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            Guide to Using This Edition

         

         This is a text-only edition, with the prose arranged in a single chronological sequence. However, the chronology has to be handled carefully in view of the fact that it was Eliot’s practice to revise his work. (It is a shortcoming of Donald Gallup’s indispensable 1969 bibliography that he does not always note that a reprinted text has also undergone revision: this means that all versions must be scrutinised for variants.) Where Eliot revised wording, even slightly, the latest revised version is printed at the point at which it appeared, and variants in wording are recorded there from the earlier version(s). An example: ‘Tradition and the Individual Talent’ was originally published in two parts in The Egoist in September and November/December 1919; both parts were combined and revised in The Sacred Wood (November 1920); and the text was further revised in Selected Essays (September 1932). Readers will find the text under Selected Essays, together with a record of the changes Eliot made at each stage. The earlier versions are recorded at the point at which they appeared, with an indication that they would undergo revision.

         Even where revision involves merely putting a word in italics or quotation marks to introduce a new emphasis or attitude, this is regarded as a substantive change. In the few cases where revision also involves translation from French into English, variants are not recorded: translation itself constitutes a form of variation, and it would be difficult to decide, on the basis of often very slight differences of idiom and nuance, which variants are to be recorded and which not. Both the French and the English versions are printed in full, however. Textual variants are recorded below the latest revised text and variants are recorded by paragraph. Thus, ‘4 vast energy] energy’ records that in paragraph 4, where the revised text has ‘vast energy’, the previously published text has ‘energy’. Where the text was revised more than once, each variant is labelled. This edition aims to provide the most complete record available of Eliot’s revisions to his authorised prose.

         For the first time, page numbers in the text chosen for printing are inserted in a different font in editorial square brackets – for example [76], for convenience of reference to the original publications.

         The conventions of all publications are regularised to Faber’s house style. Block quotations are given in roman, single-spaced, and indented, xivand quotation marks at the beginning and end are not reproduced. Inconsistent punctuation for introducing block quotations (‘:—’ as well as ‘:’) is regularised to a colon. American spellings, when used, have been retained.

         The numbers of volumes and issues of periodicals are given in arabic. Thus ‘2. 3’ means ‘volume 2, number 3’.

         Obvious misprints, such as ‘desert’ for ‘dessert’, or ‘writed’ for ‘writer’, or beginning a sentence with ‘they’ instead of ‘They’, are silently corrected. It is not always possible to distinguish a misprint from an authorial error, but the following have been routinely corrected: passages in French (almost always a question of accents: Eliot’s French was good, and it is hard to believe that in an article such as ‘Marivaux’ (Gallup C73), for instance, ‘Corbiere’ is followed within a few lines by ‘Corbière’, and hardly a single French accent is rendered correctly); names of persons (‘Rubenstein’ to ‘Rubinstein’, ‘Weckerlin’ to ‘Weckherlin’, the poet [Thomas] ‘Grey’ to ‘Gray’, [Sybil] ‘Thorndyke’ to ‘Thorndike’); and titles of books (Dorian Grey to Dorian Gray, Biographia Litteraria to Biographia Literaria).

         Eliot’s misquotations, both of literature and of passages from books under review, are left uncorrected, in the interests of preserving what Eliot thought he was commenting on. Eliot on occasion makes use of terminology that will be offensive to contemporary readers, but has been retained in the text as originally published.

         I have supplied or changed punctuation only where necessary, and have placed missing punctuation, as well as words, in editorial square brackets. One unusual practice in Eliot’s punctuation has been highlighted by Jayme Stayer:1 a comma inserted between subject and predicate:

         
            What the poet has to say about poetry, will often be most valuable …

            Even those of us who are not addressed, can agree that all ‘sane’ people are for peace.

         

         Professor Stayer plausibly suggests that Eliot may be marking his sense of how a sentence should be delivered orally. It is often found when the grammatical subject is long. It causes no problems of comprehension, however, and I have therefore let such punctuation stand.

