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I

THE HOMELESS AT HOME



Knowledge of the moral
life is conditioned upon the
removal of all prejudice.
Not everything that is novel
is true, and what is called
modern, may be only a new
label for an old error. Divin-
ity, which is the basis of true
morality, is often where one
least expects to find it.



EVERY artist has the feel-
ing of being at home in his studio, every patriot at
home in his own country, and every man at home in
his house. One should therefore expect that the Crea-
tor would be at home in His own creation, and that
God should be at home in the world He had made.
And yet the most startling fact of human history is
that when God came to earth He was homeless at
home. “He came unto His own and His own received
Him not.”” Ere yet the great portals of the flesh swung
open, Mary and Joseph sought in vain for a place
where might be born the One to whom the heavens
and earth belonged. And so when human history shall
have written its last word in the scrolls of time, the
saddest line of all will be: “There was no room in
the inn.”

There was room in the inn for those who bore on
their breasts the screaming eagles of Rome; there was
room for the daughters of the rich merchants of the
Fast; there was room for all clothed in fine purple
and soft garments; there was room for everyone —
except the foster father and the mother of the One
who was to bring redemption to the world.

And so away from the inn, and out to the stable
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4 THE MORAL UNIVERSE

they had to go, to a crude cave into which shepherds
drove their flocks in storms. In that little haven, with
manger beasts as companions, and at a central point
between the three great civilizations of Memphis,
Athens, and Rome, something happened — the only
thing in the world that ever happened and mattered.
That which happened was nothing less than Heaven
being found on the earth as the Cry of a God cried
out in the cry of a Child.

A startling paradox indeed: When God came to
earth there was no room in the inn, but there was
room in the stable. What lesson is hidden behind the
inn and the stable? What is an inn, but the gathering
place of public opinion, the focal point of the world’s
moods, the residence of the worldly, the rallying place
of the fashionable, and those who count in the man-
agement of the world’s affairs? What is a stable, but
the place of outcasts, the refuge of beasts, and the
shelter of the valueless, and therefore the symbol of
those who in the eyes of public opinion do not count,
and hence may be ignored as of no great value or
moment? Anyone in the world would have expected
to have found Divinity in an inn, but no one would
have expected to have found It in a stable. Divinity,
therefore, is always where you least expect to find It.

If in those days the stars of the heavens by some
magic touch had folded themselves together as silver
words, and announced the birth of the Expected of
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the Nations, where would the world have gone in
search of Him? The world would have searched for
the Babe in some palace by the Tiber, or in some
gilded house of Athens, or in some inn of a great city
where gathered the rich, the mighty and the powerful
ones of earth. They would not have been the least
surprised to have found the new-born King of Kings
stretched out on a cradle of gold and surrounded by
kings and philosophers paying to Him their tribute
and obeisance. But they would have been surprised
to have discovered Him in a manger laid on coarse
straw and warmed by the breath of oxen, as if in
atonement for the coldness of the hearts of men. No
one would have expected that the One whose fingers
could stop the turning of Arcturus would be smaller
than the head of an ox; that He who could hurl the
ball of fire into the heavens would one day be
warmed by the breath of beasts; or that He who
could make a canopy of stars would be shielded from
a stormy sky by the roof of a stable; or that He who
made the earth as His future home would be home-
less at home. No one would have expected to find
Divinity in such a condition; but that is because
Divinity is always where you least expect to find It.

I wonder if that is not the reason why the modern
world misses the discovery of Divinity. There is no
doubt that it is seeking Divinity if for no other reason
than because it feels its own insufficiency and craves a
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God who will bring pardon for its sins and healing
oil for its wounds. It seeks a Divinity who will
deliver it from the terrible restlessness and emptiness
of life. But where does it seek that Divinity? It seeks
it in the inns where gather the publicized, the prop-
agandized, the popular, and the modern.

‘The modern world looks for Divinity and the solu-
tion of its ills in the Superman of H. G. Wells, in
the Humanism of Irving Babbitt, in the Sexualism of
Sigmund Freud, in the Cynicism of Bertrand Russell,
in the naturalism of modern religion, in the book of
the month, in the reinterpreted Christ, in the new
morals, in the new psychology, in the new science;
but in none of these inns is Divinity to be found. As
it was not in the inn in the first century, so it shall
not be found in the inn of the twentieth century,
for what is true of the first day is true of our own:
Drvinity is always where you least expect to find It.

