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THE THING

INTRODUCTION

It will be naturally objected to the publication of these
papers that they are ephemeral and that they are con-
troversial. In other words, the normal critic will at once
dismiss them as too frivolous and disiike them as too
serious. The rather one-sided trucc of good taste,
touching all religious matters, which prevailed until a
short time ago, has now given place to a rather one-sided
war. But the truce can still be invoked, as such terrorism
of taste generally is invoked, against the minority. We all
know the dear old Conscrvative colonel who swears
himself red in the face that he is not going to talk politics,
but that damning to hell all those bloody blasted
Socialists is not politics. We all have a kindly feeling for
the dear old lady, living at Bath or Cheltenham, who
would not dream of talking uncharitably about anybody,
but who does certainly think the Dissenters are too
dreadful or that Irish servants are really impossible.
It is in the spirit of these two very admirable persons
that the controversy is now conducted in the Press on
behalf of a Progressive Faith and a Broad and Brotherly
Religion. So long as the writer employs vast.and
universal gestures of fellowship and hospitality to all
those who are ready to abandon their religious beliefs,
he is allowed to be as rude as he likes to al] those who
venture to retain them. The Dean of St. Paul’s permits
himsclf genially to call the Catholic Church a treacherous
and bloody corporation; Mr. H. G.'Wells is allowed to

I



2 THE THING

compare the Blessed Trini‘ty to an undignified dance;
the Bishop of Birmingham to compare the Blessed
Sacrament to a barbarous blood-feast. It is felt that
phrases like these cannot ruffle that human peace and
harmony which all such humanitarians desire; there
is nothing in these expressions that could possibly
interfere with brotherhood and the sympathy that is
the bond of society. We may be sure of this, for we
have the word of the writers themselves that their ‘whole
aim is to generate an atmosphere of liberality and love.
If, therefore, any unlucky interruption mars the harmony
of the occasion, if it is really impossible for these fraternal
festivities to pass off without some silly disturbance, or
somebody making a scene, it is obvious that the blame
must lie with a few irritable and irritating individuals,
who cannot accept these descriptions of the Trinity and
the Sacrament and the Church as soothing their feelings
or satisfying their ideas.

It is explained very clearly in all such statements that
they are accepted by all intelligent people except those
who do not accept them. But as I myself, in my political
experience, have ventured to doubt the right of the Tory
colonel to curse his political opponents and say it is not
politics, or of the lady to love everybody and loathe
Irishmen, I have the same difficulty in admitting the
right of the most liberal and large-minded Christian to
see good in all religions and nothing but evil in mine.
But I know that to publish replies to this effect, par-
ticularly direct replies given in real controversy, will be
regarded by many as a provocation and an impertinence.

Well, I must in this matter confess to being so old-
fashioned as to feel something like a point of honour.
I think I may say that I am normally of the sort to be
sociable and get on easily with my fellows; I am not so-
much disposed to quarrel as to atgue; and I value fidte



" INTRODUGTION 3

. . .
than I can easily say the generally genial relations I have
kept with those who differ from me merely in argument.
I am very fond of England even as it is, quite apart from
what it was or might be; I have a number of popular
tastes, from detective stories to the defence of public-
houses; I have been on many occasions on the side of the
majority, as for instance in the propaganda of English
patriotism during the Great War. I could even find in
thesc " sympathies a sufficicnt material for popular
appeals; and, in a more practical sense, I should enjoy
nothing more than always writing detective stories,
except always reading them. But if in this much too
lucky and even lazy existence I find that my co-religion-
ists are being pelted with insults for saying that their
religion is right, it would ill become me not to put myself
in the way of being insulted. Many of them have had
far too hard a life, and I have had far too easy a life,
for me not to count it a privilege to be the object of the
same curious controversial methods. If the Dean of
St. Paul’s really does believe, as he most undoubtedly
docs say, that the most devout and devoted rulers of the
Catholic Church, when they accepted (realistically and
even reluctantly) the fact of a modern miracle, were
engaged in a “lucrative imposture,” I should very much
prefer to believe that he accuses me, along with better
men than myself, of becoming an impostor merely for
filthy lucre. If the word “Jesuit” is still to be used as
synonymous with the word ‘‘liar,” T should prefer that
the same simple translation should apply to the word
‘ Journalist,” of which it is much more often true. If
the Dean accuses Catholics as Catholics of desiring
innocent men to die in prison (as he does), I should
much prefer that he should cast me for some part in
that terrific and murderous mclodrama, it might in
any case be material fdr a detective Story. In short, it is
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precisely because I do syr;lpathise and agree with my
Protestant and agnostic fellow countrymen, on about
ninety-nine subjects out of a hundred, that I do feel it a
point of honour not to avoid their accusations on these
points, if they really have such accusations to bring. I
am very sorry if this little book of mine seems to be
controversial on subjects about which everybody is
allowed to be controversial except ourselves. But I am
afraid there is no help for it; and if I assure the reader
that I have tricd to start putting it together in an un-
impaired spirit of charity, it is always possible that the
charity may be as une-sided as the controversy. Anyhow,
it represents my attitude towards this controversy; and
it iy quite possible that everything is wrong about it,
except that it is right,



THE SCEPTIC AS CRITIC

IT takes three to make a quarrel. There is needed a
peacemaker. The full potentialities of human fury
cannot be reached until a friend of both parties tactfully
intervenes. I feel mysclfto be in some such position in the
recent American debate about Mr. Mencken’s Mercury
and the Puritans; and I admit it at the beginning with
an embarrassment not untinged with terror. I know that
the umpire may be torn in pieces. I know that the
self-appointed umpire ought to be torn in pieces. I
know, above all, that this is especially the case in
anything which in any way involves international
relations.

Perhaps the only sound criticism is self-criticism. Per-
haps this is even more true of nations than of men. And
I can quite well understand that many Americans would
accept suggestions from their fellow countrymen which
they would rightly refuse from a foreigner. I can only
plcad that I have endeavoured to carry out the excellent
pamouc principle of “See England First” in the cqually
patriotic paraphrase of “Criticize England First.” I
have been engaged upon it long enough to be quite well
aware that there are evils present in England that are
relatively absent from America; and none more
conspicuously absent, as Mr. Belloc has pointed out to
the surprise of many, than the real, servile, superstitious
and mystical adoration of Money. y

But what makes me so objectionable on the present
occasion is that I feel a considerable sympathy with both
sides. This offensive attitude I will endeavour to disguise,

5
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as far as possible, by tactfully distributed abuse of such
things as I really think are abuses, and a gracefully simu-
lated disgust with this or that part of each controversial
case. But the plain truth is, that if I were an American,
1 should very frequently rejoice at the American Mercury’s
scoring off somebody or something; nor would my
modest fireside be entirely without mild rejoicings when
the American Mercury was scored off. But I do definitely
think that both sides, and perhaps especially the -
iconoclastic_side, need what the whole modern world
needs—~a fixed spiritual standard even for their own
intellectual purposes. I might express it by saying that
I am very fond of rcvolutlomsts, but not very fond of
nihilists. For nihilists, as their name implies, have
nothing to revolt about.d

On this side of the matter there is little to be added to
the admirably sane, subtle, and penetrating article by
Mr. T. S. Eliot;! especially that vital sentence in it in
which he tells Professor Irving Babbitt (who admits the
need of enthusiasm) that we cannot have an enthusiasm
for having an enthusiasm. I think I know, incidentally,
what we must have. Professor Babbitt is a very learned
man; and I myself have little Latin and less Greek. But
I know enough Greek to know the meanmg of the second
syllable of “enthusiasm,” and I know it to be the key to
this and every other discussion.

Let me take two examples, touching my points of
agreement with the two sides. I heartily admire Mr.
Mencken, not only for his vivacity and wit, but for his
vehemence and sometimes for his violence. I warmly
applaud him for his scorn and detestation of Service;
and I think he was stating a historical fact when he said,
as quoted in The Forum : ‘“When a gang of real estate
agents, bond saleymen, and automobile dealers gets

1 ¢¢The Humanism of Irving Babbitt,”” The Forum for July 1928.
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together to sob for Service, 1t takes no Freudian to sur-
mise that someone is about to be swindled.” I do not see
why he should not call a spade a spade and a swindler a
swindler. I do not blame him for using vulgar words for
vulgar things. But I do remark upon two ways in which
the fact of his philosophy being negative makes his
criticism almost shallow. First of all, it is obvious that
such a satire is entirely meaningless unless swindling is a
sin. And it is equally obvious that we are instantly
swallowed up in the abysses of ‘“moralism” and
“religionism,” if it is a sin. And the second point, if less
obvious, is equally important—that his healthy instinct
against greasy hypocrisy does not really enlighten him
about the heart of that hypocrisy.

What is the matter with the cult of Service is that, like
so many modern notions, it is an idolatry of the inter-
mediate, to the oblivion of the ultimate. It is like the
jargon of the idiots who talk about Efficiency without
any criticism of Effect. The sin of Service is the sin of
Satan: that of trying to be first where it can only be
second. A word like Service has stolen the sacred capital
letter from the thing which it was once supposed to serve.
There is a sense in serving God, and an even more dis-
puted sensc in serving man; but there is no sense in
serving Service. To serve God is at least to serve an ideal
being. Even if he were an imaginary being, he would
still be an ideal being. That ideal has definite and even
dogmatic attributes—truth, justice, pity, purity, and the
rest. To serve it, however imperfectly, is to serve a
particular concept of perfection. But the man who rushes
down the street waving his arms and wanting something
or somebody to serve, will probably fall ipto the first
bucket-shop or den of thieves and usurers, and be found
industriously serving them. There arises the horrible
idea that industry, rellability, punctuality, and business
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activity are good things; that mere readiness to serve
the powers of this world is a Christian virtue. That is the
case against Service, as distinct from the curse against
Service, so heartily and inspiringly hurled by Mr.
Mencken. But the serious case cannot be stated without
once more raising the real question of whether mankind
ought to serve anything; and of whether they had not
better try to define what they intend to serve. All these
silly words like Service and Efficiency and Practicality
and the rest fail because they worship the means and
not the end. But it all comes back to whether we do
propose to worship the end; and preferably the right
end.

Two other characteristic passages from Mr. Mencken
will serve to show more sharply this curious sense in
which hc misses his own point. On the one hand, he
appears to state most positively the purely personal and
subjective nature of criticism; he makes it individual
and almost irresponsible. ‘“The critic is first and last
simply trying to express himself; he is trying to achieve
thereby for his own inner ego the grateful feeling of a
function performed, a tension relieved, a katharsis|
attained, which Wagner achieved when he wrote:
, Die Walkiirie, and a hen achieves every time she lays an
egg.” That is all consistent enough as far as it goes;
but unfortunately Mr. Mencken appears to go on to
something quite inconsistent with it. According to thc
quotation, he afterwards bursts into a song of triurnph
because there is now in America not only criticism, but
controversy. ‘“‘To-day for the first time in years there
is strife in American criticism . . . cars are bitten off,
noses are kloodied. There are wallops both above
\and below the belt.”

Now, there may bc somcthmg in his case for contro-
versy; but it is quite inconsistent with his case for creative
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to please hlmsclf it is entJrcly irrelevant that it does not
please somcbody else. The somebody eclse has a perfect
right to say the exact opposite to please himself, and be
perfectly satisfied with himself. But they cannot contro-
vert because they cannot compare. They cannot com-
pare because there is no common standard of com-
parigon. Neither I nor anybody else can have a con-
troversy about literaturc with Mr. Mencken, because
there is no way of criticizing the criticism, except by
asking whether the critic is satisfied. And there the
debate ends, at the beginning: for nobody can doubt
that Mr. Mencken is satisfied.

But not to make Mr. Mencken a mere victim of the
argumentum ad_hominem, I will make the experiment in a
viler body and offer myself for dissection. I daresay a
great deal of the criticism I write really is moved by a
mood of self-expression; and certainly it is true enough”
that there is a satisfaction in sclf-expression. I can take
something or other about which I have definite feelings
—as, for instance, the philosophy of Mr. Dreiser, which
has been mentioned more than once in this debate. I
can achieve for my own inner ego the grateful feeling
of writing as follows:

‘“He describes a world which appears to be a dull and
discolouring illusion of indigestion, not bright enough to
be called a nightmare; smelly, but not even stinking with
any strength; smelling of the stale gas of ignorant
chemical experiments by dirty, secretive schoolboys—
the sort of boys who torture cats in corners; spineless
and spiritless like a broken-backed worm; loathsomely
slow and laborious like an endless slug; despairing, but
not with dignity, blaspheming, but not with courage; .
without wit, without will, without laughter or uplifting
of the heart; too old to die, too deaf to leave off talking,
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‘
too blind to stop, too stupid to start afresh, too dead to
be killed, and incapable even of being damned, since
in all its weary centuries it has not reached the age of
reason.”’

That is what I feel about it; and it certainly gives me
pleasure to relieve my feelings. I have got it off my chest.
I have attained a katharsis. I have laid an egg. [ have
produced a criticism, satisfying all Mr. Mencken’s
definitions of the critic. I have performed a function.
I feel better, thank you.

But what influence my feelings can be expected to have
on Mr. Dreiser, or anybody who does not admit my
standards of truth and falschood, I do not quite sec.
Mr. Dreiser can hardly be expected to say that his
chemistry is quackery, as I think it—quackery without
the liveliness we might reasonably expect from quacks.
He does not think fatalism base and servile, as I do; he
does not think free will the highest truth about humanity,
as I do. He does not believe that despair is itself a sin,
and perhaps the worst of sins, as Catholics do. He does
not think blasphemy the smallest and silliest sort of pride,
as even pagans do. He naturally does not think his own
picture of life a false picture, resembling real life about as
much as a wilderness of linoleum would resemble the
land of all the living flowers, as I do. But he would
not think it falser for being like a wilderness. He would
probably admit that it was dreary, but think it correct to
be dreary. He would probably own that he was hopeless,
but not see any harm in being hopeless. What I advance
as accusations, he would very probably accept as
compliments.