          

         Archie Burnett             

 The Editorial Institute  

Boston University        

         
            1. ‘Of Commas and Facts: Editing Volume 5 of The Complete Prose,’ T. S. Eliot Studies Annual, 2 (2018), 121–8.
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            1935

         

         A Commentary

         
            C., 14. 55 (Jan. 1935), 260–4. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C372.

         

         The death of A. R. Orage remains the most important event and the most fitting to commemorate in this commentary. For a time I thought that everything to be said had been said by the writers who contributed to the obituary number (November 15th) of The New English Weekly. Seldom has a more remarkable tribute appeared in a less public way; a dozen or more of the writers were men who should be able to command space in The Times for any public letter they wanted to write – but I cannot think that any of the writers could have written quite as they did, except to an audience whose sympathy and understanding were assured. But on rereading the memorials, including my own, I have some second thoughts which I should like to put on record.

         I have not a copy of Readers and Writers, or a file of The New Age, to which to refer, but unless my memory is quite at fault, I think that my assertion that Orage was ‘the best literary critic of that time in London’ requires precision. One kind of literary sensibility is that of the man who appears to have been waiting for that which is new and good and right in art, who is in some sort prepared for it before it arrives; to whom it appears to come as the missing piece in a puzzle almost solved. This exquisite fitness for new art was not Orage’s quality; indeed, I suspect that sometimes Orage recognised new literary art not by inspection, but rather by inference from his personal impression of the man who wrote it. I cannot recall, in Readers and Writers, any startling recognition of novelty. What I do recall is that when faced with authority or reputation and success, Orage was never distracted; and that he could penetrate quite simply and unpretentiously to the heart of the moral rottenness, or intellectual dishonesty and turpitude, of the most acclaimed authors; that he was the enemy of pretence and stupidity. And I recall a style which was as far from that of a Times leader as it was near to the essentials of good prose. I say that [261] Orage was primarily a moralist; but to say that he was a moralist is not to say that he was a moralist instead of being a critic of literature. He was that necessary and rare person, the moralist in criticism; not the inquisitor who tries to impose (his) morals 4upon literature, but the critic who perceives the morals of literature, and who recognises that intellectual dishonesty, laziness and confusion are cardinal sins in literature.

         Having spoken of Orage as a moralist in criticism leads me to my second point. Several of the memorial writers with whom I am more or less in sympathy, deplored (as I did myself, though less openly than some) Orage’s preoccupation with certain forms of mysticism. Perhaps my own attitude is suggestive of the reformed drunkard’s abhorrence of intemperance; at any rate I deprecate Orage’s mysticism as much as anyone does. Yet, while it was something that I think should be opposed if he were still alive, it is something that I think we should, in a fashion, accept now that he is dead. Without a streak of other-worldliness which was responsible for these aberrations, Orage would not have occupied the place that he occupied and still occupies. Had he been a Catholic, accepting a Christian mysticism with its reservations and safeguards, he could not have occupied that place either; for that denomination would have frightened away many who needed to be attracted and instructed in social doctrines as far as their prejudices would permit. Had he been a Catholic his mysticism would have repelled; as that of an irresponsible religious adventurer, his mysticism was merely smiled at. It may have attracted some of the young, and it did not gravely affect the mature. And it had its effect. For without this restless desire for the absolute, Orage would have done little more than half a dozen men who survive him could do; he would have been merely a reasonable persuader towards the reasonable revolution. As it is, people who advocate monetary reform are accused of being timid compromisers, of wishing to save their middle-class skins as economically as possible, and are taunted with their unwillingness to immolate their [262] souls before the altar of the âme collective. No one could accuse Orage of the obscure mind to avoid, or the weak heart to refuse, any sacrifice that might lead to the real good.

         It is hardly excessive to say that to-day, everyone who thinks, and everyone who feels, is in some way a ‘revolutionist’. Of good revolutionists, there are two kinds, distinguished by the end from which they start. There are those who are impatient with human stupidity; these begin by wanting some kind of monetary reform; their imagination is haunted by the spectre of coffee burnt, wheat dumped into the sea, herrings ploughed into the soil, etc. And there are those who begin from the other end, who talk, in France, of le spirituel, or with us (I am sorry to say) of ‘change of heart’. Orage did a good deal to hold the two together. He saw that any real change for the better meant a spiritual revolution; and he saw that no spiritual revolution was of any use unless you had a practical economic 5scheme. What we need to remember is Orage’s mediating position, and we need to work as if he were still here to mediate.