Suppose now that it was suggested to the modern
world that the Divinity it seeks is to be found in the
Church; suppose that it was hinted to all who are
seeking for Divinity that the truth it craves is to be
found only in the Vicar of Christ, who, as another
Peter, articulates the mind of Christ; that the Divine
Life for which it yearns is to be found only in the
seven-branched fountain of the sacraments; that the
pardon it begs, drops from an uplifted hand in the
confessional; that only in the Church’s attitude



THE HOMELESS AT HOME 7

toward marriage can our national fabric be pre-
served; and only in the Church’s morality can per-
sonal virtue be regained; suppose that the modern
world today was told that Bethlehem continued to
our own day; that by some great miracle of God’s
love the stable is now the tabernacle; the manger is
now the ciborium; the straw is now the altar flowers;
the swaddling bands are now the white species of
bread, and that the Body and Blood, Soul and Divin-
ity of Christ is living among us in that tabernacle
just as really and truly as in the crib — suppose, I say,
that such a startling declaration was made to our day
and age — and such a statement is just as true as it is
startling — what would be the answer of the modern
world? It would say: “That is absurd. The Church is
antiquated, unmodern, behind the times; it is ig-
nored by all the great Universities of our land; its
dogmas are myths; its moral, pass¢; its belief in the
Real Presence of Christ on the altar, impossible. Why
should our Lord ever live under the species of bread?
Why should truth be sought in that which the world
ignores? No one today ever thinks of going to the
Church in search of Divinity.” But that is just ex-
actly what the world thought in the first century.
No one ever thought of going to a stable in search of
the Truth and Life of the Son of God. But that is
most likely where it is to be found, for Divinity is
always where you least expect to find It.
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The world has always missed Divinity either be-
cause it has sought it in the wrong places, or because
it has ignored the wrong things. It has sought Divin-
ity in Power, in Popularity, in Progress, in Science;
it has ignored the possibility of ever finding it in sim-
plicity, in the unexpected, in defeat, and in frailty.
And yet the sign of Divinity will always be the sign
of seeming weakness — ““This shall be to you a sign:
A Babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a
manger.” The world has always sought Divinity in
the power of a Babel, but never in the weakness of a
Bethlehem; it has searched for it in the inns of
popular opinion, but never in the stable of the ig-
nored; it has looked for it in the cradles of gold but
never in the cribs of straw. Always in Power, but
never in weakness. But Divinity came to earthly life
in the form of a helpless Babe, and left it in the form
of a helpless Man. If God, therefore, is to be found
by us, He must be sought in weakness and defeat,
but a weakness under which there is Power, and a
defeat after which there is Victory.

God will be found only by those who sing the
Hymn of the Conquered and search the forgotten
stables and scan the ignoble crosses. This great lesson
of the Incarnation is to be remembered as the great
Drama of Christian morality is unfolded. In the fol-
lowing chapters will be treated such old themes as
God as the ground of morality, the necessity of mor-
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tification, the beauty of a retired life, the sanctity of
marriage, the fact of sin, the need of Redemption,
future judgment, the existence of hell, the joy of
defeat —all the pillars of the Christian moral edifice
— but now so long forgotten as to be new; all home-
less truths, for the inns of the modern world ignore
them; all homeless truths because there are few who
take them to heart; all homeless maxims because wel-
comed only by those whom the world ignores; all
homeless gifts like the Babe of Bethlehem. The
world certainly does not expect to find Divinity in
such a homeless moral — but Divinity is always where
you least expect to find It, and only where He was
homeless, are you and I at home.

This world is wild as an old wive's tale,
And strange the plain things are,

The earth is enough and the air is enough
For our wonder and our war.

But our rest is as far as the fire drake swings
And our peace is put in impossible things
Where clash and thunder unthinkable wings
Round an incredible star.

To an open house in the evening,

Home shall all men come,

To an older place than Eden

And a taller town than Rome.

To the end of the way of the wandering star,
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To the things that cannot be and that are,
To the place where God was homeless
And all men are at home.

A Child in a Foul Stable

‘Where wild beasts feed and foam

Only where He was homeless

Are you and I at home.*

* From Collected Poems, by G. K. Chesterton. Permission Dodd, Mead
and Co., publishers.



II

THE INTERIOR SINAI



Conscience with its triple
role: legislative, executive,
and judicial, testifies to a
Power who makes laws, to a
Righteousness who witnesses
and executes them, and a
Justice who judges. This
Power, this Righteousness,
and this Justice is God.