Under these circumstances, I do not quite sec how I,
or anyone with my views, could have a controversy with
Mr. Dreiser. There dqes not seem tq be any way in which
I could prove him wrong, because he does not accept
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my view of what is wrong. There does not seem to be
any way in which he could prove himself right, because
I do not share his notions of what is right. We might,
indeed, meet in the street and fall on each other; and
while I believe we are both heavy men, 1 doubt not that
he is the more formidable. The very possibility of our
being reduced to this inarticulate explanation may
possibly throw some light on Mr. Mencken’s remarkable
description of the new literary life in America. ‘‘Ears
are bitten off,”” he said; and this curious form of cultural
intercourse might really be the only solution, when ears
are no longer organs of hearing and there are no organs
except organs of self-expression. He that hath ears to
hear and will not hear may just as well have them
bitten off. Such deafness scems inevitable in the creative
critic who is as indifferent as a hen to all noises except
her own cackling over her own egg. Anyhow, hens do
not criticize each other’s eggs, or even pelt each other
with eggs, in the manner of political controversy. We
can only say that the novelist in question has undoubtedly
laid a magnificently large and solid egg—something in
the nature of an ostrich’s egg; and after that, there is
really nothing to prevent the ostrich from hiding its
head in the sand, achieving thereby for its own inner
ego the grateful feeling of a function performed. But we
cannot argue with it about whether the egg is a bad egg,
or whether parts of it are excellent.

In all these instances, therefore, because of the absence
of a standard of ultimate values, the most ordinary func-
tions really cannot be performed. They not only cannot
be performed with ‘““a grateful feeling,” or a katharsis,
but in the long run they cannot be perforthed at all.
We cannot really denounce the Service-mongering bond
salesman as a swindler, because we have no certain
agreement that it is shameful to be a swindler. A little-
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manipulation of some of Mr. Mencken’s own individual-
istic theories about mentality as superior to moralism
might present the swindler as a superman. We cannot
really argue for or against the mere ideal of Service,
because neither side has really considered what is to be
served or how we are to arrive at the right rules for
serving it. Consequently, in practice, it may turn out
that the State of Service is merely the Servile State, And
finally, we cannot really argue about that or anything
else, because there are no rules of the game of argument.
There is nothing to prove who has scored a point and
who has not. There cannot be “‘strife in American
criticism”’; the professors cannot be ‘“forced to make
some defence.”” That would require plaintiffs and
defendants to appear before some tribunal and give
evidence according to some tests of truth. There can be
a disturbance, but there cannot be a discussion.

In plain words, the normal functions of man—effort,
protest, judgment, persuasion, and proof—are found in
fact to be hampered and hamstrung by these negations of
the sceptic even when the sceptic seems at first to be only
denying some distant vision or some miraculous tale.
Each function is found in fact to refer to some end, to
some test, to some way of distinguishing between use and
misuse, which the mere sceptic destroys as completely as
he could destroy any myth or superstition. If the
function is only performed for the satisfaction of the per-
former, as in the parable of the critic and the egg,
it becomes futile to discuss whether it is an addled egg. It
becomes futile to consider whether eggs will produce
chickens or provide breakfasts. But even to be certain
of our own’sanity in applying the tests, we do really have
to go back to some aboriginal problem, like that of the old
riddle of the priosity of egg or, chicken; we do really,
like the great religions, have to begin .ab ovo. If those
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primordial sanities can be disturbed, the whole of
practical life can be disturbed with them. Men can be
frozen by fatalism, or crazed by anarchism, or driven to
death by pessimism; for men will not go on indefinitely
acting on what they feel to be a fable. And it is in this
organic and almost muscular sense that religion is really
the help of man—in the sense that without it he is
ultimately helpless, almost motionless.

Mr. Mencken and Mr. Sinclair Lewis and the other
critics in the Mercury movement are so spirited and
sincere, they attack so vigorously so many things that
ought to be attacked, they expose so brilliantly many
things that really are impostures, that in discussing
matters with them a man will have every impulse to put
his cards on the table. It would be affectation and
almost hypocrisy in me to ignore, in this place the fact
that I do myself believe in a special spiritual solution
of this problem, a special spiritual authority above this
chaos. Nor, indeed, is the idea altogether absent, as an
idea, from many other minds besides my own. The
Catholic philosophy is mentioned in terms of respect,
and even a sort of hope, both by Professor Babbitt! and
Mr. T. S. Eliot. I do not misunderstand their courtesies,
or seek to lure them a step further than they desire to
go. But, as a matter of fact, by a series of faultlessly
logical steps, Mr. Eliot led Professor Babbitt so near to
the very gates of the Catholic Church that in the end
I felt quite nervous, so to speak, for fear they should
both take another unintentional step and fall into it by
accident.

I have a particular reason for mentioning this matter
in conclusion—a reason that is directly related to this
curious effect of scepticism in weakening the normal
functions of the human being. Ip one of the most

\1 ¢¢The Critic and American Life,"” The Forum for February, 1928.|
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. .
brilliant and amusing of Mr. Sinclair Lewis’s recent
books there is a passage which I quote from memory,
but I think more or less correctly. He said that the
Catholic Faith differs from current Puritanism in that
it does not ask a man to give up his sense of beauty, or
his sense of humour, or his pleasant vices (by which he
probably meant smoking and drinking, which are not
vices at all), but that it does ask a man to give up his
life and soul, his mind, body, reason, and all the rest.
I ask the reader to consider, as quietly and impartially
as possible, the statement thus made; and put it side by
side with all those other facts about thejgradual fossilizin
o{ human function by the fundamental doubts of our day.

It would be far truer to say that the Faith gives a man
back his body and his soul and his reason and his will
and his very life. It would be far truer to say that the man
who has received it receives all the old human functions
which all the other philosophies are already taking away.
It would be nearer to reality to say that he alone will
have freedom, that he alone will have will, because he
alone will believe in free will; that he alone will have
reason, since ultimate doubt denies reason as well as
authority; that he alone will truly act, because action
is performed to an end. It is at least a less unlikely
vision that all this hardening and helpless despair of the
intellect will leave him at last the only walking and
talking citizen in a city of paralytics.\,



IS HUMANISM A RELIGION?

I HAVE just been reading Mr. Norman Foerster’s book on
““American Criticism”’; and I hope it is no disrespect to
the bulk of the book, a series of very thoughtful studies
on American thinkers, if I say that the whole point of it
is in the last chapter; which propounds a certain
problem or challenge to modern thought.ZIt is the
problem of whether what he calls Humanism can satisfy -
humanity> Of his other topics it would be easy to talk
for ever. He generally says the right thing; he some-
times says the last word, in that suggestive or provocative
style that tempts somebody to say one word more. In
my own estimate of his subjects, Whitman would be
very much larger and Lowell very much smaller. About
Emerson he seems both sensitive and just; and Emerson
certainly had distinction; but just that dry sort of dis-
tinction to which I should always be afraid of being
unfair. A Puritan tried to be a Pagan; and succeeded
in being a Pagan who hesitated about whether he ought
to go and see a girl dancing. But all these things are
stimulating but secondary to the question which I will
take the liberty of attacking separately and attempting
to answer seriously. I fear that answering it seriously
must mean answering it personally. [The question really
is whether Humanism can perform all the functions of
religion; and I cannot but regard it in relation to my
own religior\ It is only just to say that Humanism is
quite different from Humanitarianism. It means, as
explained here, something like this. Modern science and
organization are in a sense only too natural. They herd

15
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us like the beasts along lines of heredity or tribal doom;
they attach man to the earth like a plant instead of
liberating him, even like a bird, let alone an angel.
Indeed, their latest psychology is lower than the level
of life. What is subconscious is sub-human, and, as it
were, subterranean: or something less than earthly. This
fight for culture is above all a fight for consciousness:
what some would call self-consciousness; but anyhow
against mere sub-consciousness. We need a rally of the
really human things; will which is morals, memory which
is tradition, culture which is the mental thrift of our
fathers. Nevertheless, my first duty is to answer the
question put to me; and I must answer it in the negative.

I do not believe that Humanism can be a complete
substitute for Superhumanism. I do not believe it
because of a certain truth to me so concrete as to be
called a fact. 1 know it sounds very like something that
has often becen said in conventional or superficial
apologetics. But I do not mean it in that vague sense;
so far from inheriting it as a convention, I have rather
recently collided with it as a discovery. I have realized
it relativcly late in life, and realized that it is indeed
the whole story and moral of my own lifetime. But even
a few years ago, when most of my moral and religious
views were pretty finally formed, I should not have seen
it quite sharply and clearly; as I see it now.

The fact is this: that the modern world, with its
modern movements, is living on its Catholic capital. It
is using and using up, the truths that remain to it out of
the old treasury of Christendom; including, of course,
many truths known to pagan antiquity but crystallized
in Christendom. But it is not rcally starting new
enthusiasms of its own. The novelty is a matter of names
and labels, like modern advertisement; in almost every
other way the novelty is merely negative. It is not
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starting fresh things that it can really carry on far into
the future. On the contrary, it is picking up old things
that it cannot carry on at all. For these are the two
marks of modern moral ideals. First, that they were
borrowed or snatched out of ancient or medizval hands.
Second, that they wither very quickly in modern hands.
That is, very briefly, the thesis I maintain; and it so
happens that the book called American Cntmsm might
almost have been meant for a text-book to prove my
point.

I will begin with a particular example with which the
book also deals.["My whole youth was filled, as with a
sunrise, with the sanguine glow of Walt Whitman. He
scemed to me something like a crowd turned to a giant,
or like Adam the First Man. It thrilled me to hear of
somebody who had heard of somebody, who saw him in
the street; it was as if Christ were still alive. I did not
care about whether his unmetrical poetry were a wise
form or no, any more than whether a true Gospel of
Jesus were scrawled on parchment or stone. I never had
a hint of the evil some enemies have attributed to him;
if it was there, it was not there for me. What I saluted
was a new equality, which was not a dull levelling but
an enthusiastic lifting; a shouting exultation in the mere
fact that men were men. Real men were greater than
unreal gods; and each remained as mystic and majestic
as a god, while he became as frank and comforting as a
comrade. The point can be put most compactly in one
of Whitman'’s own phrases; he says somewhere that old
artists painted crowds, in which one head had a nimbys
of gold-coloured light; “but I paint hundreds of heads,
but paint no head without its nimbus of gold-cnloured
light.” A glory was to cling about men as menj a mutual
worship was to take the form of fcllOwshlp, and the least
and lowest of men must be included in this fellowship;
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a hump-backed negro balf-wit, with one eye and
homicidal mania, must not be painted without his
nimbus of gold-coloured light. This might secm only
the final expansion of the movement begun a century
before with Rousseau and the Revolutionists; and I was
brought up to believe, and did believe, that the move-
ment was the beginning of bigger and better things.
But these were songs before sunrise: and there is no
comparison between even sunrise and the sun. Whit-
man was brotherhood in broad daylight showing endless
varieties of radiant and wonderful creatures, all the more
sacred for being solid. Shelley had adored Man, but
Whitman adored Men. Every human face, every human
feature, was a matter of mystical poetry, such as lit like
chance torchlight, hitherto, a face here and there in the
crowd. A king was a man treated as all men should be
treated. A god was a man worshipped as all men should
be worshipped. What could they do against a race of
gods and a republic of kings; not verbally but veritably
the New World? | .~

Well . . . here is what Mr. Foerster says about the
present position of the founder of the new world of
democracy: ‘‘Our present science lends little support to
an inherent ‘dignity of man’ or to his ‘perfectibility.’
It is wholly possible that the science of the future will
lead us away from democracy towards some form of
aristocracy. The millennial expectations that Whitman
built upon science and democracy, we are now well
aware, rested upon insecure foundations. . . . The per-
fection of nature, the natural goodness of man, ‘the
great pride of man in himself’ offset with an emotiona]
humanitarianism—these are the materials of a structure
only slightly coloured with modernity. His politics,
his ethics, his religion belong to the past, even that
facile ‘religiousness’ which he hoped would suffuse and
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complete the work of science and democracy. . . . In
the essentials of his prophecy, Whitman, we must con-
clude, has been falsified by the event.” This is a very
moderate and fair statement; it would be easy to find
the same thing in a much fiercer statement. Here is a
monumental remark by Mr. H. L. Mencken: ‘“They
(he means certain liberal or ex-liberal thinkers) have
come to realize that the morons whom they sweated to
save do not want to be saved, and are not worth saving.”
That is the New Spirit, if there is any New Spirit.
will make unconquerable cities, with their arms about
each other’s necks,” cried Walt Whitman ‘“by, the love
of comrades, by the lifelong love of comrades.¥ I like to
think of the face of Mr. Mencken of Baltimore, if some
casual comrade from Pittsburg tried to make him un-
conquerable by putting an arm round his neck. But
the idea is dead for much less ferocious people than Mr.
Mencken. It is dead in a man like Aldous Huxley, who
complained recently of the ‘““gratuitous” romancing of
the old republican view of human nature. It is dead in
the most humane and humorous of our recent critics.
It is dead in.so many wise and good men to-day, that I
cannot help wondering whether, under modern con-
ditions of his favourite ‘‘science,” it would not be dead
in Whitman himself.

1t is not dead in me. It remains real for me, not by
any merit of mine, but by the fact that this mystical
idea, while it has evaporated as a mood, still exists as
a creedd I am perfectly prepared to assert, as firmly as
I should have asserted in my boyhood, that the hump-
backed and half-witted negro is decorated with a nimbus
of gold-coloured light. {T'he truth is that Whitman’s wild
picture, or what he thought was a wild picture, is in
fact a very old and orthodox picture. There are, as
a matter of fact, any number of old pictures in which
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whole crowds are crownéd with haloes, to indicate
‘that they have all attained Beatitude. But for Catholics
it is a fundamental dogma of the faith that all human
beings, without any exception whatever, were specially
made, were shaped and pointed like shining arrows, for
the end of hitting the mark of Beatitude2 It is true that
the shafts are feathered with free will, and therefore
throw the shadow of all the tragic possibilities of free
will; and that the Church (having also been awdre for
ages of that darker side of truth, which the new sceptics
have just discovered) does also draw attention to the
darkness of that potential tragedy. But that does not
make any difference to the gloriousness of the potential
glory. In one aspect it is even a part of it; since the
freedom is itself a glory. In that sense they would still
wear their haloes even in hell.