         We are really, you see, up against the very difficult problem of the spiritual and the temporal, the problem of which the problem of Church and State is a derivative. The danger, for those who start from the temporal end, is Utopianism; settle the problem of distribution – of wheat, coffee, aspirin or wireless sets – and all the problems of evil will disappear. The danger, for those who start from the spiritual end, is Indifferentism; neglect the affairs of the world and save as many souls out of the wreckage as possible. Sudden in this difficulty, and in pity at our distress, appears no one but the divine Sophia. She tells us that we have to begin from both ends at once. She tells us that if we devote ourselves too unreservedly to particular economic remedies, we may only separate into minute and negligible chirping sects; sects which will have nothing in common except the unexamined values of contemporary barbarism. And she tells us, that if we devote our attention, as do some of our French friends, to le spirituel, we may attain only a feeble approximation to [263] catholicism, and a feeble approximation to Guild Socialism.

         When I say ‘our French friends’ I mean something more than a poster of the Southern Railway. I mean not only that England and France are the ‘inevitable allies’, but that their thought should complete each other. In practical suggestions for the reorganisation of society we have a great deal to offer the French, who do not appear to know the work of any of the important English economists during the last thirty years. And on the more theoretic side they have a great deal to offer us.1 The examination of the implications of the âme collective in Demain la France is a valuable piece of work. And the more France and England become isolated together as ‘Western’, in distinction from ‘Central’ Europe, the more attentively should they study their common problems.

         One difference between the ‘economic’ and the ‘spiritual’ revolution is this, that while the spiritual by itself cannot hope to affect directly any but a small spiritual élite, which must be perpetually recruited anew, the economic revolution is certain to affect society very deeply, to affect the relations of man with man. Orage was, I am sure, quite aware that the kind of economic changes which he wished to see brought about, might work more radical changes in society than any of the revolutions which our time has seen. But we cannot assume that the changes resulting from an economic revolution, however excellent the economic system in principle, will automatically be all for the good. You are certain of some 6change, but you cannot predict all the consequences. To say nothing of the possibility, to which we should all be wide awake, of revolutions being side-tracked, manipulated, exploited and degraded – even the probability that they will be – you cannot leave everything to even the most perfect machine. At some point human nature, unchanged in its fundamental passions and weaknesses, will be handling the [264] controls. The difficult effort is that to expect neither too much nor too little of the changes which it is possible to operate directly upon society. 

         I am by no means sure that Orage kept this balance perfectly; indeed, I do not see how the particular kind of religious enthusiasm by which he was animated could have provided him with the necessary measures. Nevertheless, the religious passion which inspired him, and which is evident throughout even his notes on the Stalin–Wells conversation, cannot rightly be belittled or ignored. That is what put him in a central position, and made possible that through him men of most varied sorts were brought together, in loose but certain association, who otherwise would have had no common ground of action.

         
             

         

         We print in this number some observations on the condition of Education in America by Canon B. Iddings Bell of Rhode Island. As some readers may hold the mistaken belief that education in America has no lessons or warnings for education in England, a word of comment may not be amiss. So far as I have had the opportunity to observe, the problems of education in England and in America are likely to become more, rather than less similar. The problems of the provincial universities appear very similar, and the importance of the provincial universities relative to that of the older foundations is in both countries increasing. It is therefore pertinent to know what an American educator, whose attitude is similar to that which The Criterion might be expected to take up, thinks of American Education to-day. Canon Bell was for some years the head of a college which he ran in a way opposed to the general tendencies of the time; a college which, I imagine, has altered its character since he left it.

         Notes on the Way [I]

         
            T&T, 16. 1 (5 Jan. 1935), 6–[7]. Subheaded ‘By T. S. ELIOT’. Gallup C373.

