are "destined"
to a future. | deny that they are "destined" to be great nations.



| deny (of course) that any human thing is destined to be anything.
Al'l the absurd physical netaphors, such as youth and age,

living and dying, are, when applied to nations, but pseudo-scientific
attenpts to conceal frommen the awmful liberty of their lonely souls.

In the case of America, indeed, a warning to this effect is instant
and essential. Anerica, of course, |like every other human thing,

can in spiritual sense live or die as nuch as it chooses.

But at the present noment the nmatter which Anerica has very seriously
to consider is not hownear it is to its birth and begi nning,

but how near it may be to its end. It is only a verbal question

whet her the American civilization is young; it nay becone

a very practical and urgent question whether it is dying.

VWen once we have cast aside, as we inevitably have after a

nonent's thought, the fanciful physical netaphor involved in the word
"yout h," what serious evidence have we that America is a fresh

force and not a stale one? It has a great many people, |ike China;

it has a great deal of money, |ike defeated Carthage or dying Venice.
It is full of bustle and excitability, like Athens after its ruin,

and all the Greek cities in their decline. It is fond of new things;
but the old are always fond of new things. Young nmen read chronicles,
but old nen read newspapers. It admires strength and good | ooks;

it admres a big and barbaric beauty in its wonen, for instance;

but so did Rone when the Goth was at the gates. Al these are
things quite conpatible with fundanental tedi um and decay.

There are three nmain shapes or synbols in which a nation can show
itself essentially glad and great--by the heroic in governnent,

by the heroic in arns, and by the heroic in art. Beyond government,
which is, as it were, the very shape and body of a nation,

the nost significant thing about any citizen is his artistic
attitude towards a holiday and his noral attitude towards a fight--
that is, his way of accepting life and his way of accepting death.

Subj ected to these eternal tests, Anerica does not appear by any neans
as particularly fresh or untouched. She appears with all the weakness
and weariness of nodern England or of any other Wstern power.

In her politics she has broken up exactly as Engl and has broken up

into a bewi | dering opportunismand insincerity. In the matter of war
and the national attitude towards war, her resenblance to Engl and
is even nore nani fest and nelancholy. It nmay be said with rough

accuracy that there are three stages in the life of a strong people.
First, it is a small power, and fights small powers. Then it is

a great power, and fights great powers. Then it is a great power
and fights small powers, but pretends that they are great powers,

in order to rekindle the ashes of its ancient enotion and vanity.
After that, the next step is to becone a snall power itself.

Engl and exhibited this synptom of decadence very badly in the war with
the Transvaal ; but Anerica exhibited it worse in the war w th Spain.
There was exhi bited nore sharply and absurdly than anywhere

el se the ironic contrast between the very carel ess choice

of a strong line and the very careful choice of a weak eneny.
America added to all her other |ate Roman or Byzantine el enents

the el enent of the Caracallan triunph, the triunmph over nobody.

But when we cone to the last test of nationality, the test of art

and letters, the case is alnost terrible. The English col onies

have produced no great artists; and that fact may prove that they

are still full of silent possibilities and reserve force.

But Anerica has produced great artists. And that fact nobst certainly
proves that she is full of a fine futility and the end of all things.



What ever the Anerican nen of genius are, they are not young gods
maki ng a young world. |Is the art of Wiistler a brave, barbaric art,
happy and headl ong? Does M. Henry James infect us with the spirit
of a school boy? No; the col oni es have not spoken, and they are safe.
Their silence may be the silence of the unborn. But out of Anerica
has come a sweet and startling cry, as unmi stakable as the cry

of a dying man.

XI X Sl um Novel i sts and the Sl uns

Qdd ideas are entertained in our tine about the real nature of the doctrine
of human fraternity. The real doctrine is something which we do not,
with all our nodern humanitarianism very clearly understand,

much | ess very closely practise. There is nothing, for instance,
particul arly undenocratic about kicking your butler downstairs.

It may be wong, but it is not unfraternal. 1In a certain sense,

the bl ow or kick may be considered as a confession of equality:

you are neeting your butler body to body; you are al nost accordi ng
himthe privilege of the duel. There is nothing, undenocratic,

t hough there may be somet hi ng unreasonabl e, in expecting a great dea
fromthe butler, and being filled with a kind of frenzy of surprise

when he falls short of the divine stature. The thing which is

really undenocratic and unfraternal is not to expect the butler

to be nore or less divine. The thing which is really undenocratic

and unfraternal is to say, as so many nodern humanitarians say,

"Of course one nmust make all owances for those on a | ower plane."

Al'l things considered indeed, it may be said, w thout undue exaggeration
that the really undenocratic and unfraternal thing is the common
practice of not kicking the butler downstairs.

It is only because such a vast section of the nodern world is

out of sympathy with the serious denbcratic sentinment that this
statenent will seemto many to be |acking in seriousness.

Denocracy is not philanthropy; it is not even altruismor social reform
Denocracy is not founded on pity for the common man; denobcracy is

founded on reverence for the comon nman, or, if you will, even on
fear of him It does not chanpion nman because man is so m serabl e,
but because nman is so subline. It does not object so much

to the ordinary man being a slave as to his not being a king,
for its dreamis always the dream of the first Roman republic,
a nation of Kings.

Next to a genuine republic, the nost denocratic thing

inthe world is a hereditary despotism | mean a despotism

in which there is absolutely no trace whatever of any

nonsense about intellect or special fitness for the post.