MODERN science has ex-
plored the whole surface of the earth, made the sea
reveal the secrets of its depths, the sun tell the story
of its wanderings, and the stars the mystery of their
light — but all this exploration is external. Modern
man has done little to explore that region which is
nearest to him, and yet most unknown, namely, the
depths of his own conscience.

What is conscience? Conscience is an interior gov-
ernment, exercising the same functions as all human
government; namely, legislative, executive, and ju-
dicial. It has its Congress, its President, and its
Supreme Court: it makes its laws, it witnesses our
actions in relation to the laws, and finally it
judges us.

First of all, conscience legislates. One needs only
to live to know that there is in each of us an interior
Sinai, from which is promulgated amid the thunder
and lightning of daily life, a law telling us to do good
and avoid evil. That interior voice fills us with a
sense of responsibility, reminding us, not that we
must do certain things, but that we ought to do
certain things, for the difference between a machine
and a man is the difference between must and ought.

13
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Without even being consulted, conscience plays its
legislative rtole, pronouncing some actions to be in
themselves evil and unjust, and others in themselves
moral and good. Hence, when citizens fail to see a
relationship existing between a human law and the
law of their own conscience, they feel that they are
free to disobey, and their justifying cry is, “My con-
science tells me it is wrong.”

Secondly, conscience not only is legislative, in the
sense that it lays down a law, but it is also executive,
in the sense that it witnesses the application of the
law to actions. An imperfect, but helpful, analogy is
to be found in our own government. Congress passes
a law, then the President witnesses and approves it,
thus applying the law to the lives of citizens. In like
manner, conscience executes laws in the sense that it
witnesses the fidelity of our actions to the law. Aided
by memory, it tells us the value of our actions, tells us
if we were total masters of ourselves, how much pas-
sion, environment, force, and fury influence us;
whether our consequences were foreseen or unfore-
seen; shows us, as in a mirror, the footsteps of all our
actions; points its finger at the vestiges of our deci-
sions; comes to us as a true witness and says: “I was
there, I saw you do it. You had such and such an in-
tention.” In the administration of human justice the
law can call together only those witnesses who have
known me externally, but conscience as a witness
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summons not only those who saw me, but summons
me who knows myself. And whether I like it or not,
I cannot lie to what it witnesses against me.

Finally, conscience not only lays down laws, not
only witnesses my obedience or disobedience to them,
but it also judges me accordingly. The breast of
every man bears a silent court of justice. Conscience
is the judge, sitting in judgment, handing down deci-
sions with such authority as to admit of no appeal,
for no one can appeal a judgment which he brings
against himself. That is why there gather about the
bar of conscience all the feelings and emotions asso-
ciated with right and wrong — joy and sorrow, peace
and remorse, self-approval and fear, praise and blame.
If I do wrong it fills me with a sense of guilt from
which there is no escape, for if the inmost sanctuary
of my being is assaulted by the stern voice of this
judge, I am driven out of myself by myself. Whence,
then, can I fly but to myself with the sickening sense
of guilt, remorse, and disgrace, which is the very hell
of the soul? If, on the contrary, conscience approves
my action, then there settles upon me, like the quiet
of an evening dew, the joy which is a stranger to the
passing pleasures of sense. The world may call me
guilty, its courts may judge me criminal, its irons
may weight down my flesh and bones like deep-sea
anchors, but my soul builds a paradise within, against
the raging opposition without, and floods it with an
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interior peace which the world cannot give and
which the insults of the world cannot take from me.

He that has light within his own clear breast
May sit in the center, and enjoy bright day;

But he that hides a dark soul and foul thoughts
Benighted walks under mid-day sun —

Himself in his own dungeon.

Thus it is that by turning the searchlight into the
hidden recesses, I find that my conscience reveals
itself as making laws, witnessing my obedience to
them, and finally as passing on them judgments of
praise and blame, innocence and guilt. Manifestly,
this triple role, upon the model of which all human
government is based, must have a reason for its
order. But where seek it? If a normal intelligence,
looking out upon the order of the heavens and the
marvelous harmony of its brotherhood of orbs, pass-
ing by one another without a hitch or a halt, reasons
back to a Mind behind the universe, why too should
not one by looking into the world of conscience with
its laws and commands, its interlacings of counsels
and precepts, reason back to some great Moral Gov-
ernor as its source, which we call God? Since the ex-
ternal nature of the heavens is orderly and harmo-
nious, I cannot suppose that the moral law within my
breast is disorderly and chaotic. If there could never



THE INTERIOR SINAI 17

be a universe without a Mind, how could there ever
be a law without a Lawmaker?