         

         Today (December 29th) is the Feast of St Thomas of Canterbury, better known to most people as Thomas Becket; and I seize the opportunity to mention that fact, because it is hardly likely that anybody else will. 7I have discovered his Mass in a curious volume called The English Missal (curious because it includes Joseph of Calasanz and the Blessing of Eggs, but has nothing to say about Charles, King and Martyr). The Introit is Gaudeamus, ‘Rejoice we all in the Lord’; but I suspect that St Thomas himself might have preferred to be remembered with the Introit for Boxing Day: Sederunt principes, ‘Princes, moreover, did sit and did witness falsely against me.’

         St Thomas, although he came to a sticky end, had to deal with a situation very much simpler than that of today. The Church concerns itself with matters about which he never bothered, and is interfered with in ways probably exceeding his worst fears. Nobody agrees where its domain begins or ends: it is reproved both for meddling and for remaining aloof. But the Church offers today the last asylum for one type of mind which the Middle Ages would hardly have expected to find among the faithful: that of the sceptic.2

         
            * * *

         

         Obviously, I mean by the sceptic, the man who suspects the origins of his own beliefs, as well as those of others; who is most suspicious of those which are most passionately held; who is still more relentless towards those of others; who suspects other people’s motives because he has learned the deceitfulness of his own. According to this outline of the sceptic, Voltaire was a very imperfect sceptic: for although he questioned the Christian Faith, which in itself, and at that time, was perhaps a worthy thing to do, he did not sufficiently question his own motives for questioning the Christian Faith. According to this outline also, Anatole France was a mere journalist of scepticism, exploiting, with excellent sales results, a taste for scepticism, without having ever submitted himself to its merciless rigours. And Mr Aldous Huxley, who passes for a sceptic amongst the general public, and whose intelligence and learning I greatly admire, is interested in spiritualism and ghosts. The real sceptic knows that even if one return from the dead, that will not settle the doubts of those who are not convinced by Moses and the prophets.

         Nevertheless, I respect Mr Huxley for not having taken the ticket which has almost become necessary for men of letters. There is a red ticket and a blue ticket. You may be a Communist or you may be a Credit Reformer. I admit gladly that to be either of these is better than to be nothing: the merit depends on the amount of thinking you have done. There is no objection to your employing your abilities, in poetry or imaginative prose, in the service of a cause, though you do it at your 8risk, for one danger is that the cause may not be big enough, or profound and permanent enough, not to become somewhat ridiculous under such [7] treatment; and another danger is that you will not succeed in transmuting it into a personal and peculiar passion. The making of great poetry requires a just and delicate sense of values; distorted or incomplete values may easily turn the sublime into the ridiculous. It is better to suspend decision than to surrender oneself to a belief merely for the sake of believing something. There is a kind of scepticism which is merely caused by the refusal to think things out; and there is a kind of belief springing from the same cause: both are illustrations of the sin of mental sloth. And I question whether any of the social causes agitated in our time is complete enough to provide much food for poetry: the spiritual values are sometimes explicitly denied, and are implicit in a muddled state. 

         
            * * *

         

         One instance of theological muddleheadedness and the refusal to think things out was provided not very long ago on the occasion of the admission of Russia into the League of Nations. The question raised was whether it was or was not compatible with the Christian principles of the League of Nations to admit Russia; the unexamined assumption was the Christian foundation of the League of Nations. It should have been obvious that the League of Nations never had had any closer relation to the Christian Faith than any other piece of temporal machinery of government; that it was to be judged by Christians like any other such machine, according to its works; and that to reveal its true nature by such an act as the admission of Russia ought to be all to the good. The League of Nations had handled successfully minor questions in which the interests of the greater powers were in accord; it can probably help to keep the minor nations at peace so long as it is to the interest of the great powers that they should be at peace. Its fiction that countries differ only in size and not in the quality of their civilisations (above a certain level) may be useful, though it has its inconveniences. It does not pretend that nominally ‘Christian’ nations (that is, nations with cultures in the Christian tradition) are in any way superior to non-Christian nations or peoples. We support it simply because we hope that it may, most of the time, prove itself to be an obstacle to war. But it is not an obstacle to war because it fortifies Christian sentiment, nor, on the other hand, does it attempt to investigate and cure the economic causes of war; it is simply a machine; it has a Christian mission only in the imagination of Viscount Cecil. I believe we need, on the one hand, a rigorous study and practice of Christian ethics, and, on the other, such economic changes as will tend 9to make it impossible for any nation to have anything to gain by war. Economic reform accompanied only by confused Christian sentiment and benevolence is not likely to do any better than the spread of Christian faith and practice indifferent to the temporal order. The problem of war is a mixed problem; it belongs to the same type as that of Church and State; ultimately, the relation of the temporal and the spiritual. And the examination of such problems requires the exercise of all the powers of scepticism that we can muster.