But the point is that anyone believing that all these
beings were made to be blessed, and multitudes of them
probably well on their way to be blessed, really has a
sound philosophic reason for regarding them all as
radiant and wonderful creatures or seeing all their heads
in haloes. That conviction does make every human
face, every human feature, a matter of mystical poetry.
But it is not at all like modern poetry. The most modern
of modern poetry is not the poetry of reception, but of
rejection, or rather, of repulsion. The spirit that inhabits
most recent work might be called a fury of fastidiousness.
The new man of letters does not get his effect by saying
that for him a hump-backed negro has a halo. He
gets his effect by saying that, just as he was about to
embrace finally the fairest of women, he was nauseated
by a pimple above her eyebrow or a stain of grease on
her left thumb. Whitman tried to prove that dirty
things were really clean, as when he glorified manure
as the matrix of the'purity of grass. His followers in free
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verse try to prove that clean things are really dirty; to
suggest something leprous and loathsome about the
thick whiteness of milk, or something prickly and plague-
stricken about the unaccountable growth of hair. In
short, the whole mood has changed, as a matter of
poctry. But it has not changed as a matter of theology;
and that is the argument for having an unchanging
theology. The Catholic theology has nothing to do with
democracy, for or against, in the sense of a machinery
of voting or a criticism of particular political privileges.
It is not committed to support what Whitman said for
democracy, or even what Jefferson or Lincoln said for
democracy. But it is absolutely committed to contradict
what Mr. Mencken says against democracy[ There will
be Diocletian persecutions, there will be Dominican
crusades, there will be rending of all religious peace and
compromise, or even the end of civilization and the
world, before the Catholic Church will admit that one
single moron, or one single man, “‘is not worth saving.’”

I have therefore found in my middle age this curious
fact about the lesson of my life, and that of all my
generation. [We all grew up with a common conviction,
lit by the flames of the literary genius of Rousseau, of
Shelley, of Victor Hugo, finding its final flare up and
conflagration in the universalism of Walt Whitman And
we all took it for granted that all our descendants would
take it for granted. I said the discovery of brotherhood
seemed like the discovery of broad daylight; of some-
thing that men could never grow tired of. Yet even in
my own short lifetime, men have already grown tired
of it. We cannot now appeal to the love of equality as
an emotion. We cannot now open a new book of poems,
and expect it to be about the life-long love of comrades,
or ‘“Love, the beloved Republic, that feeds upon
freedom and lives.” We realize that'in most men it has
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died, because it was a mood and not a doctrine. And
we begin to wonder too late, in the wise fashion of the
aged, how we could ever have cxpected it to last as a
mood, if it was not strong enough to last as a doctrine:
And we also begin to realize that all the real strength
there was in it which is the only strength that remains
in it, was the original strength of the doctrine. What
really happened was this: that the men of the eighteenth
century, many of them in a just impatience with dorrupt
and cynical priests, turned jon those priests and said
in effect,  Well, I suppose yot-call ybhrselvcs Christians;

s0 you can 't actually deny ﬁmt men ‘arc brothers or that
it is our duty to help the poor.” The very confidence of
their challenge, the very ringing notc in the revolutionary
voice, came from thc fact that the Christian reactionaries
were in a false position as Christians. The democratic
demand won because it seemed unanswerable. And it
seemed unanswerable, not in the least because it is
unanswerable, but because even decadent Christians
dared not give the answer. Mr. H. L. Mencken will
always be happy to oblige with the answer.

Now, it was just here that, for me, the business began
to be odd and interesting. For, looking back on older
religious crises, I scem to sce a certain coincidence; or
rather, a set of things too coincident to be called a
coincidence. After all, when I come to think of it, all
the other revolts against the Church, before the
Revolution and especially since the Reformation, had
told the same strange story. Every great heretic had
always exhibited three remarkable characteristics in
combination. First, he picked out some mystical idea
from the Ghurch’s bundle or balance of mystical ideas.
Second, he used that one mystical idea against all the
other mysncal ideas. Third (and most singular), he
seems generally to have had no notion that his own
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favourite mystical idea was a Imystical idea, at least in
the sense of a mysterious or dubious or dogmatic idca.
With a queer uncanny innocence, he seems always to
have taken this one thing for granted. He assumed it to
be unassailable, even when he was using it to assail all
sorts of similar things. The most popular and obvious
cxample is the Bible. To an impartial pagan or sceptical
observer, it must always seem the strangest story in the
world; that men rushing in to wreck a temple, over-
turning the altar and driving out the priest, found
therc certain sacred volumes inscribed ‘‘Psalms” or
“Gospels”; and (instcad of throwing them on the firc
with the rest) began to use them as infallible oracles
rebuking all the other arrangements. If the sacred high
altar was all wrong, why were the secondary sacred
documents necessarily all right? If the priest had
faked his Sacraments, why could he not have faked
his Scriptures? Yet it was long before it even occurred
to those who brandished this one piece of Church
furniture to break up all the other Church furniture
that anybody could be so profane as to examine this
one fragment of furniture itself. People were quite
surprised, and in some parts of the world are still
surprised, that anybody should-dare to do so.

Again, the Calvinists took the Catholic idea of the
absolute knowledge and power of God; and treated it
as a rocky irreducible truism so solid that anything
could be built on it, however crushing or cruel. They
were so confident in their logic, and its one first principle
of predestination, that they tortured the intellect and
imagination with dreadful deductions about God, that
seemed to turn Him into a demon. But it never scems
to have struck them that somebody might suddenly say
that he did not believe in the demon. They were quite
surprised when people called “infidels’’ here and there



24 THE THING

began to say it. They had assumed the Divine fore-
knowledge as so fixed, that it must, if necessary, fulfil
itself by destroying the Divine mercy. They never
thought anybody would deny the knowledge exactly as
they denied the mercy. Then came Wesley and the
reaction against Calvinism; and Evangelicals seized on
the very Catholic idea that mankind has a sense of sin;
and they wandered about offering everybody release
from his mysterious burden of sin. It is a proverb, and
almost a joke, that they address a stranger in the street
and offer to relax his secret agony of sin. But it seldom
scemed to strike them, until much later, that the man
in the street might possibly answer that he did not want
to be saved from sin, any more than from spotted fever
or St. Vitus’s Dance; because these things were not in
fact causing him any suffering at all. They, in their
turn, were quite surprised when the result of Rousseau
and the revolutionary optimism began to express itself
in men claiming a purely human happiness and dignity;
a contentment with the comradeship of their kind;
ending with the happy yawp of Whitman that he
would not ‘“lie awake and weep for his sins.”

Now the plain truth is that Shelley and Whitman and
the revolutionary optimists were themselves doing
exactly the same thing all over again. They also, though
less consciously because of the chaos of their times, had
really taken out of the old Catholic tradition one particu-
lar transcendental idea; the idea that there is a spiritual
dignity in man as man and a universal duty to love men
as meri And then acted in exactly the same extra-
ordinary fashion as their prototypes, the Wesleyans and
the Calvinists. They took it for granted that this
spiritual idea was absolutely self-evident like the sun
and moon; that nobody could ever destroy that, though
in the name of it‘they destroyed everything else. They
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perpetually hammered away at their human divinity
and human dignity, and inevitable love for all human
beings; as if these things were naked natural facts. And
now thcy are quite surprised when new and restless
realists suddenly explode, and begin to say that a pork-
butcher with red whiskers and a wart on his nose does
not strike them as particularly divine or dignified, that
they are not conscious of the smallest sincere impulse to
love him, that they could not love him if they tried, or
that they do not recognize any particular obligation to
try. .

Tt might appear that the process has come to an end,
and that there is nothing more for the naked realist to
shed. But it is not so; and the process can still go on.
There are still traditional charities to which men cling.
There are still traditional charities for them to fling away
when theye find they are only traditional. Everybody
must have; noticed in the most modern writers the
survival of a rather painful sort of pity. They no longer
honour all men, like St. Paul and the other mystical
democrats. It would hardly be too much to say that
they despise all men; often (to do them justice) including
themselves. But they do in a manner pity all men,
and particularly those that are pitiable; by this time
they extend the feeling almost disproportionately to the
other animals. This compassion for men is also tainted
with its historical connection with Christian cha.ity;
and even in the case of - animals, with the example of
many Christian saints. There is nothing to show that a
new revulsion from such sentimental religions will not
free men even from the obligation of pitying the pain of
the world. Not only Nietzsche, but many Neo-Pagans
working on his lines, have suggested such hardness as a
higher intellectual purity. And having read many
modern poems about the Man of the Future, made of



20 THE THING

steel and illumined with ndthing warmer than green fire,
I have no difficulty in imagining a literature that should
pride itself on a merciless and metallic detachment.
Then, perhaps, it might be faintly conjectured that the
last of the Christian virtues had died. But so long as they
lived they were Christian.
/1 do not therefore believe that Humanism and Religion
are rivals on equal terms. I believe it is a rivalry
between the pools and the fountain; or between the
fircbrands and the fire. Each of thesc old intellectuals
snatched onc firebrand out of the undying fire; but the
point is that though hc waved the torch very wildly,
though he would have used the torch to burn down half
the world, the torch went out very soon/ The Puritans
did not really perpetuate their sublime exultation in
helplessness; they only made it unpopular. We did
not go on indefinitely looking at the Brooklyn crowds
with the eye of Whitman; we have come with singular
rapidity to regard them with the eye of Drciser.ﬂn
short, I distrust spiritual experiments outside the central
“spiritual_tradition; for the simple rcason that I think
they do not last, even if they manage to spread. At the
most they stand for onc generation; at the commonest
for one fashion; at the lowest for one cliquexy I do not
think they have the secret of continuity; certainly not
of corporate continuity. For an antiquated, doddering
old democrat likc myself may be excused for attaching
some slight importance to that last question; that of
covering the common life of mankind. How many
Humanists are there supposed to be among the inferior
crowd of human beings? Are there to be, for instance,
no more than there were Greek philosophers in an
ordinary rabble of jolly pagan polytheistic Greeks? Are
there to be no more than there were men concentrated
on the Culture of Matthew Arnold, among the mobs who



IS HUMANISM A RELIGION? 27

followed Cardinal Manning or General Booth? I do
not in the least intend to sneer at Humanism; I think I
understand the intellectual distinction it draws, and
I have tricd to understand it in a spirit of humility; but
I feel a faint interest in how many pcople out of the
battered and bewildered human race are actually
expected to understand it. And I ask with a certain
personal interest; for there are three hundred million
people in the world who accept the mysteries that I
accept and live by the faith I hold. I really want to know
whether it is anticipated that therc will be three hundred
million Humanists in Humanity. The sanguine may
say that Humanism will be the religion of the next
generations, just as Comte said that humanity would be
the God of the next generation; and so in one sense it
was. But it is not the God of this gencration. And the
question is what will be the religion of the next genera-
tion after that, or all the other generations (as a certain
ancient promise ran) even unto the end of the world.
Humanism, in Mr. Foerster’s sense, has one very wise
and worthy character. It is really trying to pick up the
pieces; that is, to pick up all the pieces. All that was
done before was first blind destruction and then random
and scrappy selection; as if boys had broken up a
stained-glass window and then made a few scraps into
coloured spectacles, the rose-coloured spectacles of the
republican or the green or yellow spectacles of the
pessimist and the decadent. But Humanism as here
professed will stoop to gather all it can; for instance, it
is great enough to stoop and pick up the jewel of
humility. Mr. Foerster does understand, as the eighteenth
and nineteenth centuries did not understand, the case
for humility. Matthew Arnold, who made something of
the same stand for what he called Gulture in the mid-
nineteenth century, attempted something of the same
B
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preservation of chastity; which he would call, in a
rather irritating manner, ‘purcness.” "But before we
call either Culture or Humanism a substitute for religion,
there is a very plain question that can be asked in the
form of a very homely metaphor. Humanism may try
to pick up the pieces; but can it stick them together?
Where is the cement which made religion corporate and
popular, which can prevent it falling to pieces in 3 débris
of individualistic tastes and degrees? What is to prevent
one Humanist wanting chastity without humility, and
another humility without chastity, and another truth or
beauty without either? The problem of an enduring
ethic and culture consists in finding an arrangement of
the pieces by which they remain related, as do the stones
arranged in an arch. And I know only one scheme that
has thus proved its solidity, bestriding lands and ages
with its gigantic arches, and carrying everywhere the
high river of baptism upon an aqueduct of Rom
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IN the matter of reforming things, as distinct from de-
forming them, there is one plain and simple principle; a
principle which will probably be called a paradox. There
exists in such a case a certain institution or law; let us say,
for the sake of simplicity, a fence or gate erected across
aroad. The more modern type of reformer goes gaily up
to it and says, ‘I don’t see the use of this; let us clear it
away.” To which the more intelligent type of rcformer
will do well to answer: ““If you don’t see the use of it,
I certainly won’t let you clear it away. Go away and
think. Then, when you can come back and tell me that
you do see the use of it, I may allow you to destroy
it.”’

This paradox rests on the most elementary common
sense. The gate or fence did not grow there. It was not
set up by somnambulists who built it in their sleep. It is
highly improbable that it was put there by escaped
lunatics who were for some reason loose in the street.
Some person had some reason for thinking it would be a
good thing for somebody. And until we know what the
reason was, we really cannot judge whether the reason
was reasonable, It is extremely probable that we have
overlooked some whole aspect of the question, if some-
thing set up by human beings like ourselves seems to be
entirely meaningless and mysterious. There are reformers
who get over this difficulty by assuming that all their
fathers were fools; but if that be so, we can only say that
folly appears to be a hereditary disease. But the truth is
that nobody has any business to destroy a social

29
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institution until he has really seen it as an historical
institution. If he knows how it arose, and what purposes
it was supposed to serve, he may really be able to say
that they were bad purposes, or that they have since
become bad purposes, or that they are purposes which
are no longer served. But if he simply stares at the
thing as a senseless monstrosity that has somehow sprung
up in his path, it is he and not the traditionalist who is
suffering from an illusion. We might even say that he is
seeing things in a nightmare. This principle applies to
a thousand things, to trifles as well as true institutions, to
convention as well as to conviction. It was exactly
the sort of person, like Joan of Arc, who did know why
women wore skirts, who was most justified in not wearing
one; it was exactly the sort of person, like St. Francis,
who did sympathise with the feast and the fireside, who
was most entitled to become a beggar on the open road.
And when, in the general emancipation of modern
society, the Duchess says she does not see why she
shouldn’t play leapfrog, or the Dean declares that he
sees no valid canonical reason why he should not stand on
his head, we may say to these persons with patient
benevolence: ‘‘Defer, thercfore, the operation you
contemplate until you have realised by ripe reflection
what principle or prejudice you are violating. Then
play leapfrog and stand on your head and the Lord
be with you.”