Rati onal despotism-that is, selective despotism-is always

a curse to manki nd, because with that you have the ordinary
man m sunder st ood and m sgoverned by sone prig who has no
brotherly respect for himat all. But irrational despotism

is always denocratic, because it is the ordinary man ent hroned.
The worst formof slavery is that which is called Caesarism

or the choice of sone bold or brilliant man as despot because
he is suitable. For that nmeans that men choose a representative,
not because he represents them but because he does not.

Men trust an ordinary man |like George IIl or WlliamlV.
because they are thensel ves ordinary nmen and understand him



Men trust an ordinary nman because they trust thensel ves.

But nmen trust a great nan because they do not trust thensel ves.
And hence the worship of great nen always appears in tinmes

of weakness and cowardi ce; we never hear of great nmen unti

the tine when all other nen are snall.

Hereditary despotismis, then, in essence and sentinent

denocratic because it chooses from manki nd at random

If it does not declare that every man may rule, it declares

the next nobst denocratic thing; it declares that any nan may rul e.
Hereditary aristocracy is a far worse and nore dangerous thing,
because the nunbers and nmultiplicity of an aristocracy nake it
sometinmes possible for it to figure as an aristocracy of intellect.
Sone of its menbers will presumably have brains, and thus they,

at any rate, will be an intellectual aristocracy within the social one.
They will rule the aristocracy by virtue of their intellect,

and they will rule the country by virtue of their aristocracy.

Thus a double falsity will be set up, and millions of the images

of God, who, fortunately for their wives and fanmlies, are neither
gentl enen nor clever nen, will be represented by a man |ike M. Balfour
or M. Wndham because he is too gentlemanly to be called

nmerely clever, and just too clever to be called nmerely a gentl eman.
But even an hereditary aristocracy may exhibit, by a sort of accident,
fromtinme to tine some of the basically denocratic quality which

bel ongs to a hereditary despotism It is anmusing to think how rmuch
conservative ingenuity has been wasted in the defence of the House

of Lords by men who were desperately endeavouring to prove that

t he House of Lords consisted of clever nmen. There is one really

good defence of the House of Lords, though admirers of the peerage
are strangely coy about using it; and that is, that the House

of Lords, inits full and proper strength, consists of stupid nen

It really would be a plausible defence of that otherw se indefensible
body to point out that the clever nmen in the Conmons, who owed

their power to cleverness, ought in the last resort to be checked

by the average nman in the Lords, who owed their power to accident.

O course, there would be many answers to such a contention,

as, for instance, that the House of Lords is largely no | onger

a House of Lords, but a House of tradesmen and financiers,

or that the bulk of the comonpl ace nobility do not vote, and so

| eave the chanber to the prigs and the specialists and the mad ol d
gentl enen wi th hobbies. But on sone occasions the House of Lords,
even under all these disadvantages, is in sonme sense representative.
VWen all the peers flocked together to vote against M. d adstone's
second Home Rule Bill, for instance, those who said that the

peers represented the English people, were perfectly right.

Al those dear old nmen who happened to be born peers were at that nonent,
and upon that question, the precise counterpart of all the dear old
men who happened to be born paupers or m ddl e-class gentl enen.

That nob of peers did really represent the English people--that is

to say, it was honest, ignorant, vaguely excited, al nost unani nous,
and obviously wong. O course, rational denocracy is better as an
expression of the public will than the haphazard hereditary nethod.
VWil e we are about having any kind of denmpcracy, let it be

rati onal denocracy. But if we are to have any kind of oligarchy,

let it be irrational oligarchy. Then at |east we shall be ruled by nen.

But the thing which is really required for the proper working of denocracy
is not merely the denocratic system or even the denocratic phil osophy,
but the denocratic enotion. The denocratic enotion, |ike nost elenentary
and i ndi spensable things, is a thing difficult to describe at any tine.



But it is peculiarly difficult to describe it in our enlightened age,
for the sinple reason that it is peculiarly difficult to find it.

It is a certain instinctive attitude which feels the things

in which all nen agree to be unspeakably inportant,

and all the things in which they differ (such as nere brains)

to be al nost unspeakably uninmportant. The nearest approach to it

in our ordinary life would be the pronptitude with which we shoul d
consider mere humanity in any circunstance of shock or death.

We shoul d say, after a sonewhat disturbing discovery, "There is a dead
man under the sofa."” W should not be likely to say, "There is

a dead man of considerabl e personal refinenent under the sofa.”

We shoul d say, "A wonan has fallen into the water." W should not say,
"“A highly educated wonan has fallen into the water." Nobody woul d say,
"There are the remains of a clear thinker in your back garden."

Nobody woul d say, "Unless you hurry up and stop him a nan

with a very fine ear for nusic will have junped off that cliff."

But this enmotion, which all of us have in connection w th such

things as birth and death, is to sone people native and constant

at all ordinary tines and in all ordinary places. It was native

to St. Francis of Assisi. It was native to Walt Whitnan.

In this strange and spl endid degree it cannot be expected,

per haps, to pervade a whol e commonweal th or a whole civilization;

but one comonwealth may have it nuch nore than another conmmonweal t h,
one civilization much nore than another civilization

No community, perhaps, ever had it so much as the early Franciscans.
No community, perhaps, ever had it so little as ours.

Everything in our age has, when carefully exam ned, this fundanmentally
undenocratic quality. 1In religion and norals we should admt,

in the abstract, that the sins of the educated cl asses were as great as,
or perhaps greater than, the sins of the poor and ignorant.