         Notes on the Way [II]

         
            T&T, 16. 2 (12 Jan. 1935), 33–4. Gallup C375.

         

         There is no subject of the first importance to everyone today on which there is more confusion that that of Peace and War. That we all dislike war and wish to avert it only increases the confusion: for we not only have very different notions of how it is to be averted, but very different notions of why it is a bad thing. Most people, I fear, do not think it necessary to devote much attention to the problem of why they believe War to be a bad thing – it is their first assumption. This failure to examine assumptions, to ‘dissociate ideas’, may lead them to conclusions which fail to persuade.

         I find that while I begin the perusal of any treatise against War in entire sympathy with the author, I am apt to put it down in a state of vexation. Take, for instance, Mr A. A. Milne’s recent essay, Peace with Honour. On the first page he summarises the events which precipitated the Great War: the murder at Sarajevo, the need that ‘the honour of Austria’ should be satisfied, and the refusal of Serbia to satisfy it. This hardly differs from the ordinary newspaper story of the time, except by Mr Milne’s insinuations. He suggests that the ‘honour’ of a country is a simple idea, that it is a wrong idea, and that it can be a sufficient cause of war. He implies further that a country’s ‘honour’ is humbug, because it was because ‘Austria was a bigger country than Serbia’ that her honour required satisfaction.

         
            * * *

         

         I think that Mr Milne, in his zeal, and by his simplification, rejects possible friends at the start. ‘A country should have a sense of honour’ is one of those assertions like ‘War is evil’ which command such immediate assent from most people, that their meaning requires very careful examination. If you deride the ‘sense of honour’ among nations, you cannot very well uphold it among individuals, unless you believe that a nation is something 10with a ‘collective soul’, which is something different from the collection of souls which compose it. I admit readily that among individuals, as among nations, the ‘sense of honour’ has led men to commit all sorts of folly, and that it has been, and is, very often, merely a name for vanity and pride – leading men to perform sometimes right actions and sometimes wrong actions, and both for the wrong reasons. A sense of honour is the name for a residue of acquired and transmitted feelings and habits; and if you are to deprive popular morality of this name, then you must replace it with some other more fundamental morality than Mr Milne bothers to provide.3

         
            * * *

         

         But Mr Milne, like many reformers whose attention is narrowly focused, is so devoured by the thought that War is Bad that he cannot see that a great many other things are bad too. He maintains the old rational view that wars are caused directly by men’s passions and stupidity, by their failing to understand what is to their own interest, or by their failing to feel passionately enough against war. I am not favourably impressed by his emotive utterance that if only the Pope were Milne, it is at least possible that there would be no more war in Europe. It is possible that if Milne were the Pope, he might be more aware of the difficulties. Mr Milne’s assumption that he feels more passionately about war than does either the Pope or the Archbishop of Canterbury may be true, because it cannot be disproved; but, like some other of his assumptions, it may not appear self-evident to others than himself. For instance, he says, in passing, ‘it is true that we should all like to abolish the tip, the gratuity, the pourboire.’ I question this assertion. It is true that when we see the gratuity abused – that is to say, when we see people with more money to spend getting more attention than we get, we grumble, and perhaps blame a now almost mythical American Tourist. It is true also that in giving tips we may merely be flattering our vanity by winning a little cheap gratitude, or the appearance of it. But, on the other hand, there is something about a tip which establishes a personal relation between you and the waiter or the cabdriver. I like giving tips. I can quite see that a social system which involves tipping may be a bad system. There may well be a better relation between human beings than that. But Mr Milne says nothing about changing society; he merely asserts that (in the present state of society) tipping is a bad thing; whereas in the present 11state of society it seems to me a good thing. 