Among the traditions that are being thus attacked, not
intelligently but most unintelligently, is the fundamental
human creation called the Household or the Home. That
is a typical thing which men attack, not because they can
see through it, but because they cannot see it at all. They
beat at it blindly, in a fashion entirely haphazard and
opportunist; and many of them would pull it down with-
out even pausing to ask why it was ever put up. Itis true



THE DRIFT FROM DOMESTICITY 31

that only a few of them would have avowed this object in
so many words. That only proves how very blind and
blundering they are. But they have fallen into a habit of
mere drift and gradual detachment from family life;.
something that is often merely accidental and devoid of
any definite theory at all¥ But though it is accidental it is
none the less anarchical. And it is all the more anarchical
for not being anarchist. It seems to be largely founded on
individual irritation; an irritation which varies with the
individual. We are merely told that in this or that case a
particular temperament was tormented by a particular
cnvironment; but nobody even explained how the evil
arose, let alone whether the evil is really escaped. We are
told that in this or that family Grandmamma talked a
great deal of nonsense, which God knows is true; or that
it is very difficult to have intimate intellectual relations
with Uncle Gregory without telling him he is a fool,
which is indeed the case. But nobody seriously considers
the remedy, or even the malady; or whether the existing
individualistic dissolution is a remedy at all. TMuch of
this business began with the influence of Ibsen, a very
powerful dramatist and an exceedingly feeble philoso-\
pher. I suppose that Nora of The Doll’s House was
intended to be an inconsequent person; but certainly
her most inconsequent action was her last. She
complained that she was not yet fit to look after
children, and then proceeded to get as far as possible
from the children, that she might study them more
closely. '

There is one simple test and type of this neglect of
scientific thinking and the sense of a social rule; the
neglect which has now left us with nothing but a welter of
exceptions. I have read hundreds and thousands of
times, in all the novels and newspapers of our epoch,
certain phrases about the just right of the young to
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liberty, about the unjust claim of the elders to control,
about the conception that all souls must be free or all
citizens equal, about the absurdity of authority or the
degradation of obedience. I am not arguing those
matters directly at the moment. But what strikes me as
astounding, in a logical sense, is that not one of these
myriad novelists and newspaper-mcn ever seems to
think of asking the next and most obvious question.
It never seems to occur to them to enquire what
becomes of the opposite obligation. If the child is free
from the first to disregard the parent, why is not the
parent free from the first to disregard the child? If
Mr. Jones, Senior, and Mr. Jones, Junior, are only
two free and equal citizens, why should one citizen
sponge on another citizen for the first fifteen years of his
life? Why should the elder Mr. Jones be expected to feed,
clothe and shelter out of his own pocket another person
who is entirely free of any obligations to him? If the
bright young thing cannot be asked to tolerate her
grandmother, who has become something of a bore, why
should the grandmother or the mother have tolerated the
bright young thing at a period of her life when she was
by no means bright? Why did they laboriously look
after her at a time when her contributions to the con-
versation were seldom epigrammatic and not often
intelligible? Why should Jones Scnior stand drinks and
free meals to anybody so unpleasant as Jones Junior,
especially in the immature phases of his existence?
Why should he not throw the baby out of the window;
or at any rate, kick the boy out of doors? It is obvious
that we are dealing with a real relation, which may be
equality, but is certainly not similarity.

Some social reformers try to evade this difficulty, I
know, by some vague notions about the State or an
abstraction called Education eliminating the parental
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function. But this, like many notions of solid scientific
persons, is a wild illusion of the nature of mere moon-
shine. It is based on that strange new superstition, the
idea of infinite resources of organisation. Itis as if officials
grew like grass or bred like rabbits. There is supposed to
be an endless supply of salaried persons, and of salaries
for them; and they are to undertake all that human
beings naturally do for themselves; including the care of
children. But men cannot live by taking in each other’s
baby-linen. They cannot provide a tutor for each
citizen; who is to tutor the tutors? Men cannot be
educated by machinery; and though there might be a
Robot bricklayer or scavenger, there will never be a
Robot schoolmaster or governess. The actual effect of
this theory is that one harassed person has to look after
a hundred children, instead of one normal person looking
after a normal number of them. Normally that normal
person is urged by a natural force, which costs nothing
and does not require a salary; the force of natural
affection for his young, which exists even among the
animals. If you cut off that natural force, and substitute
a paid bureaucracy, you are like a fool who should pay
men to turn the wheel of his mill, because he refused
to use wind or water which he could get for nothing.
You are like a lunatic who should carefully water his
garden with a watering-can, while holding up an
umbrella to keep off the rain.

It is now necessary to recite these truisms; for only by
doing so can we begin to get a glimpse of that reason
for the existence of the family, which I began this essay by
demanding. They were all familiar to our fathers, who
believed in the links of kinship and also in the links of
logic. To-day our logic consists mostly of missing links;
and our family largely of absent members. But, anyhow,
this is the right end at which to begin any such enquiry;
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and not at the tail-end or the fag-end of some private
muddle, by which Dick has become discontented or
Susan has gone off on her own. If Dick or Susan wish to
destroy the family because they do not see the use of it,
I say as I said in the beginning; if they do not see the
use of it, they had much better preserve it. They have no
business even to think of destroying it until they have
seen the use of it.

But it has other uses, besides the obvious fact that it
means a necessary social work being done for love when it
cannot be done for money; and (one might almost dare to
hint) presumably to be repaid with love since it is never
repaid in moncy. On that simple side of the matter the
general situation is easy to record. The existing and
general system of society, subject in our own age and
industrial culture to very gross abuses and painful
problems, is nevertheless a normal one{*It is the idea that

- the commonwealth is made up of a Thumber of small
kingdoms, of which a man and a woman become the
king and queen and in which they exercise a reasonable

3uthority, subject to the common sense of the common-
wealth, until those under their care grow up to found
similar kingdoms and exercise similar authority. This is
the social structure of mankind, far older than all its
records and more universal than any of its religions;
and all attempts to alter it are mere talk and
tomfoolery.)

But the other advantage of the small group is now not
so much neglected as simply not realised. Here again we
have some extraordinary delusions spread all over the
literature and journalism of our time. Those delusions
now exist in such a degree that we may say, for all prac-
tical purposes, that when a thing has been stated about a
thousand times as opviously true, it is almost certain to be
obviously false. One such statement may be specially



THE DRIFT FROM DOMESTICITY 35

noted here. There is undoubtedly something to be said
against domesticity and in favour of the general drift
towards life in hotels, clubs, colleges, communal settle-
ments and the rest; or for a social life organised on the
plan of the great commercial systems of our time. But
the truly extraordinary suggestion is often made that
this escapc from the home is an escape into greater
freedom. The change is actually offered as favourable
to liberty.

To anybody who can think, of course, it is exactly the
opposite. The domestic division of human society is not
perfect, being human. It does not achieve complete
liberty; a thing somewhat difficult to do or even to define.
But it is a mere matter of arithmetic that it puts a larger
number of people in supreme control of something, and
able to shape it to their personal liking, than do the vast
organisations that rule society outside; whether those
systems are legal or commercial or even merely social.
Even if we were only considering the parents, it is plain
that there are more parents than there are policemen or
politicians or heads of big businesses or proprietors of
hotels. As I shall suggest in a moment, the argument
actually applics indirectly to the children as well as
directly to the parents. But the main point is that the
world outside the home is now under a rigid discipline and
routine and it is only inside the home that there is really
a place for individuality and liberty. Anyone stepping
out of the front-door is obliged to step into a procession,
all going the same way and to a great extent even obliged
to wear the same uniform. Business, especially big busi-
ness, is now organised like an army. It is, as some would
say, a sort of mild militarism without bloodshed; as I
should say, a militarism without the military virtues. But
anyhow, it is obvious that a hundred clerks in a bank or
a hundred waitresses in a teashop are more regimented
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and under rule than the same individuals when each has
gone back to his or her own dwelling or lodging, hung
with his or her favourite pictures or fragrant with his or
her favourite cheap cigarettes. But this, which is so
obvious in the commercial case, is no less true even in the
social case. In practice, the pursuit of pleasure is merely
the pursuit of fashion. The pursuit of fashion is merely
the pursuit of convention; only that it happens to be a
new convention. The jazz dances, the joy rides, the big
pleasure parties and hotel entertainments, do not make
any more provision for a really independent taste than did
any of the fashions of the past. If a wealthy young lady
wants to do what all the other wealthy young ladies are
doing, she will find it great fun, simply because youth is
fun and society is fun. She will enjoy being modern
exactly as her Victorian grandmother enjoyed being
Victorian. And quite right too; but it is the enjoyment of
convention, not the enjoyment of liberty. It is perfectly
healthy for all young people of all historic periods to herd
together, to a reasonable extent, and enthusiastically
copy each other. But in that there is nothing particularly
fresh and certainly nothing particularly free. The girl
who likes shaving her head and powdering her nose and
wearing short skirts will find the world organised for her
and will march happily with the procession. But a girl
who happened to like having her hair down to her heels
or loading herself with barbaric gauds and trailing gar-
ments or (most awful of all) leaving her nose in its natural
state—she will still be well advised to do these things on
her own premises. If the Duchess does want to play leap-
frog, she must not start suddenly leaping in the manner of
a frog across the ballroom of the Babylon Hotel, when it
is crowded with the fifty best couples professionally
practising the very latest dance, for the instruction of
society. The Duchess will find it easier to practise leap-
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frog to the admiration of her intimate friends in the old
oak-panelled hall of Fitzdragon Castle. If the Dean must
stand on his head, he will do it with more ease and
grace in the calm atmosphere of the Deanery than by
attempting to interrupt the programme of some social
entertainment already organised for philanthropic
purposes.

If there is this impersonal routine in commercial and
cven in social things, it goes without saving that it exists
and always must exist in political and legal things. For
instance, the punishments of the State must be sweeping
generalisations. It is only the punishments of the home
that can possibly be adapted to the individual case;
because it is only there that the judge can know anything
of the individual. If Tommy takes a silver thimble out of
a work-basket, his mother may act very differently
according as she knows that he did it for fun or for spite or
to sell to somebody, or to get somebody into trouble.
But if Tomkins takes a silver thimble out of a shop, the
law not only can but must punish him according to the
rule made for all shoplifters or stealers of silver. It is
only the domestic discipline that can show any sympathy
or especially any humour. I do not say that the family
always does do this; but I say that the State never ought
to attempt it. So that even if we consider the parents
alone as independent princes, and the children merely
as subjects, the relative freedom of the family can and
often does work to the advantage of those subjects. But so
long as the children are children, they will always be the
subjects of somebody. The question is whether they are
to be distributed naturally under their natural princes, as
the old phrase went, who normally feel for them what
nobody else will feel, a natural affection. It seems to me,
clear that this normal distribution gives the largest’
amount of liberty to the largest number of people.
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My complaint of the anti-domestic drift is that it is
unintelligent. People do not know what they are doing;
because they do not know what they are undoing. There
are a multitude of modern manifestations, from the
largest to the smallest, ranging from a divorce to a picnic
party. But each is a separate escape or evasion; and
especially an evasion of the point at issue. People ought
to decide in a philosophical fashion whether they.desire
the traditional social order or not; or if there is any
particular alternative to be desired. Asitis they treat the
public question merely as a mess or medley of private
questions. FEven in being anti-domestic they are much
too domestic in their test of domesticity. Each family
considers only its own case and the result is merely
narrow and negative. Each case is an exception to a
rule that does not exist. The family, especially in the
modern state, stands in need of considerable correction
and reconstruction; most things do in the modern state,
But the family mansion should be preserved or destroyed
or rebuilt; it should not be allowed to fall to pieces
brick by brick because nobody has any historic sense
of the object of bricklaying. For instance, the architects
of the restoration should rcbuild the house with wide
and easily opened doors, for the practice of the ancient
virtue of hospitality. In other words, private property
should be distributed with sufficicntly decent equality
to allow of a margin for festive intercourse. But the
hospitality of a house will always be different from the
hospitality of a hotel. And it will be diffzrent in being
more individual, more independent, more intcresting
than the hospitality of a hotel. It is perfectly right that
the young Browns and the young Robinsons should meet
and mix and dance and make asses of themselves,
according to the design of their Creator. But there will
always be some difference between the Browns enter-
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taining the Robinsons and the Robinsons entertaining
the Browns. And it will be a difference to the advantage
of variety, of personality, of the potentialities of the
mind of man; or, in other words, of life, liberty and the
pursuit of happiness.



LOGIC AND LAWN TENNIS

WHEN we say that we doubt the intellectual improvement
produced by Protestantism and Rationalism and the
modein world, there generally arises a very confused
controversy, which is a sort of tangle of terminology.
But, broadly speaking, the differcnce between us and our
critics is this. They mcan by growth an increase of the
tangle; whereasiwe mecan by thought a discntangling of
the tangle.d Even a short and simple length of straight
and untangled wire is worth more to us than whole
forests of mere entanglement. That there are more topics
talked about, or more terms used, or more people using
them, or more books and other authorities cited—all this
is nothing to us if people misuse the terms, misunderstand
the topics, invoke the authorities at random and without
the use of reason; and finally bring out a false result.
A peasant who merely says, ““1 have five pigs; if I kill one
I shall have four pigs,” is thinking in an extremely simple
and elementary way; but he is thinking as clcarly and
correctly as Aristotle or Euclid. But suppose he reads or
half-reads newspapers and books of popular science.
Suppose he starts to call one pig the Land and another
pig Capital and a third pig Exports, and finally brings
out the result that the more pigs he kills the more he
possesses; or that every sow that litters decreases the
number of pigs in the world. He has learnt economic
terminology, merely as a means of becoming entangled
in economic fallacy. It is a fallacy he could never have
fallen into while he was grounded in the divine dogma
that Pigs is Pigs. Now for that sort of intellectual
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instruction and advancement we have no use at all;
and in that sense only it is true that we prefer the ignorant
peasant to the instructed pedant. But that is not because
we think ignorance better than instruction or barbarism
better than culture. It is merely that we think a short
length of the untangled logical chain is better than an
interminable length of it that is interminably tangled. It
is mesely that we prefer a man to do a sum of simple
addition right than a sum in long division wrong.

Now what we observe about the whole current culture
of journalism and general discussion is that people do not
know how to begin to think. Not only is their thinking at
third and fourth hand, but it always starts about three-
quarters of the way through the process. Men do not
know where their own thoughts came from. They do not
know what their own words imply. They come in at the
end of every controversy and know nothing of where it
began or what it is all about. They are constantly
assuming certain absolutes, which, if correctly defined,
would strike even themselves as being not absolutes but
absurdities. To think thus is to be in a tangle; to go on
thinking is to be in more and more of a tangle. And at
the back of all there is always something understood;
which is really something misunderstood.