First of all, what is the source of the legislative
role of my conscience which bids me to do good and
avoid evil, but which does not make things right or
wrong any more than the eye makes color red or
white? It merely lays down the law, thus betraying
that it is an intermediary between someone else and
me. This law is certainly not of my own making, nor
does it come from society.

It does not come from myself, for no one can be
his own legislator and a superior to himself. Further-
more, if the law of conscience were of my own mak-
ing, I could unmake it, but I cannot do this, for it
comes to me in defiance of my own will. When my
will is set against hearing it, or even obeying it, it
comes as a delegate with absolute right to rule over
me. This means that I did not make it, but that I am
only free to obey it or to disobey it.

Neither does it come from society, for society is
merely an interpreter of the law of conscience and
not its author. Human laws may sanction it and elab-
orate it, but they do not create it. The approval or
disapproval of society did not make the right and
wrong of my conscience, because sometimes con-
science bids us to Haunt the laws of society, when
they are inimical to the laws of God, as was the case
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with the martyrs who died for the faith. Further-
more, every decent man and woman on the face of
the earth knows full well there are certain things
which should not be done, if he or she were the only
person on earth, and that right is right if nobody is
right, and wrong is wrong if everybody is wrong.

If, therefore, the voice of that interior Sinai of
conscience is neither from me nor from society, and
if it is universal in its whisperings and articulations,
so that no moral creature can wholly shake it off, it
must be that behind this law there is a Lawmaker,
and behind this voice there is a Person, and behind
this command a Power, which we call God who has
sealed upon every man coming into the world the
light which slays darkness and illumines souls in the
paths which lead to the land of peace and the home-
land of the children of liberty.

Secondly, what is the source of the executive power
of my conscience? I realize that my conscience is a
witness in a courtroom, something, when I am guilty,
which comes to me with a “thousand several tongues
and every tongue brings in a different tale and every
tale condemns me as a villain.”

Who is this witness within me who takes the stand
and turns state’s evidence against me? Who is this
witness who cannot be bought by gold, nor crushed
by threats, nor won by praise? Who is this great
executive who accepts no excuse, but signs the law
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made by conscience and applies its action? Who is
this witness who is always upholding the cause of
Truth and Righteousness?

In vain do I say that it comes from society, for con-
science sometimes denies the testimony of society
and calls me vicious when society calls me virtuous.
In vain do I say that it comes from myself, for if it
did, then I could make it testify in my own defense,
as some alienists who witness to the truth of the side
which hires them. Since, therefore, my conscience
witnesses constantly to truth and righteousness, and
since this fidelity is not of my own making nor the
making of society, it must therefore be that behind
this Truth and Righteousness there is a Piety and a
Holiness: and since Piety and Holiness can belong
only to a Person, I must conclude that such a Holy
Person who witnesses my actions is in some way the
same God as the Power who laid down the law of
my conscience and now urges me to be faithful unto
it even for eternity.