But in practice the great difference between the nedi aeva

ethics and ours is that ours concentrate attention on the sins

which are the sins of the ignorant, and practically deny that

the sins which are the sins of the educated are sins at all

We are always tal king about the sin of intenperate drinking,

because it is quite obvious that the poor have it nmore than the rich

But we are always denying that there is any such thing as the sin of pride,
because it would be quite obvious that the rich have it nore than the poor
We are always ready to nake a saint or prophet of the educated nan

who goes into cottages to give a little kindly advice to the uneducat ed.
But the nedieval idea of a saint or prophet was sonething quite different.
The nedi aeval saint or prophet was an uneducated man who wal ked

into grand houses to give a little kindly advice to the educated.

The old tyrants had enough insol ence to despoil the poor

but they had not enough insolence to preach to them

It was the gentl enan who oppressed the sluns; but it was the sluns

t hat adnoni shed the gentleman. And just as we are undenocratic

in faith and norals, so we are, by the very nature of our attitude

in such matters, undenocratic in the tone of our practical politics.

It is a sufficient proof that we are not an essentially denocratic

state that we are always wondering what we shall do with the poor

If we were denocrats, we shoul d be wondering what the poor will do with us.
Wth us the governing class is always saying to itself, "Wat |aws shal
we nmake?" In a purely denocratic state it would be al ways sayi ng,

"What | aws can we obey?" A purely denocratic state perhaps there
has never been. But even the feudal ages were in practice thus
far denocratic, that every feudal potentate knew that any |aws
whi ch he nade would in all probability return upon hinself.

His feathers might be cut off for breaking a sunptuary | aw.



Hi s head might be cut off for high treason. But the nodern | aws are al nost
al ways | aws made to affect the governed class, but not the governing.
We have public-house licensing | aws, but not sunptuary | aws.

That is to say, we have | aws against the festivity and hospitality of
the poor, but no |laws against the festivity and hospitality of the rich
We have | aws agai nst bl aspheny--that is, against a kind of coarse

and of fensive speaking in which nobody but a rough and obscure nan
woul d be likely to indulge. But we have no | aws agai nst heresy--

that is, against the intellectual poisoning of the whole people,

in which only a prosperous and pronmi nent man woul d be likely to

be successful. The evil of aristocracy is not that it necessarily
leads to the infliction of bad things or the suffering of sad ones;

the evil of aristocracy is that it places everything in the hands

of a class of people who can always inflict what they can never suffer.
Whet her what they inflict is, in their intention, good or bad,

t hey becone equally frivolous. The case against the governing class

of nmodern England is not in the least that it is selfish; if you like,
you may call the English oligarchs too fantastically unselfish

The case against themsinply is that when they legislate for all nen,
they always omt thensel ves.

We are undenocratic, then, in our religion, as is proved by our
efforts to "raise" the poor. W are undenocratic in our governnent,
as is proved by our innocent attenpt to govern them well.

But above all we are undenocratic in our literature, as is

proved by the torrent of novels about the poor and serious

studi es of the poor which pour fromour publishers every nonth.

And the nore "nodern" the book is the nore certain it is to be
devoi d of denocratic sentinment.

A poor nman is a man who has not got nuch noney. This nmay seem

a sinple and unnecessary description, but in the face of a great

mass of nodern fact and fiction, it seens very necessary indeed;

nost of our realists and sociol ogists talk about a poor man as if

he were an octopus or an alligator. There is no nore need to study

t he psychol ogy of poverty than to study the psychol ogy of bad tenper,
or the psychol ogy of vanity, or the psychol ogy of animal spirits.

A man ought to know sonething of the enotions of an insulted man,

not by being insulted, but sinply by being a man. And he ought to know
sonet hing of the enobtions of a poor nman, not by being poor, but sinply
by being a nan. Therefore, in any witer who is describing poverty,
nmy first objection to himw Il be that he has studied his subject.

A denmocrat woul d have inmagined it.

A great many hard things have been said about religious slunmng

and political or social slunmng, but surely the nbst despicable

of all is artistic slumring. The religious teacher is at |east

supposed to be interested in the costernonger because he is a nman

the politician is in sone dimand perverted sense interested in

t he costernonger because he is a citizen; it is only the wetched

witer who is interested in the costernonger nerely because he is

a costernmonger. Nevertheless, so long as he is nmerely seeking inpressions,
or in other words copy, his trade, though dull, is honest.

But when he endeavours to represent that he is describing

the spiritual core of a costernonger, his dimvices and his

delicate virtues, then we nmust object that his claimis preposterous;

we nust remind himthat he is a journalist and nothing el se

He has far |ess psychol ogical authority even than the foolish mnissionary.
For he is in the literal and derivative sense a journalist,

while the missionary is an eternalist. The missionary at |east



pretends to have a version of the man's lot for all tineg;

the journalist only pretends to have a version of it fromday to day.
The nissionary comes to tell the poor man that he is in the sane
condition with all nmen. The journalist comes to tell other people
how di fferent the poor man is from everybody el se

If the nodern novels about the sluns, such as novels of M. Arthur
Morrison, or the exceedingly able novels of M. Somerset Maugham

are intended to be sensational, | can only say that that is a noble
and reasonabl e object, and that they attain it. A sensation
a shock to the inmagination, like the contact with cold water

is always a good and exhilarating thing; and, undoubtedly, men wil

al ways seek this sensation (anong other forns) in the formof the study
of the strange antics of renpote or alien peoples. In the twelfth century
nmen obtained this sensation by readi ng about dog-headed nmen in Africa
In the twentieth century they obtained it by readi ng about pig-headed
Boers in Africa. The nen of the twentieth century were certainly,

it must be admitted, somewhat the nmore credul ous of the two.