For instance, I read an article by the admirable Mr.,
Tilden, the great tennis-player, who was debating what
is wrong with English Tennis. ‘“Nothing can save
English Tennis,” he said, except certain reforms of a
fundamental sort, which he proceeded to explain. The
English, it appears have a weird and unnatural way of
regarding tennis as a game, or thing to be enjoyed. He
admitted that this has been part of a sort of amateur
spirit in everything which is (as he very truly noted) also
a part of the national character. But all this stands in the
way of what he called saving English Tennis. He meant
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what some would call making it perfect, and others
would call making it professional. Now, I take that
as a very typical passage, taken from the papers at
random, and containing the views of a keen and acute
person on a subject that he thoroughly understands.
But what he docs not understand is the thing which he
supposes to be understood. He thoroughly knows his
subject and yet he does not know what he is talking
about; because he does not know what he is taking
for granted. He does not realise the relation of means
and ends, or axioms and inferences, in his own
philosophy. And nobody would probably be more sur-
prised and even legitimately indignant than he, if I were
to say that the first principles of his philosophy appear to
be as follows: (1) There is in the nature of things a
certain absolute and divine Being, whose namc is Mr.
Lawn Tennis. (2) All men exist for the good and glory
of this Mr. Tennis and are bound to approximate to his
perfections and fulfil his will. (3) To this higher duty
they are bound to surrender their natural desire for enjoy-
ment in this life. (4) They are bound to put this loyalty
first; and to love it more passionately than patriotic
tradition, the preservation of their own national type and
national culture; not to mention even their national
virtues. That is the creed or scheme of doctrine that is
here developed without being defined. The only way for
us to save the game of Lawn Tennis is to prevent it
from being a game. The only way to save English
Tennis is to prevent it from being English. It does not
occur to such thinkers that some people may possibly
like it because it is English and enjoy it because it is
enjoyable. There is some abstract divine standard in
the thing, to which it is everybody’s duty to rise, at
any sacrifice of pleasure or affection. When Christians
say this of the sacrifices made for Christ, it sounds
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rather a hard saying. But when tennis-players say
it about the sacrifices demanded by tennis, it sounds
quite ordinary and casual in the confusion of current
thought and expression. And nobody notices that a sort
of human sacrificc is being offered to a sort of new and
nameless god.

In the good old days of Victorian rationalism it used to
be thesconventional habit to scoff at St. Thomas Aquinas
and the mediaval theologians; and especially to repeat
perpetually a well-worn joke about the man who dis-
cussed how many angels could dance on the point of a
needle. The comfortable and commercial Victorians,
with their money and merchandise, might well have
fclt a sharper end of the same needle, cven if it was the
other cend of it. It would have been good for their souls
to have looked for that necedle, not in the haystack of
mediaval metaphysics, but in the neat needle-case of
their own favourite pocket Bible. It would have been
better for them to meditate, not on how many angels
could go on the point of a needle, but on how many
camels could go through the eye of it. But there is
another comment on this curious joke or catchword,
which is more relevant to our purpose here. If the
medixzval mystic ever did arguc about angels standing
on a needle, at least he did not argue as if the object
of angels was to stand on a needle; as if God had
created all the Angels and Archangels, all the Thrones,
Virtues, Powers and Principalities, solely in order
that there might be something to clothe and decorate
the unseemly nakedness of the point of a needle. But
that is the way that modern rationalists reason. The
medizval mystic would not even have said that a
needle exists to be a standing-ground for angels. The
medizval mystic would have been the first to say that
a needle exists to make clothes for men. For medizval
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mystics, in their dim transcendental way, were much
interested in the real reasons for things and the dis-
tinction between the means and the end. They wanted to
know what a thing was really for, and what was the
dependence of one idea on another. And they might
even have suggested, what so many journalists seem to
forget, the paradoxical possibility that Tennis was made
for Man and not Man for Tennis. .

The Modernists were peculiarly unfortunate when they
said that the modern world must not be expected to
tolerate the old syllogistic methods of the Schoolmen.
They were proposing to scrap the one medizval instru-
ment which the modern world will most immediately
require. There would have been a far better case for
saying that the revival of Gothic architecture has been
sentimental and futile; that the Pre-Raphaelite move-
ment in art was only an eccentric episode; that the
fashionable use of the word ‘“Guild” for every possible
sort of social institution was affected and artificial; that
the feudalism of Young England was very different from
that of Old England. But this method of clean-cut
deduction, with the definition of the postulates and the
actual answering of the question, is something of which
the whole of our newspaper-flattered society is in sharp
and instant need; as the poisoned are in need of medicine.
I have here taken only one example which happened to
catch my eye out of a hundred thousand that flash past
every hour. And as Tennis, like every other good game,
has to be played with the head as well as the hand, I
think it highly desirable that it should be occasionally
discussed at least as intelligently as it is played.
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I nave been asked to explain something about myself
whichs seems to be regarded as very extraordinary. The
problem has been presented to me in the form of a cutting
from a very flattering American article, which yet con-
tained a certain suggestion of wonder. Sa far as I can
understand, it is thought cxtraordmary that a man
should be ordinary. I am ordinary in the correct sense
of the term; which means the acceptance of an order; a
Creator and the Creation, the common sense of gratxtudc
for Creation, life and love as gifts permanently good,
marriage and chivalry as laws rightly controlling them,
and the rest of the normal traditions of our race and
religion. It is also thought a little odd that I regard the
grass as green, even after some newly-discovered Slovak
artist has painted it grey; that I think daylight very
tolerable in spite of thirteen Lithuanian philosophers
sitting in a row and cursing the light of day; and that,
in matters more polemical, I actually prefer weddings to
divorces and babies to Birth Control. These eccentric
views, which I share with the overwhelming majority of
mankind, past and present, I should not attempt to
defend here one by one. And I only glve a gencral T £
for a particular reason. I wish to make it unmistaka

plain that my defence of these sentiments is not sentx-
mental. It would be easy to gush about these things;
but I defy the reader, after reading this, to find the
faintest trace of the tear of sensibility. I hold this
view not because it is sensibility, but because it is
sense.

45
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On the contrary, it is the sceptics who are the senti-
mentalists. More than half the “revolt” and the talk of
being advanced and progressive is simply a weak sort of
snobbishness which takes the form of a worship of Youth.
Some men of my generation delight in declaring that
they are of the Party of thc Young and defending every
detail of the latest fashion or freaks. If I do not do that,
it is for the same reason that I do not dye my hair or
wear stays. But even when it is less despicable than that,
the current phrase that everything must be done for
youth, that the rising gencration is all that matters, is in
sober fact a piece of pure sentimentalism. It is also,
within reason, a perfectly natural piecc of sentiment. All
healthy people like to see the young enjoying themselves;
but if we turn that pleasurc into a principle, we are
sentimentalists. If we desire the greatest happiness of the
greatest number, it will be obvious that thc greatest
number, at any given moment, are rather more likely
to be between twenty-five and seventy than to be
between seventeen and twenty-five. Sacrificing every-
thing to the young will be like working only for the rich.
They will be a privileged class and the rest will be snobs
or slaves. Moreover, the young will always have a fair
amount of fun under the worst conditions; if we really
wish to console the world, it will be much more rational
to console the old. This is what I call facing facts; and I
have continued to believe in most of these traditions
because they are facts. I could give a great many other
examples; for instance, chivalry. Chivalry is not the
romantic, but the realistic, view of the scxes. It is so
realistic that the real reasons for it cannot always be
glven in prmt.

" If those called free-thinkers are sentimentalists, those
called free-lovers are open and obvious sentimentalists.
We can always convict such people of sentimentalism by
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their weakness for euphemism. The phrase they use is
always softencd and suited for journalistic appeals.
They talk of free love when they mean something quite
different, better defined as free lust. But being senti-
mentalists they feel bound to simper and coo over the
word “love.” They insist on talking about Birth Control
when they mean Te& Birth and no’ control. “We coiild
smash s¢hem to atoms, if we could be as indecent in our
language as they arc immoral in their conclusions.
And as it is with morals, so it is with religion. /The general
notion that science establishes agnosticism is a sort of
mystification produced by talking Latin and Greek
instead of plain English. Science is the Latin for know-
ledge. Agnosticism is the Greek for ignorance. It is not
self-evident that ignorance is the goal of knowledge. It
is the ignorance and not the knowledge that produces
the current notion that free thought weakens theism) It
is the real world, that we see with our own eyes, that
obviously unfolds a plan of things that fit into each other.
It is only a remote and misty legend that ever pretended
to explain it by the automatic advantage of the “fit.”
As a fact, modern evolutionists, even when they are
still Darwinians, do not pretend that the theory explains
all varieties and adaptations. Those who know are
rather rescuing Darwin at the expense of Darwinism.
But it is those who do not know who doubt or deny; it is
typical that their myth is actually called the Missing Link.
They actually know nothing of their own argument
except that it breaks down somewhere. But it is worth
while to ask why this loose legend has such power over
many; and I will proceed to my suggestion. I have not
changed my mind; nor, indeed, have they changed their
mind. They have only changed their mood.

“What we call the intellectual world is divided into two
types of people-—those who worship the intellect and
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those who use it. /There are exceptions; but, broadly
speaking; they are never the same people. CThose who
use the intellect never worship it; they know too much
‘about it. Those who worship the mtcllcct never use it; as
you can see by the things they say about it.) Hence there
has arisen a confusion about intellect and intellectualism;
and, as the supreme expression of that confusion, some-
thing that is called in many countries the Intelligentsia,
and in France more especially, the Intellectuals. It is
found in practice to consist of clubs and coteries of people
talking mostly about books and pictures, but especially
new books and new pictures; and about music, so long
as it is very modern music; or what some would call very
unmusical music. The ﬁrst fact to record about it is that
what Carlyle said of the world is very specially true of
the intellectual world—that it is mostly fools. Indeed, it
has a curious attraction for complete fools, as a warm
fire has for cats. 1 have frequently visited such societics,
in the capacity of a common or normal fool, and T have
almost always found there a few fools who were more
foolish than I had imagined to be possible to man born
of woman; people who had hardly enough brains to be
called halFwitted. But it gave them a glow within to be
in what they imagined to be the atmosphere of intellect;
for they worshipped it like an unknown god. I could tell
many stories of that world. I remember a venerable man
with a very long beard who seemed to live at one of these
clubs. At intervals he would hold up his hand as if for
silence and preface his remarks by saying, ‘A Thought.”
And then he would say something that sounded as if a
cow had suddenly spoken in a drawing-room. I re-
member once a silent and much-enduring man (I rather
think it was my friend Mr. Edgar Jepson, the novelist)
who could bear it no longer and cried with a sort of
expiring gasp, ‘‘But, Good God, man, you don’t call that
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a thought, do you?”’ But that was pretty much the quality
of the thought of such thinkers, especially of the free-
thinkers. Out of this social situation arises one sort of
exception to the rule. Intelligence does exist even in the
Intelligentsia. It does sometimes happen that a man of
real talent has a weakness for flattery, even the flattery
of fools. He would rather say something that silly people
think clever than something which only clever people
could perceive to be true. Oscar Wilde was a man of this
type. When he said somewhere that an immoral woman
is the sort of woman a man never gets tired of, he used a
phrasc so baseless as to be perfectly pointless. Evcrybody
knows that a man may get tired of a whole procession of
immoral women, especially if he is an immoral man.
That was ““a Thought”; otherwise something to be
uttered, with uplifted hand, to people who could not
think at all. In their poor muddled minds there was
some vague connection between wit and cynicism; so
they never applauded him so warmly as a wit, as when
he was cynical without being witty. But when he said,
““A cynic is a man who knows the price of cverythmg
afd the value of nothing,” he made a statemeiit (in
excellent epigrammatic form) which really meant
something. But it would have meant his own immediate
dethronement if it could have been understood by those
who only enthroned him for being cynical.

Anyhow, it i3 in this intellectual world, with its many
fools and few wits and fewer wise men, that there goes
on perpetually a sort of ferment of fashionable revolt
and negation. From this comes all that is called destruc-
tive criticism; though, as a matter of fact, the new critic
is generally destroyed by the next critic long before he
has had any chance of destroying anything else. When
people say solemnly that the world is in revolt against
religion or private property or patriotism or marriage,

|
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they mean that this world is in revolt against them; or
rather, is in permanent revolt against cverything. Now,
as a matter of fact, this world has a certain excuse for
being always in that state of excitement, apart from mere
fuss and mere folly. The reason is rather an important
one; and I would ask ‘anyone who really does want to
think, and cspecially to think freely, to pause upon it
seriously for a moment, It arises from the fact thaf these
people are so much concerned with the study of Art.
It collapses into mere drivelling and despair, because they
try to transfer their treatment of art to the treatment of
morals and philosophy. In this thcy make a bad blunder
in reasoning. But then, as I have explained, intellectuals
are not very intellectual.
" The Arts exist, as we should put it in our primeval
lf‘as.hion, to show forth the glory of God; or, to translate
the same thing in terms of our psychology, to awaken and
“keep alive the sensc of wonder in man.) The success of
any work of art is achieved when we say of any subject,
a tree or a cloud or a human character, ‘I have seen
that a thousand times and I never saw it before.”’} Now
for this purpose a certain variation of venue is natural and
even necessary. Artists change what they call their
attack; for it is to some extent their business to make it a
surprise attack. They have to throw a new light on
things; and it is not surprising if it is sometimes an
invisible ultra-violet ray or one rather resembling a
black ray of madness or death. But when the artist
extends the eccentric experiment from art to real life, it
is quite different. He is like an absent-minded sculptor
turning his chisel from chipping at the bust to chipping
at the bald head of the distinguished sitter. And these
anarchic artists do suffer a little from absence of
Mind.

Let us take a practical case for the sake of simplicity.
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Many moderns will be heard scoffing at what they would
call ““chocolate-box art’’; meaning an insipid and sickly
art. And it is easy to call up the sort of picture that might
well make anybody ill. I will suppose, for the sake of
argument, that we are looking sadly at the outside of a
chocolate-box (now, I need hardly say, empty) and that
we see painted on it in rather pallid colours a young
woman with golden ringlets gazing from a balcony and
holding a rose in the spot-light caused by a convenient
ray of moonlight. Any similar touches may be added to
the taste or distaste of the critic; she may be convulsively
clasping a letter or conspicuously wearing an engagement
ring or languidly waving farewell to a distant gentleman
in a gondola; or anything else I can think of, calculated
to cause pain to the sensitive critic. I sympathise with
the critic’s feeling; but I think he goes quite wrong in
his thinking.