Thirdly, the sentiments of praise and blame which
follow upon the judgment of conscience are mean-
ingless unless our actions are an offense against a per-
sonal being. If men thought that they were respon-
sible for their evil thoughts and words and actions to
no one higher than themselves or their fellows, it is
inconceivable that the consciousness of guilt and the
fear of punishment would have been what both heart
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and experience testify them to be. Prayers and pen-
ances, sacrifices and atonements would never have
prevailed so widely if there were no underlying sense
of the existence of One before whom we are respon-
sible and whose wrath must be turned aside. Were
there no God to fear, the criminal would never be so
alive to his guilt and so haunted and appalled by the
fear of a judgment and a justice more terrible than
that of men. As Cardinal Newman has put it: “In-
animate things cannot stir our affections; they are
correlative with persons. If, as is the case, we feel
responsibility, are ashamed, are frightened, at trans-
gressing the voice of conscience, this implies that there
is One to whom we are responsible, before whom we
are ashamed, whose claims upon us we fear. If on
doing wrong, we feel the same tearful, broken-hearted
sorrow which overwhelms us on hurting a mother;
if, on doing right, we enjoy the same serenity of
mind, the same soothing, satisfactory delight which
follows on one receiving praise from a father — we
certainly have within us the image of some person to
whom our love and veneration look, in whose smile
we find our happiness, for whom we yearn, toward
whom we direct our pleadings, in whose anger we
are troubled and waste away. . . . If the cause of
these emotions does not belong to this visible world,
the object to which his perception is directed must
be supernatural and divine; and thus the phenomena
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of conscience, as a dictate avails to impress the imagi-
nation with the picture of a Supreme Governor, a
Judge, holy, just, powerful, all-seeing, retributive.”
Thus an examination of my conscience and its
triple role forces me to conclude that just as the eye
corresponds to things visible, the ear to things au-
dible, reason to things intelligible, so too the law of
my conscience must correspond to a Power which
legislates, the witness of my conscience must corres-
pond to a righteousness which executes, and the
praise and blame of my conscience to a Justice which
judges; and since Power, Righteousness, and Justice
correspond to the essential attributes of a Person, 1
must conclude that that Personal Power is Intelligent
in order to make laws; that that Personal Righteous-
ness is All-Knowing in order to have a perfect insight
into moral character; and that that Personal Justice
is Supreme in order to pass sentences after His judg-
ments. And that Wise Power, All-Knowing Right-
eousness, and Supreme Justice, before whom I kneel
in sorrow even when I have not broken a single law
of the land, and confess with deep anguish of soul,
“Against Thee have I sinned’’; that Power who calls
me away from the sin which corrodes even when it
does not glare, and undermines even when it does
not crush; that Righteousness who has implanted a
spiritual law of gravitation within me to draw me
away from the earth, beyond the stars to Himself as
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the Source of Life and Truth and Love; that Justice
who has implanted in me a spark which the wings of
angels fan into a flame of everlasting happiness — is
the Power, the Righteousness, and the Justice which
is God.



I1I

THE EMERGENCE OF MORALS



Evil in the world seems
to be an argument against
the Power, Righteousness,
and Justice of God, but it
is only seems. Evil is one of
the consequences of a moral
universe where freedom
reigns, and where charac-
ters emerge by the right
use of freedom.



I[F GOD is power, love,
and justice, then why did He create this kind of
world? If He is powerful, why does He permit evil?
If He is love, why does He tolerate hate? If He is
justice, why does He allow unrighteousness? These
questions, I suppose, have been asked by everyone
whose eyes have ever seen, whose minds have ever
known the terrible contrast between the sin of the
world and the goodness of God.

In order to answer correctly the question why God
made this kind of world, it is important, first of all,
to remember that this is not the only kind of world
that God could have made. He might have created
ten thousand other kinds of worlds, in which there
never would have been struggle, pain, or sacrifice.
But this is the best possible kind that God could
have made for the purpose He has in mind. An artist
is to be judged not so much by the masterpiece he
produces, as by the purpose he had in mind in creat-
ing the masterpiece.” An architect is not to be judged
a poor architect because he designs a bird house
instead of a cathedral, for his intention may have
been only to construct a haven for the winged crea-
tures of God instead of a dwelling for God Himself.

25
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In like manner, God must not be judged only by this
particular kind of world which He created, but also
by the intention and will He had in making it.
This brings us to the other question: What pur-
pose did God have in mind in making this kind of
world? The answer is very simply that God intended
to construct a moral universe. He willed from all
eternity to build a stage on which characters would
emerge. He might, of course, have made a world
without morality, without virtue, without character
—a world in which each and every one of us would
sprout virtues as an acorn sprouts an oak, or a world
in which each of us would become saints with the
same inexorable necessity that the chariot of the sun
mounts the morning sky, or the rain falls to embrace
the earth. God might have made us all like so many
sticks and stones, in which we would be guided by
the same necessity by which fire is hot and ice is cold.
God might have done this, but He did not. And He
did not because He willed a moral universe in order
that, by the right use of the gift of freedom, charac-
ters might emerge. What does God care for things,
piled into the infinity of space, even though they be
diamonds, for if all the orbits of heaven were so
many jewels glittering like the sun, what would their
external but necessarily undisturbed balance mean to
Him in comparison with a single character, which
could weave the skeins of an apparently wrecked and
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ruined life into the beautiful tapestry of saintliness
and holiness? The choice before God in creating the
world lay between creating a purely mechanical uni-
verse, peopled by mere automata, or creating a world
of pure spiritual beings, for whom the choice of good
and evil was, at any rate, a possibility.