For it is not recorded of the nen in the twelfth century that they
organi zed a sangui nary crusade solely for the purpose of altering

the singular formati on of the heads of the Africans. But it may be,
and it may even legitimately be, that since all these nonsters have faded
fromthe popul ar nythology, it is necessary to have in our fiction

the image of the horrible and hairy East-ender, nerely to keep alive
inus a fearful and childlike wonder at external peculiarities.

But the Mddle Ages (with a great deal nobre comobn sense than it

woul d now be fashionable to admit) regarded natural history at bottom
rather as a kind of joke; they regarded the soul as very inportant.
Hence, while they had a natural history of dog-headed men,

they did not profess to have a psychol ogy of dog-headed nen.

They did not profess to mirror the nmnd of a dog-headed man, to share
his tenderest secrets, or nmount with his nopst celestial musings.

They did not wite novels about the sem -canine creature,

attributing to himall the oldest norbidities and all the newest fads.
It is pernissible to present nmen as nonsters if we wish to nmake

the reader junp; and to nmake anybody jump is always a Christian act.

But it is not permissible to present nmen as regardi ng thensel ves

as nonsters, or as making themselves junp. To sunmari ze,

our slumfiction is quite defensible as aesthetic fiction;

it is not defensible as spiritual fact.

One enornmous obstacle stands in the way of its actuality.

The nen who wite it, and the men who read it, are nen of the niddle

cl asses or the upper classes; at |east, of those who are |oosely terned

t he educated cl asses. Hence, the fact that it is the life as the refined
nman sees it proves that it cannot be the life as the unrefined nman

lives it. Rich nen wite stories about poor men, and describe

them as speaking with a coarse, or heavy, or husky enunciation

But if poor nmen wote novels about you or ne they woul d describe us

as speaking with sonme absurd shrill and affected voice, such as we
only hear froma duchess in a three-act farce. The slum novelist gains
his whole effect by the fact that sone detail is strange to the reader;

but that detail by the nature of the case cannot be strange in itself.
It cannot be strange to the soul which he is professing to study.

The slum novelist gains his effects by describing the sane grey m st

as draping the dingy factory and the dingy tavern. But to the man

he is supposed to be studying there nust be exactly the sane difference
between the factory and the tavern that there is to a middl e-cl ass

man between a late night at the office and a supper at Pagani's. The
slum novelist is content with pointing out that to the eye of his



particul ar class a pickaxe |ooks dirty and a pewter pot |ooks dirty.
But the nan he is supposed to be studying sees the difference between
them exactly as a clerk sees the difference between a | edger and an
edition de luxe. The chiaroscuro of the life is inevitably |ost;

for to us the high lights and the shadows are a |ight grey.

But the high lights and the shadows are not a light grey in that life
any nore than in any other. The kind of man who could really

express the pleasures of the poor would be also the kind of nman

who could share them 1In short, these books are not a record

of the psychol ogy of poverty. They are a record of the psychol ogy

of wealth and culture when brought in contact with poverty.

They are not a description of the state of the slums. They are only
a very dark and dreadful description of the state of the slunmers.
One might give innunerabl e exanples of the essentially

unsynpat heti ¢ and unpopul ar quality of these realistic witers.

But perhaps the sinplest and nost obvious exanple with which we

could conclude is the mere fact that these witers are realistic.

The poor have many ot her vices, but, at |east, they are never realistic.
The poor are melodramatic and romantic in grain; the poor all believe
in high noral platitudes and copy-book maxi nms; probably this is

the ultinmate meani ng of the great saying, "Blessed are the poor."

Bl essed are the poor, for they are always making life, or trying

to make life |ike an Adel phi play. Some innocent educationalists

and phil anthropists (for even philanthropists can be innocent)

have expressed a grave astonishnent that the masses prefer shilling
shockers to scientific treatises and nel odranas to probl em pl ays.

The reason is very sinple. The realistic story is certainly

nore artistic than the melodramatic story. |If what you desire is
deft handling, delicate proportions, a unit of artistic atmnosphere,
the realistic story has a full advantage over the nel odrana.

In everything that is light and bright and ornanental the realistic
story has a full advantage over the nel odrama. But, at |east,

t he nel odrama has one indi sputabl e advant age over the realistic story.
The nmelodrama is much nore like life. It is nuch nore |ike man,

and especially the poor man. It is very banal and very inartistic when a
poor worman at the Adel phi says, "Do you think I will sell ny own child?"
But poor wonen in the Battersea Hi gh Road do say, "Do you think

will sell my own child?" They say it on every avail abl e occasi on

you can hear a sort of nmurmur or babble of it all the way down

the street. It is very stale and weak dramatic art (if that is all)
when the workman confronts his naster and says, "lI'ma man."

But a workman does say "I'ma nman" two or three tinmes every day.

In fact, it is tedious, possibly, to hear poor nen being

nel odramati ¢ behind the footlights; but that is because one can

al ways hear them being nelodranatic in the street outside.

In short, nelodrama, if it is dull, is dull because it is too accurate.
Sonewhat the sanme problemexists in the case of stories about school boys.
M. Kipling's "Stalky and Co." is rmuch nore amusing (if you are

tal ki ng about anusenent) than the |ate Dean Farrar's "Eric; or

Little by Little." But "Eric" is imeasurably nore |like rea

school -life. For real school-life, real boyhood, is full of the things

of which Eric is full--priggishness, a crude piety, a silly sin,

a weak but continual attenpt at the heroic, in a word, nel odrana.
And if we wish to lay a firmbasis for any efforts to help the poor
we nust not becone realistic and see them fromthe outside.

We nust becone nel odramatic, and see them fromthe inside.

The novelist must not take out his notebook and say, "I am

an expert." No; he nmust imtate the workman in the Adel phi play.
He must slap hinself on the chest and say, "I ama nan."