Now, what do we mean when we say that this is a
silly picture, or a stale subject, or something very difficult
to bear, even when we are fortified by chocolates to
endure it? We mcan it is possible to have too much of a
good thing; to have too many chocolate-boxes, as to
have too many chocolates. We mean that it is not a
picture, but a picture of a picture. Ultimately it is a
picture of innumerable pictures; not a real picture
of a rose or a girl or a beam of moonlight. In
other words, artists have copied artists, right away
back to the first sentimental pictures of the Romantic
Movement.

But roses have not copied roses. Moonbeams have not
imitated each other. And though a woman may copy
women in externals, it is only in externals and not in
existence; her womanhood was not copied from any
“other woman. Considered as realities, the rose and the
moon and the woman are simply themselves. Suppose
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that scene to be a real one, and there is nothing particu-
larly imitative about it. The flower is unquestionably
fresh as the young woman is unquestionably young. The
rose is a real object, which would smell as sweet by any
other name, or by no name. The girl is a particular
person, whose pcrsonality is entircly new to the world
and whose experiences are cntlrcly new to herself. If she
‘does indeed choose to stand in that attitude on that
balcony holding that botanical specimen (which seems
improbable), we have no right to doubt that she has her
own reasons {or doing so. In short, when once we con-
ceive the thing as reality, we have no reason whatever
to dismiss it as mere repetition. So long as we are
thinking of the thing as copied mechanically and for
money, as a piece of monotonous and mercenary
ornament, we naturally feel that the flower is in a
special sense an artificial flower and that the moonlight
is all moonshine. We feel inclined to welcome even wild
variations in the decorative style; and to admire the new
artist who will paint the rose black, lest we should forget
that it is a deep red, or the moonshine green, that we
may realise it is something more subtle than white. But
the moon is the moon and the rose is the rose; and we
do not expect the real things to alter. Nor is there any
reason to expect the rules about them to alter. Nor is
there any reason, so far as this question is concerned, to
expect the woman to alter her attitude either about the
beauty of the rose or the obligations of the engagement-
ring. These things, considered as real things, are quite
unaffected by the variation of artistic attack in fictitious
things. The _moon will continue to aﬁ'ect the tides,
spots. And the man who i 1magmcs that artistic revolu-
tions must always affect morals is like a man who should
say, ‘I am so bored with seeing pink roses painted on
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chocolate-boxes that I refuse to believe that roses grow
well in a clay soil.”

In short, what the critics would call romanticism is in
fact the only form of realism. It is also the only form of
rationalism. The more a man uses his reason upon real-
itics, the more he will see that the realities remain much
the same, though the representations are very different.
And it is only the representations that are repetitions.
The sensations are always sincere; the individuals are
always individual. If the real girl is expericncing a real
romance, she is experiencing something old, but not
something stale. If she has plucked something from a
real rose-tree, she is holding a very ancient symbol, but a
very recent rose. And it is exactly in so far as a man can
clear his head, so as to see actual things as they are, that
he will sce these things as permanently important as they
are. Exactly in so far as his head is confused with current
fashion and zsthetic modes of the moment, he will see
nothing about it except that it is like a picture on a
chocolate-box, and not like a picture at the Post-Futurist
Gallery. Exactly in so far as he is thinking about real
people, he will see that they are really romantic. Exactly
in so far as he is thinking only about pictures and poems
and decorative styles, he will think that romance is a
false or old-fashioned style. He can only see people as
imitating pictures; whereas the real people are not
imitating anything. They are only being themselves—
as they will always be. Roses remain radiant and
mysterious, however many pink rosebuds are sprinkled
like pips over cheap wallpapers. Falling in love remains
radiant and mysterious, however threadbare be the
thousandth repetition of a rhyme as a valentine or a
cracker-motto. To see this fact is to live in a world of
facts. To be always thinking of the banality of bad
wallpapers and valentines is to live in a world of fictions.
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Now the main truth about all this sceptical revolt, and
all the rest of it, is that it was born in a world of fictions.
It came from the Intelligentsia, who were perpetually
discussing novels and plays and pictures instead of people.
They insisted on putting ‘““real life” on the stage and
never saw it in the street. They professed to be putting
realism into their novels when there was less and less of
it in their conversation, as compared with the conversa-
tion of the common pcople. And that perpetual
experiment, and shifting of the standpoint, which was
natural enough in an artist secking for certain effects
(as it is natural in a photographer hovering round and
focussing and fussing with his camera), was wholly
inapplicable to any study of the permanent rules and
rclations of society. When these people began to play
about with morals and metaphysics, they simply pro-
duced a series of mad worlds where they might have
been harmlessly producing a series of mad pictures.
Pictures are always meant to catch a certain aspect, at
a certain angle, in a certain light; sometimes in light
that is almost as bricf as lightning. But when the artists
became anarchists and began to exhibit the community
and the cosmos by these flashes of lightning, the result
was not realism but simply nightmare. Because a
particular painter, for a particular purpose, might paint
the red rose black, the pessimist deduced that the red
rose of love and life was really as black as it was painted.
Because one artist, from one angle, seized a momentary
impression of moonlight as green, the philosopher
solemnly put on a pair of green spectacles and declared
that it was now a solid scientific certainty that the moon
must be crawling with maggots, because it was made of
green cheese.

In short, there might have been some value in the old
cry of art for the artists; if it had meant that the artists
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would confine themselves to the medium of art. As a
fact, they werc always meddling with the medium of
morals and religion; and they imported into them the
unrest, the changing moods and the mecrely experimental
tricks of their own trade. But a man with a solid sense
of reality can sec that this is utterly unreal. Whatever
the laws of life and love and human relations may be, it
is monstrously improbable that they ought to be changed
with every fashion in poetry any more than with every
fashion in pantaloons. It is insane that there should be
a new pattern of hearts or heads whenever there is a
new pattern of hats. These things are realities, like a
high tide or a clay soil; and you do not get rid of high
tides and clay soils by calling roses and moonlight old-
fashioned and sentimental. T will venture to say,
therefore, and I trust without undue vanity, that I have
remained rooted in certain relations and traditions, not
because I am a sentimentalist or even a romanticist;
but because I am a realist. And I realise that morals
must not change with moods as Cubism must not mean
chopping up real houses into cubes, or Vorticism
swallowing real ships in whirlpools.

I have not changed my views on these things because
there has never been any reason to change them. For
anybody impelled by reason and not by running with a
crowd will, for instance, perceive that there are always
the same arguments for a Purpose and therefore a Per-
sonality in things, if he is a thinking person. Only it is
now made easy for him to admit vaguely that there may
be a Purpose, while denying that therc is a Personality,
so long as he happens to be a very unthinking person.
It is quite as certain as it ever was that life is a gift of
God immensely valuable and immensely valued; and
anybody can prove it by putting a pistol to the head of a
pessimist. Only a certain sort of modern does not like
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any problem presented to his head; and would dislike
a plain question almost as much as a pistol. It is
obvious common sense, and obviously consonant to
real life, that romantic leve is normal to youth, and has
its natural development in marriage and parenthood
as the corresponding conditions of age. None of the
nonsense talked about this, that or the other individual
irritation or licence has ever madec any difference to
that solid social truth, for anyone who cares whether
things are true, apart from whether they are trite. It
is the man who cannot see that a thing is true, although
it is trite, who is very truly a victim of mere words and
verbal associations. He is the fool who has grown
so furibus with paper roses that he will not believe
that the real rose has a root; nor (till he discovers it
with an abrupt and profane ejaculation) that it has a
thorn.

# The truth is that the modern world has had a mental
breakdown; much more than a moral breakdown.
Things are being settled by merc associations because
there is a reluctance to scttle them by arguments.; Nearly
all the talk about what is advanced and what is anti-
quated has become a sort of giggling excitement about
fashions. The most modern of the moderns stare at a
picture of a man making love to a lady in a crinoline
with exactly the same sort of vacant grin with which
yokels stare at a stranger in an outlandish sort of hat.
They regard their fathers of another age exactly as the
most insular would regard the foreigners from another
country. They seem mentally incapable of getting any
further than the statement that our girls are shingled
and short-skirted while their silly old great-grandmothers
wore ringlets and hoops. That seems to satisfy all their
appetite for satire; they are a simple race, a little like
savages. They are exactly like the sort of cockney tripper
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who would roar with laughter because French soldiers
wore red trousers and blue coats, while English soldiers
were dressed properly in blue trousers and red coats. I
have not altered my lines of thought for people who
think in this fashion. Why should I?



THE USUAL ARTICLE

Tue Editor of an evening paper published recently what
he announced as, and even apologized for as *‘ an unusual
article.” Hec anxiously guarded himself from cxprcssing
any opinion on the drcadful and dangerous views which
the unusual article set forth. Needless to say, before I

had read five lines of the unusual article, I knew it was a
satisfactory sample of the usual article. It was even a
careful and correct copy of the usual article; a sort of
prize specimen, as if a thing could be unusually usual.
I had rcad the article before,
thousands of times (as it scems to me)—and had always
found it the same; but never before, somechow, had it
scemed so exactly the same.

There are things of which the world to-day is sub-
consciously very weary. It does not always know what
they are; for they commonly bear large though faded
labels, describing them as the New Movement or the
Latest Discovery. For instance, men are already as
tired of the Socialist State as if they had been living in it
for a thousand years. But there are some things on which
boredom is becoming acute. It is now very near the
surface; and may suddenly wake up in the form of suicide
or murder or tearing newspapers with the teeth. So it is
with the familiar product, the Usual Article. It is not
only too usual; it has become intolerably, insupportably,
unbearably usual Itis appropmatcly described as “A
Woman’s Cry to the Churches.” And I beg to announce
that, though I am of a heavy and placid habit, and have
never been accused of any such feminine graces as

58
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hysteria, yet, if I have to read this article three more
times, 1 shall scream. My scream will be entitled, “A
Man’s Cry to the Newspapers.”

I will repeat somewhat hurriedly what the lady in
question cried; for the reader knows it alrcady by heart.
The message of Christ was perfectly ‘‘simple”: that the
cure of everything is Love; but since He was killed (I do
not quite know why) for making this remark, great
temples have been put up to Him and horrid people
called priests have given the world nothing but *“stones,
amulets, formulas, shibboleths.” They also ‘‘quarrel
eternally among themselves as to the placing of a button
or the bending of a knee.” All this gives no comfort
to the unhappy Christian, who apparently wishes to be
comforted only by being told that he has a duty to his
neighbour. “How many men in the time of their
passing get comfort out of the thought of the Thirty-Nine
Articles, Predestination, 'I'ransubstantiation, the doctrine
of eternal punishment, and the belief that Christ will
rcturn on the Seventh Day?” The items make a curious
catalogue; and the last item I find especially mysterious.
But I can only say that, if Christ was the giver of the
original and really comforting message of love, I should
have thought it did make a difference whether He
returned on the Seventh Day. For the rest of that
singular list, I should probably find it necessary to
distinguish. I certainly never gained any deep and
heartfelt consolation from the thought of the Thirty-Nine
Articles. I never heard of anybody in particular who
did. Of the idea of Predestination there are broadly
two views; the Calvinist and the Catholic; and it would
make a most uncommon difference to my comfort, if
I held the former instead of the latter. Itis the difference
between believing that God knows, as a fact, that I
choose to go to the devil; and believing that God has
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given me to the devil, without my having any choice
at all. As to Transubstantiation, it is less casy to talk
currently about that; but I would gently suggest that,
to most ordinary outsiders with any common sense, there
would be a considerable practical difference between
Jehovah pervading the universe and Jesus Christ
asining into the room.

But I touch rapidly and reluctantly on these examples,
because they exemplify a much wider question”of this
interminable way of talking. It consists of talking as if
the moral problem of man were perfectly simple, as
everyone knows it is not; and then depreciating attempts
to solve it by quoting long technical words, and talking
about senscless ceremonies without enquiring about their
sense. In other words, it is exactly as if somebody were
to say about the science of medicine: ‘“ All T ask is Health;
what could be simpler than the beautiful gift of Health?
Why not be content to enjoy for ever the glow of youth
and the fresh enjoyment of being fit? Why study dry and
dismal sciences of anatomy and physiology; why enquire
about the whereabouts of obscurc organs of the human
body? Why pedantically distinguish between what is
labelled a poison and what is labelled an antidote, when
it is so simple to enjoy Health? Why worry with a minute
exactitude about the number of drops of laudanum or
the strength of a dose of chloral, when it is so nice to be
healthy? Away with your priestly apparatus of stetho-
scopes and clinical thermometers; with your ritualistic
mummery of feeling pulses, putting out tongues, examin-
ing teeth, and the rest! The god Asculapius came on
carth solely to inform us that Life is on the whole prefer-
able to Death; and this thought will console many dying
persons unattended by doctors.”

In other words, the Usual Article, which is now some
ten thousand issues old, was always stuff and nonsense
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even when it was new. There may be, and there has
been, pedantry in the medical profession. There may be,
and there has been, theology that was thin or dry or
without consolation for men. But to talk as if it were
possible for any science to attack any problem, without
developing a technical language, and a method always
methodical and often minute, merely means that you
are a fool and have never really attacked a problem
at all. *Quite apart from the thecory of a Church, if
Christ had remained on carth for an indefinite time,
trying to induce men to love one another, He would
have found itnccessary to have some tests, some methods,
some way of dividing true love from false love, some way
of distinguishing between tendencies that would ruin
love and tendencies that would restore it. You cannot
make a success of anything, even loving, cntirely without
thinking. All this is so obvious that it would seem un-
necessary to repeat it; and yet it is necessary to repeat
it, because it is the flat contradiction of it that is now
incessantly repeated. Its flatness stretches around us
like a vast wilderness on every side.

It is a character of the Usual Article that it alludes
occasionally to the New Religion; but always in a rather
timid and remote fashion. It suggests that there will be a
better and broader belief; though it seldom touches on
the belief, but only on the broadness. There is never in
it by any chance anything resembling even the note of
the true innovator. For the true innovator must be in
some sense a legislator. We may put it in a hostile fashion,«
by saying that the revolutionist always becomes the
tyrant. We may put it in a friendly fashion, by saying
that the reformer must return to the idea of form. But
anybody really founding a new religion, even a false
religion, must have a certain quality of responsibility. He
must make himself responsible for saying that some things



62 THE THING

shall be forbidden and some permitted; that there shall
be a certain plan or system that must be defended from
destruction. And all the things in any way resembling
new rcligions, to do them justice, do show this quality
and suffer this disadvantage. Christian Science is
theoretically based on peace and almost on the denial of
struggle. But for all that there has been not a little
struggle in the councils of that creed; and the relations of
all the successors of Mrs. Eddy h'\ve by no means been
relations of peace. I do not say it as a taunt, but rather
as a tributc; I should say that these proceedings did
prove that the people involved were trying to found a
real religion. It is a compliment to Christian Scientists
to say that they also had their tests and their creeds,
their anathemas and their excommunications, their
encyclicals and their heresy-hunts. But it is a compli-
ment to Christian Scientists which they can hardly use
as an insult to Christians. Communism, even in its
final form of Marxian materialism, had some of the
qualities of a fresh and sincere faith. It had onc of them
at least; that it did definitely expel men for denying the
creed. Both the Communist and the Christian Scientist
were under this grave disadvantagc that they did turn
a faith into a fact. There is such a thing as a Bolshevist
government and it governs, even if it misgoverns.