Suppose, now, it be granted that God chose to
make a moral universe, or one in which characters
would emerge. What condition would have to be
fulfilled in order to make morality possible? If God
chose to make a moral universe, then He had to
make man free; that is, endow him with the power
to say “yes” and “no,” and to be captain and master
of his own fate and destiny. Morality implies respon-
sibility and duty, but these can exist only on condi-
tion of freedom. Stones have no morals, because they
are not free. We do not praise iron because it be-
comes heated by fire, nor do we condemn ice because
it is melted by heat. Praise and blame can be be-
stowed only on those who are masters of their own
will. It is only the man who has the possibility of
saying “no” who can have so much charm in his
heart when he says “yes.” Take this quality of free-
dom away from a man, and it is no more possible for
him to be virtuous than it is for the blade of grass
which we tread beneath our feet. Take freedom away
from life and there would be no more reason to
honor the fortitude of the martyrs who offered their
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bodies as incense in testimony of their faith, than to
honor the flames which kindled their faggots. Take
away liberty and where would be the concern in how
children will mold their lives and write their eternal
destiny 1in the invisible ink of their free choice. Take
away freedom which gives life the interest of an
everlasting plot, and with how little care would we
watch the curtain rise, and with what feeble regret
would we watch the drop scene fall.

Is it any impeachment of God that He chose not
to reign over an empire of chemicals? If, therefore,
God has deliberately chosen a kind of empire not to
be ruled by force but by freedom, and if we find
His subjects able to act against His will, as stars and
atoms cannot, does this not prove that He has pos-
sibly given to them the chance of breaking allegiance,
in order that there may be meaning and glory in that
allegiance when they freely choose to give it?

We have said that God chose to make a moral
universe, and secondly, that He could make a moral
universe only on condition that He made man free.
This being so, we have an answer to the question,
why does God permit evil? The possibility of evil is
in some way bound up with the freedom of man.
Since man was free to love, he was free to hate; since
he was free to obey, he was free to rebel; since he
was free enough to be praised for his goodness, he
was free enough to be blamed for his badness. Virtue,
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in this present concrete order, is possible only in
those spheres in which it is possible to be vicious;
sacrifice is possible only in those levels in which it is
possible to be selfish; redemption is possible only in
those realms where it is possible to be enslaved. The
world has no heroes except in those battles where
every hero might have been a coward; the nation has
no patriots except in those causes where each patriot
might have been a traitor; the Church has no saints
except in those realms where each heart might have
been a devil. Triumphal arches are reared only to
men who succeeded, but who might have failed in the
trying; niches are filled only by the statues of those
who might have transgressed, but did not; monu-
ments are erected only to the memory of those who
might have turned back, and yet pushed on.

Take the danger and doubt away from life, and
where would be the heroism and faith? Let there be
no sorrow by night, no malady by day, and where
would be kindness and sacrifice? No watchful love
hovers over the invulnerable; no crown of merit ever
rests suspended over those who do not fight; they
might all go forth to battle and enterprise alone, and
be forgotten, followed by no musing fancy that is
flushed with their triumph, or anguished with their
fall. A world without contingency could have no hero
or no saint. There is no epic of the certainties, and
no lyric without the suspense of sorrow and the sigh
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of fear, and there can be no morality in the present
order without the possibility of evil, and no saints
without the possibility of each one becoming a Judas.

If, then, the possibility of evil is in some way in-
volved in human freedom, one can immediately see
the absurdity of condemning God for allowing evil
to continue. How many there are who say, “If I were
God, I would immediately destroy all injustices and
evils.” To ask this, however, is to ask that God con-
tradict Himself: you ask that God should create a
thing free to choose between good and evil, and yet
oblige that thing to choose good. To ask that God
should create a man free to choose between justice
and injustice, and yet oblige him always to choose
justice and never be unjust, is to ask an absurdity.
Just as it is impossible in the very nature of things
for God to create me and not to create me, to make
me exist and not exist at the same time, so it is im-
possible in the nature of things for God to make me
free and yet to make me a slave. God cannot do any-
thing which would contradict His nature, not in the
sense that He is bound by anything outside Himself,
but because His nature is justice itself.

And so those who would blame God for allowing
man freedom to go on hindering and thwarting His
work, are like those who, seeing the blots and
smudges and misspellings and grammatical errors in
a student’s notebook, would condemn the teacher for