XX.  Concl udi ng Remarks on the Inportance of Othodoxy

Whet her the human m nd can advance or not, is a question too

little discussed, for nothing can be nore dangerous than to found
our social phil osophy on any theory which is debatable but has

not been debated. But if we assune, for the sake of argunent,

that there has been in the past, or will be in the future,

such a thing as a growth or inprovenent of the human mind itself,
there still remains a very sharp objection to be raised agai nst

t he nodern version of that inmprovenent. The vice of the nodern
notion of mental progress is that it is always sonething concerned
with the breaking of bonds, the effacing of boundaries, the casting
away of dogmas. But if there be such a thing as nental growth

it must nean the growh into nore and nore definite convictions,
into nore and nore dognas. The human brain is a machine for com ng
to conclusions; if it cannot come to conclusions it is rusty.

Wien we hear of a man too clever to believe, we are hearing of
sonet hi ng havi ng al nost the character of a contradiction in terns.
It is like hearing of a nail that was too good to hold down

a carpet; or a bolt that was too strong to keep a door shut.

Man can hardly be defined, after the fashion of Carlyle, as an anina
who nmekes tools; ants and beavers and many other animals nmake tools,
in the sense that they nmake an apparatus. Man can be defined

as an ani mal that nmakes dognmas. As he piles doctrine on doctrine
and concl usion on conclusion in the formation of sone trenendous
schene of phil osophy and religion, he is, in the only legitimte sense
of which the expression is capable, becom ng nore and nore hunan.
When he drops one doctrine after another in a refined scepticism
when he declines to tie hinself to a system when he says that he has
out grown definitions, when he says that he disbelieves in finality,
when, in his own inmmgination, he sits as God, holding no form

of creed but contenplating all, then he is by that very process
sinking slowy backwards into the vagueness of the vagrant aninals
and the unconsci ousness of the grass. Trees have no dogmnes.

Turni ps are singularly broad-m nded.

If then, | repeat, there is to be nental advance, it nust be nental
advance in the construction of a definite philosophy of life. And that
phi |l osophy of life nust be right and the other philosophi es wong.

Now of all, or nearly all, the able nbdern witers whom | have

briefly studied in this book, this is especially and pleasingly true,
that they do each of them have a constructive and affirmative view,

and that they do take it seriously and ask us to take it seriously.
There is nothing merely sceptically progressive about M. Rudyard Kipling.
There is nothing in the | east broad mi nded about M. Bernard Shaw.

The pagani smof M. Lowes Dickinson is nmore grave than any Christianity.
Even the opportunismof M. H G Wlls is nore dognatic than

the idealismof anybody el se. Sonebody conplained, | think

to Matthew Arnold that he was getting as dogmatic as Carlyle

He replied, "That may be true; but you overl ook an obvious difference

| am dogmatic and right, and Carlyle is dognmatic and wong."

The strong humour of the remark ought not to disguise fromus its

ever| asting seriousness and conmon sense; no man ought to wite at all
or even to speak at all, unless he thinks that he is in truth and the other
man in error. In simlar style, I hold that I am dogmatic and right,
while M. Shaw is dogmatic and wong. But ny main point, at present,

is to notice that the chief anong these witers | have di scussed



do nost sanely and courageously offer thenselves as dognati sts,

as founders of a system It may be true that the thing in M. Shaw
nost interesting to me, is the fact that M. Shaw is w ong.

But it is equally true that the thing in M. Shaw nost interesting

to hinself, is the fact that M. Shawis right. M. Shaw may have

none with himbut hinmself; but it is not for hinmself he cares.

It is for the vast and universal church, of which he is the only nenber.

The two typical men of genius whom | have nmentioned here, and with whose
nanes | have begun this book, are very synbolic, if only because they
have shown that the fiercest dogmatists can nake the best artists.

In the fin de siecle atnobsphere every one was crying out that

l[iterature should be free fromall causes and all ethical creeds.

Art was to produce only exquisite workmanship, and it was especially the
note of those days to demand brilliant plays and brilliant short stories.
And when they got them they got themfroma couple of noralists.

The best short stories were witten by a man trying to preach Inperialism
The best plays were witten by a man trying to preach Socialism

Al the art of all the artists |ooked tiny and tedi ous beside

the art which was a byproduct of propaganda.

The reason, indeed, is very sinmple. A man cannot be wi se enough to be
a great artist without being wi se enough to wish to be a phil osopher

A man cannot have the energy to produce good art w thout having

the energy to wish to pass beyond it. A snmall artist is content

with art; a great artist is content with nothing except everything.

So we find that when real forces, good or bad, |like Kipling and

G B. S., enter our arena, they bring with themnot only startling

and arresting art, but very startling and arresting dognas. And they
care even nore, and desire us to care even nore, about their startling
and arresting dognas than about their startling and arresting art.

M. Shaw is a good dramatist, but what he desires nore than

anything else to be is a good politician. M. Rudyard Kipling

is by divine caprice and natural genius an unconventional poet;

but what he desires nore than anything else to be is a conventional poet.
He desires to be the poet of his people, bone of their bone, and flesh
of their flesh, understanding their origins, celebrating their destiny.
He desires to be Poet Laureate, a npbst sensi bl e and honourabl e and
public-spirited desire. Having been given by the gods originality--
that is, disagreenent with others--he desires divinely to agree with them
But the nost striking instance of all, nore striking, | think

even than either of these, is the instance of M. H G Wlls

He began in a sort of insane infancy of pure art. He began by naking
a new heaven and a new earth, with the same irresponsible instinct

by which nmen buy a new necktie or button-hole. He began by trifling
with the stars and systens in order to nake epheneral anecdot es;

he killed the universe for a joke. He has since beconme nore and

nore serious, and has beconme, as nen inevitably do when they becone
nore and nore serious, nore and nore parochial. He was frivolous about
the twilight of the gods; but he is serious about the London omi bus.
He was careless in "The Tine Machine," for that dealt only with

the destiny of all things; but be is careful, and even cautious,

in "Mankind in the Making," for that deals with the day after
to-morrow. He began with the end of the world, and that was easy.