There are such things as Christian Science healers;
there probably is such a thing as Christian Science
healing, even if we do not fully admit that the healing is
health. There is a Church in active operation; and for
that reason it exhibits all the dogmas and differences
charged against the Church of Christ. But the philosophy
expressed in the Usual Article avoids all these dis-
advantages by never coming into the world of reality at
all. Its god is afraid to be born; its scripture is afraid to
be written; it only manages to remain as the New
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Religion by always coming to-morrow and never to-day.
It puffs itself out with spiritual pride, because it does not
impose what it cannot even invent. It shines with
Pharisaical self-satisfaction, because there are no crimes
committed for its creed and no creed to be the motive
of its crimes. This sort of critic is a surgeon who never
performs an unsuccessful operation because he never
operates; a soldier who never falls because he never
fights. Anybody can talk for ever about a non-existent
religion which shall be frec from all the evils of existence.
Anybody can dream of that entirely humane and har-
monious Christianity, whose Christ is never born and
never crucified. It is so easy to do, that half a hundred
people in the papers and the public discussions have been
doing nothing else for the last twenty or thirty years.
But it is every bit as futile as applied to a spiritual ideal
as it would be if applied to a scientific theory or a political
programmec; and 1 only mention it because I have just
heard it for the hundredth time; and feel a faint hope
that T may be mentioning it for the last time.



WHY I AM A CATHOLIC

A LEADING article in a daily paper was recently devoted
to the New Prayer Book; without having anything very
new to say about it. For it mostly consisted in tepeating
for the ninc-hundredth-and-ninety-nine-thousandth time
that what the ordinary Englishman wants is a religion
without dogma (whatever that may be), and that the
disputes about Church matters were idle and barren on
both sides. Only, suddenly remembering that this
equalisation of both sides might possibly involve some
slight concession or consideration for our side, the writer
hastily corrected himsclf. He proceeded to suggest that
though it is wrong to be dogmatic, it is cssential to be
dogmatically Protestant. He suggested that the ordinary
Englishman (that useful character) was quite convinced,
in spite of his aversion to all religious differcnces, that
it was vital to religion to go on dilfering from Catholicism.
He is convinced (we were told) that “‘Britain is as Pro-
testant as the sea is salt.” Gazing reverently at the
profound Protestantism of Mr. Michael Arlen or Mr.
Noel Coward, or the latest nigger dance in Mayfair, we
might be tempted to ask: If the salt lose its savour,
wherewith shall it be salted? But since we may rightly
deduce from this passage that Lord Bcaverbrook and Mr,
James Douglas and Mr. Hannen Swaffer, and all their
following, are indeed stern and unbending Protestants,
(and as we know that Protestants are famous for the close
and passionate study of the Scriptures, unhindered by
Pope or priest), we might even take the liberty of inter-
preting the saying in the light of a less familiar text. Is it
64
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possible that in comparing Protestantism to the salt of the
sea they were haunted with some faint memory of another
passage, in which the same Authority spoke of one single
and sacred fountain that is of living water, because it is of
life-giving water, and really quenches the thirst of men;
while all other pools and puddles are distinguished from
it by the fact that those who drink of them will thirst
again. It is a thing that does occasionally happen to
people®who prefer to drink salt water.

This is perhaps a somewhat provocative way of opening
the statement of my strongest conviction; but I would
respectfully plead that the provocation came from the
Protestant. When Protestantism calmly claims to rule
all the souls in the tone of Britannia ruling all the seas, it
is permissible to retort that the very quintessence of such
salt can be found thickest in the stagnation of the Dead
Sea. But it is still more permissible to retort that Pro-
testantism is claiming what no religion at this moment
can possibly claim. Itis calmly claiming the allegiance of
millions of agnostics, atheists, hedonistic pagans, in-
dependent mystics, psychic investigators, theists, theo-
sophists, followers of Eastern cults and jolly fellows living
like the beasts that perish. To pretend that all these are
Protestants is considerably to lower the prestige and
significance of Protestantism. It is to make it merely
negative; and salt is not negative.

Taking this as a text and test of the present problem of
religious choice, we find ourselves faced from the first
with a dilemma about the traditional religion of our
fathers. Protestantism as here named is either a negative
or a positive thing. If Protestantism is a positive thing,
there is no doubt whatever that it is dead. In so far as it
really was a set of special spiritual beliefs it is no longer
believed. The genuine Protestant creed is now hardly
held by anybody—Ileast of all by the Protestants. So
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completely have they lost faith in it, that they have
mostly forgotten what it was. If almost any modern man
"be asked whether we save our souls solely through our
theology, or whether doing good (to the poor, for
instance) will help us on the road to God, he would
answer without hesitation that good works are probably
more pleasing to God than theology. It would probably
come as quite a surprise to him to learn that, for three
hundred ycars, the faith in faith alone was the badge
of a Protestant, the faith in good works the rather
shameful badge of a disreputable Papist. The ordinary
Englishman (to bring in our old friend once more)
would now be in no doubt whatever on the merits of
the long quarrel between Catholicism and Calvinism.
And that was the most important and intellectual
quarrel between Catholicism and Protestantism. If he
believes in a God at all; or cven if he does not, he
would quite certainly prefer a God who has made all
men for joy, and desires to save them all, to a God who
deliberately made some for involuntary sin and immortal
misery. But that was the quarrel; and it was the Catholic
who held the first and the Protestant who held the
second. The modern man not only does not share, he
does not even understand, the unnatural aversion of
the Puritans to all art and beauty in relation to religion.
Yet that was the real Protestant protest; and right
into the Mid-Victorian time Protestant matrons were
shocked at a white gown, let alone a coloured vestment.
On practically every essential count on which the
Reformation actually put Rome in the dock, Rome has
since been acquitted by the jury of the whole world.
It is perfectly true that we can find real wrongs, pro-
voking rebellion, in the Roman Church just before the
Reformation. What we cannot find is one of those real
wrongs that the Reformation reformed. For instance,
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it was an abominable abuse that the corruption of the
monasteries sometimes permitted a rich noble to play the
patron and even play at being the Abbot, or draw on the
revenues supposed to belong to a brotherhood of poverty
and charity. But all that the Reformation did was to
allow the same rich noble to take over all the revenue, to
scize the whole house and turn it into a palace or a pig-
sty, and utterly stamp out the last legend of the poor
brotherhood. The worst things in worldly Catholicism
were made worse by Protestantism. But the best things
remained somchow through the era of corruption; nay,
they survived even the era of reform. They survive to-day
in all Catholic countries, not only in the colour and
poetry and popularity of religion, but in the deepest
lessons of practical psychology. And so completely
are they justified, after the judgment of four centuries,
that every one of them is now being copied, even by
those who condemned it; only it is often caricatured.
Psycho-analysis is the Confessional without the safe-
guards of the Confessional; Communism is the
Franciscan movement without the moderating balance
of the Church; and American sects, having howled for
three centuries at the Popist theatricality and mere
appeal to the senses, now ‘‘brighten” their services by
super-theatrical films and rays of rose-red light falling
on the head of the minister. If we had a ray of light to
throw about, we should not throw it on the minister.
Next, Protestantism may bc a negative thing. In other
words, it may be a new and totally different list of
charges against Rome; and only in continuity because it
is still against Rome. That is very largely what it is;
and that is presumably what the Daily Express really
meant, when it said that our country and our country-
men are soaked in Protestantism as in salt. In other
words, the legend that Rome is wrong anyhow, is still
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a living thing, though all the features of the monster are
now entirely altered in the caricature. Even this is an
exaggeration, as applied to the England of to-day;
but there is still a truth in it. Only the truth, when truly
realised, can hardly be very satisfactory to honest and
genuine Protestants. For, after all, what sort of a
tradition is this, that tells a different story every day
or every decade, and is content so long as all the con-
tradictory tales are told against one man’ or one
institution? What sort of holy cause is it to inherit from
our ancestors, that we should go on hating something and
being consistent only in hatred; being fickle and false in
everything clse, even in our reason for hating it? Are we
really to settle down seriously to make up a new set of
stories against the bulk of our fellow-Christians? Is that
Protestantism; and is that worth comparing to patriotism
or the sea?

{Anyhow, that was the situation I found myself facing
when I began to think of these things, the child of a
purely Protestant ancestry and, in the ordinary sense, of a
Protestant household. But as a fact my family, having
become Liberal, was no longer Protestant. I was brought
up a sort of Universalist and Unitarian; at the feet of
that admirable man, Stopford Brooke. It was not
Protestantism save in a very negative sense Often it
was the flat contrary of Protestantism, even in that sense.
For instance, the Universalist did not believe in hell;
and he was emphatic in saying that heaven was a happy
state of mind—‘‘a temper.” But he had the sense to see
that most men do not live or die in a state of mind so
happy that it will alone ensure them a heaven. If heaven
is a temper, it is certainly not a universal temper; and a
good many people pass through this life in a devil of a
temper. If all these were to have heaven, solely through
happiness, it seemed clear that something must happen
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to them first. The Universalist therefore believed in a
progress after death, at once punishment and enlighten-
ment. In other words, he believed in Purgatory; though
he did not believe in Hell. Right or wrong, he obviously
and flatly contradicted the Protestant, who believed in
Hell but not in Purgatory. Protestantism, through its
whole history, had waged ceaseless war on this one idea
of Purgatory or Progress beyond the grave. I have come
to sec in the complete Catholic view much dceper truths
on all three ideas; truths concerned with will and creation
and God’s most glorious love of liberty. But even at the
start, though I had no thought of Catholicism, I could
not see why I should have any concern with Pro-
testantism; which had always said the very opposite of
what a Liberal is now expected to say.

I found, in plain words, that there was no longer any
question of clinging to the Protcstant faith. It was simply
a question of whether I should cling to the Protestant
feud. And to my enormous astonishment, I found a large
number of my fellow Liberals eager to go on with the
Protestant feud, though they no longer held the Protest-
ant faith. I have no title to judge them; but to me, I
confess, it seemed like a rather ugly breach of honour.
To find out that you have been slandering somebody
about something, to refuse to apologise, and to make up
another more plausible story against him, so that you can
carry on the spirit of the slander, seemed to me at the
start a rather poor way of behaving. I resolved at least
to consider the original slandered institution on its own
merits and the first and most obvious question was:
Why were Liberals so very illiberal about it? What was
the meaning of the feud, so constant and so inconsistent?
That question took a long time to answer and would now,
take much too long a time to record. But it led me at
last to the only logical answer, which every fact of life



70 THE THING

now confirms; that the thing is hated, as nothing clse
is hated, simply because it is, in the exact sensc of the
popular phrase, like nothing on earth.

There is barcly space here to indicate this one thing
out of the thousand things that confirm the same fact
and confirm each other. I would undertake to pick up
any topic at random, from pork to pyrotechnics, and
show that it illustrates the truth of the only true
philosophy; so realistic is the remark that all roads lead
to Rome, Out of all these I have here only taken one
fact; that the thing is pursued age after age by an un-
reasonable hatred that is perpetually changing its
reason. Now of nearly all the dead hercsies it may be
said that they are not only dead, but damned; that is,
they are condemned or would be condemned by common
sense, even outside the Church, when once the mood
and mania of them is passed. Nobody now wants to
revive the Divine Right of Kings which the first Anglicans
advanced against the Pope. Nobody now wants to
revive the Calvinism which the first Puritans advanced
against the King. Nobody now is sorry that the Icono-
clasts were prevented from smashing all the statues of
Italy. Nobody now is sorry that the Jansenists failed to
destroy all the dramas of France. Nobody who knows
anything about the Albigensians regrets that ghey did
not convert the world to pessimism and perversion.
Nobody who really understands the logic of the Lollards
(a much more sympathetic set of people) really wishes
that they had succeeded in taking away all political
rights and privileges from everybody who was not in
a state of grace. ‘‘Dominion founded on Grace” was
a devout idcal; but considered as a plan for disrcgarding
an Irish policeman controlling the traffic in Piccadilly,
until we have discovered whether he has confessed
recently to his Irish priest, it is wanting in actuality.
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In nine cases out of ten the Church simply stood for
sanity and social balance against heretics who were
sometimes very like lunatics. Yet at cach scparate
moment the pressure of the prevalent error was very
strong; the exaggerated crror of a whole generation, like
the strength of the Manchester School in the “fiftics, or of
Fabian Socialism as a fashion in my own youth. [A study
of the ruc historical cases commonly shows us the spirit
of the age going wrong, and the Catholics at least
relatively going right. It is a mind surviving a hundred
moods)

As 1 say, this is only onc aspect; but it was the first that
aflccted me and it leads on to others. When a hammer
has hit the right nail on the hcad a hundred times, there
comes a time when we think it was not altogether by
accident. But these historical proofs would be nothing
without the human and personal proofs, which would
need quite a different sort of description. (It is cnough
to say that those who know the Gatholic practice find
it not only right, but always right when everything else
is wrong; making the Confessional the very throne of
candour wherc the world outside talks nonsense about
it as a sort of conspiracy; upholding humility when
everybody is praising pride; charged with sentimental
charity when the world is talking a brutal utilitarianism;
charged with dogmatic harshness when the world is
loud and loose with vulgar sentimentalism—as it is
to-day.> At the place where the roads mect there is no
doubt of the convergence. A man may think all sorts
of things, most of them honest and many of them true,
about the right way to turn in the maze at Hampton
Court. But he does not think he is in the centre; he
knows.



WHAT DO THEY THINK?

ALL scicnce, even the divine scicnce, is a sublime
dctective story. Only it is not set to detect why a man
is dead; but the darker secret of why he is alive. The
Catholnc Church rcmains in the best sense a mystery
even to belicvers. It would be foolish of them to complain
if it is a riddle to unbelicvers. But in a more practical
sense we may well ask a question. What do they think
it really is? What do they think we think it really is?
What do they think it is all about, or even supposed to
be all about? That problem becomes darker and darker
for me, the more I stare at it. It becomes black as mid-
night, for instance, when I stare at such a sentence as
I saw recently in Truth, a singularly intelligent and often
a highly valuable paper. It stated that Rome tolerates,
in her relation with the Russian Uniats, ‘‘strange
heresies and even bearded and wedded clergy.”

In that one extraordinary phrase, what formless
monster begins to take form in their visions? In those
eight words it is not too much to say that every term is
startling in its inconsequence. As somebody tumbling
down the stairs bumps upon every step, the writer comes
a crash upon every word. The word ‘‘strange” is
strange enough. The word ‘‘heresy” is stranger.
Perhaps at first sight the word “bearded,” with its
joyous reminiscences of the game of Beaver, may appear
the most funny. ‘“Wedded” is also funny. Even the
“and” between bearded and wedded is funny, But
by far the funniest and most fantastic thing in all that
fantastic scntence is the word “even.”
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It is not everybody who can thus bestrew a page with
comic conjunctions and farcical particles of speech.
Only a wild unreason, about the whole way the thing
hangs together, could thus make even the joints and
hinges of that rickety statement rattle and creak with
laughter. We can hardly say of this version of thc Roman
Catholic faith that it is a false version, or that it differs
from the true version, or even that it differs from our
version. What is the version; and how can it be even
their version? There is in the world, they would tell us,
a powerful and persecuting superstition, intoxicated with
the impious idea of having a monopoly of divine truth,
and therefore cruelly crushing and cxterminating every-
thing else as error. It burns thinkers for thinking,
discoverers for discovering, philosophers and theologians
who differ by a hair’s breadth from its dogmas; it will
tolerate no tiny change or shadow of varicty cven among
its friends and followers; it sweeps the whole world with
one cncyclical cyclone of uniformity; it would destroy
nations and empires for a word, so wedded is it to its
fixed idea that its own word is the Word of God. When it
is thus sweeping the world, it comes to a remote and
rather barbarous region somewhere on the borders of
Russia; where it stops suddenly; smiles broadly; and tells
the people there that they can have the strangest heresies
they like. Strange heresies, by the standard of strangeness
likely to exist in an experience so long as that of the
Roman Church, may well be very strange indeed. The
Church is no stranger to heresies that involved human
sacrifice, or the worship of demons, or the practice of
perversions. We might well suppose, therefore, that the
Church says benevolently to these fortunate Slavs, ““By
all means worship Baphomet and Beelzebub; say the
Lord’s Prayer backwards; continue to drink the blood of
infants—nay, even,” and here her voice falters, till she
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rallies with an effort of generous resolution, ‘“‘—yes
even, if you really must, grow a beard.” And then, I
supposc, we must call up yet darker and more dreadful
visions, of the heretic hiding himself in secret places,
in caverns of witchcraft or sealed gardens of black magic,
while the blasphemous beard is grown. Nobody explains
why these particular Eastern Europeans should be re-
garded with so much favour, or why a number of lopg hairs
on the chin should be regarded with so much disfavour.
It is presumably a problem on which this intolerant
spiritual tyranny will suffer no question to be asked.

Does the reader rcalisc the despair that falls upon
the hapless Catholic journalist at such moments; or how
wild a prayer he may well send up for the intercession of
St. Francis of Sales? What is he to say; or at what end of
that sentence is he to begin? What is the good of his
laboriously beginning to explain that a married clergy
is a matter of discipline and not doctrine, that it can
therefore be allowed locally without hercsy—when all
the time the man thinks a beard as important as a wife
and more important than a falsc religion? What is the
sense of explaining to him the pcculiar historical cir-
cumstancces that have led to preserving some local habits
in Kiev or Warsaw, when the man at any moment may
receive a mortal shock by sccing a bearded Franciscan
walking through Wimbledon or Walham Green? What
we want to get at is the mind of the man who can think so
absurdly about us as to suppose we could have a horror
of heresy, and then a weakness for heresy, and then a
greater horror of hair. To what does he attribute all the
inconsistent nonsense and inconsequent bathos that he
associates with us? Does he think we are all joking; or
all dreaming; or all out of our minds; or what does he
think? Until we have got at that, we have really got very
little further.
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The notion that he merely thinks the Church is all
nonsense is not very consistent with the way in which
he talks about her in other aspects; as when he says she
has always resisted such and such changes, which he
nurhaps approves; or that she can be counted on as an
influence for such and such principles, which he perhaps
dislikes; or that she is forbidden to accept this doctrine or
commijted to defending that. But what he can possibly
suppose to be the principle upon which she accepts or
rejects doctrines T never can imagine. And the more we
really come in contact with the puzzle, the more we shall
feel, T think, somcthing quite unique and even crecpy
about it. It is like the old fable of the five blind men who
tried to explore an elephant; a fable that used to be told
as a sort of farce; but which I can well imagine being told
by Maeterlinck or some modern mystic so as to make the
flesh creep with mysteries. The thing is at once so
obvious and so invisible; so public and so impalpable; so
universal and so sccrct. They say so much about it;
and they say so little. 'T'hey sce so much of it; and they
see so little. There is a sort of colossal contradiction,
such as can only be conceived between different
dimensions or different planes of thought, in the co-
existence of such familiar fact and such utterly unknown
truth. Indecd, therc is only one combination of words
I know of, which ever did exactly express so huge a
human and historical paradox; and they also are familiar
and unfathomable: “The light shone in the darkness
and the darkness comprehended it not.”

Some part of the difliculty is doubtless due to the odd
way in which so many people are at once preoccupied
with it and prejudiced against it. It is queer to observe
so much ignorance with so little indifference. They love
talking about it and they hate hearing about it. It would
seem that they especially hate asking about it. If, for
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instance, a man contributing to Truth, in the middle of
educated London, really were a little puzzled by Rome
making an cxception of the Uniats, and were perbaps
especially puzzled by an exception to the celibacy of the
clergy (I omit his dark and inscrutable broodings on the
subject of Beavers) might it not have occurred to him to
go and ask some Catholic priest, or for that matter, some
Catholic layman, and thus gain some sort of rough idea
of the relative importance attached in our system to
celibacy and heresy and hair on the face? Could he not
have gained a glimpse of the usual order or hierarchy of
these ideas, which would have prevented him from
writing the staggering word ‘‘and” or the stunning
word “even’’? But I am inclined to suspect that even
this omission, negative as it may seem, has in it some-
thing deeper than mere negligence. I fancy that there
is more than meets the eye in this curious controversial
attitude; the desire to ask rhetorical questions and not to
ask real questions; the wish to heckle and not to hear.
It may well be connected with more mystical aspects
of the whole question, on which I am certainly not going
to speculate, since they are admittedly the most subtle
problems of the trained theologian; all those questions
about the will to believe and the operations of grace;
and the fact that something more than reason is needed
to bring any of us into the most reasonable of all
philosophies.

But apart from these mysteries, I think there is another
reason that is human and historical. The thing that .
causes Catholic philosophy to be neglected is the very
thing that really makes it impossible to neglect. It is the
fact that it was something left for dead; and now rather
incredibly come to life. An ordinary man would not
mind very much whether he knew the exact ritual with
which Roeman augurs examined the entrails of beasts or
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watched the movements of birds; because he is certain
that the world will not go back to that Roman religion.
The world was once almost as certain that it would not
go back to this other Roman religion. A man would
not be very much ashamed of having put the mectals in
the wrong order in the imaginary formula of an
alchemist, described in a historical romance; because
he is convinced that alchemists can only return in
romance and can ncver return in history. Therc was a
time when he felt quite as safe about abbots as about
alchemists. That time has already passed. That mere
confident contempt, as I have said, has already been
succeeded by a rather restless curiosity. But mental
habits overlap; and the dead momentum of the old
disregard of facts goes along side by side with a new
movement of anxiety about possibilities. They would
not be so ignorant about it if they had not decided that
it was dead. They would not be so irritated about it if
they had not discovered that it was alive. For ignorance
accumulates like knowledge; and these newly aroused
critics are inheritors of the -accruing interest of four
hundred years of an ignorance that became an indiffer-
ence. At this moment they are no longer indifferent;
but they are still ignorant. They have been awakened
suddenly in the watches of the night, and what they see
they can neither deny nor understand. For they see onc
that was dead walking; and the blaze of that living
death blasts or obliterates all the older details of life;
and all the fables they have believed and all the facts
they have forgotten are alike swallowed up in the
miracle they can neither believe nor forget.



THE MASK OF THE AGNOSTIC

Sir ArtHUR KErry, in his recent remarks on the soul, let
the cat out of the bag. He let it out of that very prim and
proper professional bag which is carried by the ““medical
man” whom he described as conscientiously compelled
to assert that the life of thc soul ceases with the breath of
the body. Perhaps the figure which fits in so well with
the bag is less fortunate in the case of the cat; a mystic
animal, whose nine lives might rather be supposed to
represent immortality, at least in the form of reincarna-
tion. But anyhow, he let the cat out of the bag; in the
sense of revealing a sccret which such wise men would
be wiser to kecp. It is the sccret that such scientists do
not speak as scientists, but simply as materialists. That
is, they do not give their conclusions, but simply their
opinions; and a very shaky sort of opinions some of
them arc.

Not long ago, in his famous address on Anthropoids to
thc Congress at Leeds, Sir Arthur Keith said that he
spoke simply as the foreman of a jury. It is true that he
had not apparently consulted the jury; and it was
rapidly made clear that the jury violently disagreed;
which is unusual in a jury after the foreman has delivered
the verdict. Still, in using this image he meant to claim
complete impartiality of a judicial sort. He meant that
a juryman is bound by oath to go entirely by the facts
and the evidence, without fear or favour. And this effect
would be a hundred times more effective if we were left
free to imagine that the juryman’s personal sympathies
might be on the other side; or at least, if we did not know
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that they were \Sury i(écnly on the one side. Sir Arthur
should have been careful to preserve the impression that,
speaking strictly and solely as an anthropologist, he was
forced to accept the natural selection of anthropoids.
He should then have left it to be inferred that, merely asa
private person, he might be yearning for seraphic visions
and celestial hopes; he might be searching the Scriptures
or awaiting the Apocalypse. For all it was any business
of ours, or any business of anybody’s, he might be in
private life a Mormon multiplying the stars in his
heavenly crown or a Holy Roller continually convulsed
by the Holy Ghost. The point was that the facts forced
the Darwinian conclusion upon him. And a man of that
sort, being forced to accept them, would be a real witness
because a reluctant witness. In the trial of Darwin the
man might feel for the plaintiff, but the juryman would
be forced to find for the defendant.

And now Sir Arthur Keith has thrown the whole of
that imperial impartiality away. He has gone out of
his way to dogmatise and lay down the law about the
soul; which has nothing to do with his subject, cxcept in
so far as it is everybody’s subject. But while it does not
relate to what is his subject, it has told everybody which
is his side. It has turned the foreman of the jury into a
very unmistakable advocate for that side. Indeed, such a
partisan is more like a party to the suit than an advocate;
since it is the whole point that as a private person he has
long had the private prejudice. Henceforth it is obvious
that Keith deciding for Darwin is simply like Bradlaugh
deciding for Darwin, or Ingersoll deciding for Darwin,
or any atheist on a stool in Hyde Park deciding for
Darwin. When they choose the side of natural selection,
we can all agree that it is a very natural selection.

As to the conclusion itself, it seems almost incredibly
inconclusive. Unless Sir Arthur Keith is very badly mis-
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reported, he specially stated thav spiritual existence
ceases with the physical functions; and that no medical
man could conscientiously say anything else. However
grave be the injury called death (which indecd is often
fatal), this strikes me as a case in which it is quite
unnecessary to call in a medical man at all. There is
always a certain irony, cven in the simple pages of my
favourite detective stories, in the fact that everybody
rushes for a doctor as soon as they are quite certain that
a man is dead. But in the detective story there may at
least be something to be lcarnt by the doctor from the
dead body. In the doctrinal speculation thcre is nothing
whatever; and it does but confuse the eternal detective
story for the doctor of medicine to pretend to be a doctor
of divinity. The truth is that all this business about “a
medical man”’ is mere bluff and mystagogy. The medical
man ‘‘sees’’ that the mind has ceased with the body.
What the medical man sees is that the body can no longer
kick, talk, sneeze, whistle or dance a jig. And a man
does not need to be very medical in order to see that.
But whether the principle of energy, that once made it
kick, talk, sneeze, whistle and dance, does or does not
still exist on some other plane of existence—a medical
man knows no more about that than any other man.
And when medical men were clear-headed, some of them
(like an ex-surgeon named Thomas Henry Huxley) said
they did not believe that medical men or any men could
know anything about it. That is an intelligible position;
but it does not seem to be Sir Arthur Keith’s position.
He has been put up publicly to deny that the soul survives
the body; and to make the extraordinary remark that
any medical man must say the same. It is as if we were
to say that any competent builder or surveyor must deny
the possibility of the Fourth Dimension; because he has
learnt the technical secret that a building is measured by
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length, breadtl%"f T neight. The obvious query is—Why
bring in a surveyor? Everybody knows that everything is
in fact measured by threce dimensions. Anybody who
thinks there is a fourth dimension thinks so in spite of
being well aware that things are generally measured by
three. Or it is as if a man were to answer a Berkleyan
metaphysician, who holds all matter to be an illusion of
mind, by saying, “‘I can call the evidence of an intelligent
navvy who actually has to deal with solid concrete and
cast iron; and he will tell you they are quite real.” We
should naturally answer that we do not need a navvy to
tell us that solid things are solid; and it is quite in
another sense that the philosopher says they are not
solid. Similarly, there is nothing to make a medical man
a materialist, except what might make any man a
materialist. And it is when a man has absorbed all that
obvious materialism that he begins to use his mind.
And, as some hold, does not stop.

This very unphilosophical irruption into philosophy
was, however, in one way enlightening. It threw a light
backwards on the speaker’s previous proclamation on
things on which he has more right to speak. Even in
those things he betrayed a curious simplicity common
among such official scientists. The truth is that they
become steadily less scientific and more official. They
develop that thin disguise that is the daily wear of
politicians. They perform before us the most artful
tricks with the most artless transparency. It is like
watching a child trying to hide something. They are
perpetually trying to bluff us with big words and learned
allusions; on the assumption that we have never learnt
anything—even of their own funny little ways. Every
leader-writer who thunders ‘““Galileo™ at us assumes
that we know even less about Galileo than he does.
Every preachér of popular science who throws a long