Now he has gone on to the beginning of the world, and that is difficult.
But the main result of all this is the sane as in the other cases.

The nen who have really been the bold artists, the realistic artists,
the unconprom sing artists, are the men who have turned out, after all
to be witing "with a purpose.” Suppose that any cool and cynica
art-critic, any art-critic fully inpressed with the conviction



that artists were greatest when they were nost purely artistic,
suppose that a nan who professed ably a hunane aestheticism

as did M. Max Beerbohm or a cruel aestheticism as did

M. W E. Henley, had cast his eye over the whole fictiona
literature which was recent in the year 1895, and had been asked

to select the three nost vigorous and promising and original artists
and artistic works, he would, | think, npbst certainly have said

that for a fine artistic audacity, for a real artistic delicacy,

or for a whiff of true novelty in art, the things that stood first
were "Sol diers Three," by a M. Rudyard Kipling; "Arns and the Man,"
by a M. Bernard Shaw, and "The Time Machine," by a man called Wlls.
And all these nen have shown thensel ves ingrainedly didactic.

You may express the matter if you will by saying that if we want
doctrines we go to the great artists. But it is clear from

t he psychol ogy of the nmatter that this is not the true statenent;
the true statenment is that when we want any art tolerably brisk

and bold we have to go to the doctrinaires.

In concluding this book, therefore, I would ask, first and forenost,
that nmen such as these of whom | have spoken should not be insulted

by being taken for artists. No man has any right whatever nerely

to enjoy the work of M. Bernard Shaw, he m ght as well enjoy

the invasion of his country by the French. M. Shaw wites either

to convince or to enrage us. No man has any business to be a
Kiplingite without being a politician, and an Inperialist politician

If a man is first with us, it should be because of what is first with him
If a man convinces us at all, it should be by his convictions.

If we hate a poemof Kipling's frompolitical passion, we are hating it
for the same reason that the poet loved it; if we dislike him because of
his opinions, we are disliking himfor the best of all possible reasons.
If a man cones into Hyde Park to preach it is permissible to hoot him
but it is discourteous to applaud himas a performng bear

And an artist is only a performng bear conpared with the meanest

man who fanci es he has anything to say.

There is, indeed, one class of nodern witers and thinkers who cannot
al t oget her be overl ooked in this question, though there is no space
here for a | engthy account of them which, indeed, to confess

the truth, would consist chiefly of abuse. | nean those who get

over all these abysses and reconcile all these wars by tal ki ng about
"aspects of truth," by saying that the art of Kipling represents

one aspect of the truth, and the art of WIIliam Watson anot her;

the art of M. Bernard Shaw one aspect of the truth, and the art

of M. Cunni ngham Grahane another; the art of M. H G Wlls

one aspect, and the art of M. Coventry Patnore (say) another

I will only say here that this seens to nme an evasi on which has

not even bad the sense to disguise itself ingeniously in words.

If we talk of a certain thing being an aspect of truth,

it is evident that we claimto know what is truth; just as, if we
talk of the hind leg of a dog, we claimto know what is a dog.
Unfortunately, the philosopher who tal ks about aspects of truth
general ly al so asks, "Wat is truth?" Frequently even he denies

the existence of truth, or says it is inconceivable by the

human intelligence. How, then, can he recognize its aspects?

| should not like to be an artist who brought an architectural sketch
to a builder, saying, "This is the south aspect of Sea-View Cottage.
Sea- Vi ew Cottage, of course, does not exist." | should not even

like very much to have to explain, under such circunstances,

t hat Sea-Vi ew Cottage m ght exist, but was unthinkable by the human m nd.
Nor should | like any better to be the bungling and absurd netaphysi ci an



who professed to be able to see everywhere the aspects of a truth
that is not there. O course, it is perfectly obvious that there

are truths in Kipling, that there are truths in Shaw or Wl ls.

But the degree to which we can perceive them depends strictly upon
how far we have a definite conception inside us of what is truth.

It is ludicrous to suppose that the nore sceptical we are the nore we
see good in everything. It is clear that the nore we are certain
what good is, the nmore we shall see good in everything.

| plead, then, that we should agree or disagree with these nen. | plead
that we should agree with themat |east in having an abstract belief.

But | know that there are current in the nodern world many vague
objections to having an abstract belief, and | feel that we shal

not get any further until we have dealt with sone of them

The first objection is easily stated.

A comon hesitation in our day touching the use of extrene convictions
is a sort of notion that extrene convictions specially upon cosmc matters,
have been responsible in the past for the thing which is called bigotry.
But a very small anount of direct experience will dissipate this view
In real life the people who are npbst bigoted are the people

who have no convictions at all. The econonists of the Manchester

school who disagree with Socialismtake Socialismseriously.

It is the young man in Bond Street, who does not know what socialism
nmeans much | ess whether he agrees with it, who is quite certain

that these socialist fellows are nmaking a fuss about not hing.

The man who understands the Cal vini st phil osophy enough to agree with it
must understand the Catholic philosophy in order to disagree with it.

It is the vague nodern who is not at all certain what is right

who is nost certain that Dante was wong. The serious opponent

of the Latin Church in history, even in the act of showing that it
produced great infam es, nust know that it produced great saints.

It is the hard-headed stockbroker, who knows no history and

believes no religion, who is, neverthel ess, perfectly convinced

that all these priests are knaves. The Sal vationist at the Marble

Arch may be bigoted, but he is not too bigoted to yearn from

a common human kinship after the dandy on church parade.

But the dandy on church parade is so bigoted that he does not

in the least yearn after the Salvationist at the Marble Arch

Bi gotry nay be roughly defined as the anger of nen who have

no opinions. It is the resistance offered to definite ideas

by that vague bul k of people whose ideas are indefinite to excess.
Bigotry may be called the appalling frenzy of the indifferent.

This frenzy of the indifferent is in truth a terrible thing;

it has made all nonstrous and wi dely pervadi ng persecutions.

In this degree it was not the people who cared who ever persecuted;

t he people who cared were not sufficiently nunerous. It was the people
who did not care who filled the world with fire and oppression

It was the hands of the indifferent that lit the faggots;

it was the hands of the indifferent that turned the rack. There have
cone sone persecutions out of the pain of a passionate certainty;

but these produced, not bigotry, but fanaticism-a very different

and a somewhat admirable thing. Bigotry in the main has al ways

been the pervadi ng omi pot ence of those who do not care crushing

out those who care in darkness and bl ood.

There are people, however, who dig sonewhat deeper than this

into the possible evils of dogma. It is felt by many that strong
phi | osophi cal conviction, while it does not (as they perceive)
produce that sluggish and fundanentally frivol ous condition which we



call bigotry, does produce a certain concentration, exaggeration

and noral inpatience, which we may agree to call fanaticism

They say, in brief, that ideas are dangerous things.

In politics, for exanple, it is conmonly urged against a man |ike
M. Balfour, or against a man |like M. John Mrley, that a wealth

of ideas is dangerous. The true doctrine on this point, again,

is surely not very difficult to state. |deas are dangerous,

but the nman to whomthey are | east dangerous is the nan of ideas.

He is acquainted with ideas, and noves ampbng themlike a |lion-taner.
| deas are dangerous, but the man to whom they are nost dangerous

is the man of no ideas. The man of no ideas will find the first
idea fly to his head like wine to the head of a teetotaller.

It is a coomon error, | think, among the Radical idealists of my own
party and period to suggest that financiers and business nen are a
danger to the enpire because they are so sordid or so materialistic.
The truth is that financiers and business nen are a danger to

t he enpire because they can be sentinmental about any sentinent,

and idealistic about any ideal, any ideal that they find |ying about.
just as a boy who has not known rmuch of wonen is apt too easily

to take a wonman for the wonan, so these practical nmen, unaccustoned
to causes, are always inclined to think that if a thing is proved

to be an ideal it is proved to be the ideal. Many, for exanple,
avowedl y followed Cecil Rhodes because he had a vision

They might as well have foll owed hi m because he had a nose;

a man w thout sone kind of dream of perfection is quite as nuch

of a nonstrosity as a nosel ess man. People say of such a figure,

in alnost feverish whispers, "He knows his own nind," which is exactly
like saying in equally feverish whispers, "He blows his own nose."
Human nature sinply cannot subsist without a hope and aim

of some kind; as the sanity of the O d Testanent truly said

where there is no vision the people perisheth. But it is precisely
because an ideal is necessary to nman that the man wi thout ideals

is in permanent danger of fanaticism There is nothing which is

so likely to | eave a nman open to the sudden and irresistible inroad
of an unbal anced vision as the cultivation of business habits.

Al'l of us know angul ar busi ness nmen who think that the earth is flat,
or that M. Kruger was at the head of a great mlitary despotism

or that nmen are grani nivorous, or that Bacon wote Shakespeare.
Rel i gi ous and phil osophical beliefs are, indeed, as dangerous

as fire, and nothing can take fromthemthat beauty of danger

But there is only one way of really guarding oursel ves agai nst

t he excessive danger of them and that is to be steeped in phil osophy
and soaked in religion.

Briefly, then, we dismss the two opposite dangers of bigotry

and fanaticism bigotry which is a too great vagueness and fanaticism
which is a too great concentration. W say that the cure for the
bigot is belief; we say that the cure for the idealist is ideas.

To know the best theories of existence and to choose the best
fromthem (that is, to the best of our own strong conviction)

appears to us the proper way to be neither bigot nor fanatic,

but something nore firmthan a bigot and nore terrible than a fanatic,
a mn with a definite opinion. But that definite opinion nust

inthis view begin with the basic matters of human thought,

and these nust not be disnissed as irrelevant, as religion

for instance, is too often in our days dismssed as irrel evant.

Even if we think religion insoluble, we cannot think it irrelevant.
Even if we ourselves have no view of the ultimte verities,

we nust feel that wherever such a view exists in a man it nust

be nore inportant than anything else in him The instant that



the thing ceases to be the unknowable, it becomes the indispensable.
There can be no doubt, | think, that the idea does exist in our

time that there is sonething narrow or irrelevant or even mean

about attacking a man's religion, or arguing fromit in matters

of politics or ethics. There can be quite as little doubt that such
an accusation of narrowness is itself al mbst grotesquely narrow.

To take an exanple fromconparatively current events: we all know
that it was not uncomon for a man to be considered a scarecrow

of bigotry and obscuranti sm because he di strusted the Japanese,

or lanmented the rise of the Japanese, on the ground that the Japanese
were Pagans. Nobody would think that there was anything antiquated
or fanatical about distrusting a people because of sone difference
between them and us in practice or political machinery.

Nobody would think it bigoted to say of a people, "I distrust their

i nfl uence because they are Protectionists.” No one would think it
narrow to say, "I lament their rise because they are Socialists,

or Manchester |ndividualists, or strong believers in nmilitarism

and conscription." A difference of opinion about the nature

of Parliaments matters very much; but a difference of opinion about
the nature of sin does not matter at all. A difference of opinion
about the object of taxation matters very nuch; but a difference

of opi ni on about the object of human exi stence does not matter at all
We have a right to distrust a man who is in a different kind

of municipality; but we have no right to mstrust a man who is in

a different kind of cosnbs. This sort of enlightennent is surely
about the nost unenlightened that it is possible to inmagine

To recur to the phrase which | enployed earlier, this is tantanount
to saying that everything is inmportant with the exception of everything.
Religion is exactly the thing which cannot be left out--

because it includes everything. The nost absent-m nded person

cannot well pack his d adstone-bag and | eave out the bag.

We have a general view of existence, whether we like it or not;

it alters or, to speak nore accurately, it creates and invol ves
everything we say or do, whether we like it or not. |If we regard
the Cosnbs as a dream we regard the Fiscal Question as a dream

If we regard the Cosnbs as a joke, we regard St. Paul's Cathedral as
a joke. If everything is bad, then we nmust believe (if it be possible)
that beer is bad; if everything be good, we are forced to the rather
fantastic conclusion that scientific philanthropy is good. Every man
in the street nust hold a netaphysical system and hold it firmy
The possibility is that he may have held it so firmy and so | ong

as to have forgotten all about its existence.

This latter situation is certainly possible; in fact, it is the situation
of the whole nmodern world. The nodern world is filled with nen who hold
dognmas so strongly that they do not even know that they are dognas.

It may be said even that the nodern world, as a corporate body,

hol ds certain dogmas so strongly that it does not know that they

are dogmas. It nay be thought "dogmatic," for instance, in sone

circles accounted progressive, to assune the perfection or inprovenent
of man in another world. But it is not thought "dognatic" to assune

the perfection or inprovenment of man in this world; though that idea

of progress is quite as unproved as the idea of inmmortality,

and froma rationalistic point of view quite as inprobable.

Progress happens to be one of our dogmas, and a dogne neans

a thing which is not thought dogmatic. O, again, we see nothing
"dogmatic" in the inspiring, but certainly nost startling,

t heory of physical science, that we should collect facts for the sake

of facts, even though they seem as usel ess as sticks and straws.

This is a great and suggestive idea, and its utility may,



if you will, be proving itself, but its utility is, in the abstract,
quite as disputable as the utility of that calling on oracles

or consulting shrines which is also said to prove itself.

Thus, because we are not in a civilization which believes strongly

in oracles or sacred places, we see the full frenzy of those who
killed thenselves to find the sepulchre of Christ. But being in a
civilization which does believe in this dogma of fact for facts' sake,
we do not see the full frenzy of those who kill thenmselves to find

the North Pole. | amnot speaking of a tenable ultimate utility

which is true both of the Crusades and the pol ar explorations.

| mean nerely that we do see the superficial and aesthetic singularity,
the startling quality, about the idea of men crossing a

continent with armies to conquer the place where a nman died

But we do not see the aesthetic singularity and startling quality

of men dying in agonies to find a place where no man can live--

a place only interesting because it is supposed to be the neeting-place
of some lines that do not exist.

Let us, then, go upon a long journey and enter on a dreadful search.

Let us, at least, dig and seek till we have di scovered our own opi ni ons.
The dognas we really hold are far nore fantastic, and, perhaps, far nore
beauti ful than we think. |In the course of these essays | fear that |

have spoken fromtine to tinme of rationalists and rationalism

and that in a disparaging sense. Being full of that kindliness

whi ch should conme at the end of everything, even of a book

| apologize to the rationalists even for calling themrationalists.

There are no rationalists. W all believe fairy-tales, and live in them
Sone, with a sunptuous literary turn, believe in the existence of the |ady
clothed with the sun. Some, with a nore rustic, elvish instinct,

like M. MCabe, believe nerely in the inpossible sun itself.

Sone hol d the undenopnstrabl e dogna of the existence of GCod;

some the equally undenonstrabl e dogma of the exi stence of the

man next door.

Truths turn into dogmas the instant that they are disputed.

Thus every man who utters a doubt defines a religion. And the scepticism
of our time does not really destroy the beliefs, rather it creates them
gives themtheir linmts and their plain and defiant shape.

We who are Liberals once held Liberalismlightly as a truism

Now it has been disputed, and we hold it fiercely as a faith.

We who believe in patriotismonce thought patriotismto be reasonable,
and thought little nore about it. Now we know it to be unreasonable,
and know it to be right. W who are Christians never knew the great

phi | osophi ¢ conmon sense which inheres in that nystery until

the anti-Christian witers pointed it out to us. The great narch

of nmental destruction will go on. Everything will be denied.

Everything will become a creed. It is a reasonable position
to deny the stones in the street; it will be a religious dogm
to assert them It is a rational thesis that we are all in a dream

it will be a nystical sanity to say that we are all awake

Fires will be kindled to testify that two and two nake four.

Swords will be drawn to prove that |eaves are green in sunmer.

We shall be left defending, not only the incredible virtues

and sanities of human life, but something nore incredible still,

thi s huge inmpossible universe which stares us in the face.

We shall fight for visible prodigies as if they were invisible. W shal
| ook on the inpossible grass and the skies with a strange courage.

We shall be of those who have seen and yet have believed.

THE END
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