         On page 37 of his book Mr Milne makes four statements about War, none of which I can accept. I question the existence of the ‘national ambition’ which war aims to satisfy. I mean that in every country the great mass of the population is totally uninterested in national ambition. We may be worked up into a frenzy at moments, but most of the time we only ask to be allowed to pursue our private ambitions – primarily our ambition to make a living and enjoy some security. Wars seem to me to have much more to do with the private ambitions and covetousness of a small number of people – or to arise out of these private ambitions, whether they aim directly to satisfy these ambitions or not. Mr Milne does not enter into the question of the nature of the public limited company.

         
            * * *

         

         I am not reviewing Mr Milne’s book, but only taking it as an instance of what seems to me a frequent type of confused and insufficient thinking about war. And it is appropriate that I should consider Mr Milne rather than any of the more professional writers about War, such as Sir Norman Angell, because I take him to be a simple man of letters like myself, with a sense of public responsibility. I share his feelings about militaristic utterances by foreign statesmen. At the same time, I question the importance of these utterances as elements [34] in the precipitation of war. I think that in this country we need to exercise imagination in favour of foreign countries. Britain is no doubt the most peace-loving country in Europe. But that is not only because we are more civilised and more benevolent than other peoples: it is partly because Britain has never been humiliated, because it is so untainted by feelings of inferiority that Britons are not even aware how superior they feel themselves to be to people of other races, and because apparently Britain has more to gain by peace than by war. What people feel who can remember their country invaded, or subjected to a successful blockade, requires some power of imagination to realise. We ought to feel more admiration for any man in France or Germany who has pacifist sentiments than we should feel for ourselves. And we must take warning from the exasperation of the American public, from time to time, with European nations (including Britain) for finding money for armaments, but not for ‘paying their debts’. Perhaps even John Hampden would have thought ship-money more reasonable had his property lain on the coast of Kent.

         
            * * *

         

         I do not see how you can condemn War in the abstract unless you assert (a) that there is no higher value than Peace; (b) that there is nothing 12worth fighting for; and (c) that a war in which one side is right and the other wrong is inconceivable. I am prepared to admit that any number of particular wars have been unjustifiable by either side but not to admit the foregoing assumptions. I am not prepared to admit that the nominal motives (which were probably in part the actual motives) of a great many participants in the Crusades were wrong. I do not see how at the time anything could have checked me from a whole-hearted support of the Crusades, except such knowledge of the human heart as would lead one to anticipate what did happen; for actually, of course, the Crusades turned out a thoroughgoing disgrace to Christian Europe. And I think that general tirades against War are apt to blind us to the true causes of the particular kinds of war which we may experience in contemporary society. The disturbing thing about the kind of wars we fear in the modern world is that they are not wars of aggression: it is our peace that is aggressive. If the causes of war lay in the simple bellicosity of even a small number of people, the remedies might be easier to apply. What makes modern wars perplexing is that you cannot, except in the frenzy of journalism, talk about virtuous nations and wicked nations, however persistently we try to find scapegoats.

         Even if we confine ourselves to consideration of the particular war that we shall have, if we had one, there are still red herrings to distract us. A good deal of sentiment has been worked up against war by descriptions of the horrors of modern ‘unlimited’ warfare – aggravated by the assumption that our enemies, whoever they prove to be, will not have the nice scruples about diplomatic etiquette, announcement of hostilities, and so on that we shall have. There is an assumption that while it may be fair to try to kill the enemy who is in arms against you, it is horrible to kill women, children, and other non-combatants. But there have been plenty of wars in the past which have been ‘unlimited’ within the territory and according to the means that the state of scientific progress made possible: and a ‘limited’ war is only one in which your fighting-men are killed abroad, while your population at home remains unmolested and patriotic. The fiction of the difference between combatants and non-combatants may have had some justification when wars were fought more or less by warriors hand to hand; but not when we can think of the female munition worker at home as more formidable than an infantryman sitting in a trench and perhaps, in the whole course of a war, never putting a bullet into a single enemy.

         
            * * *

         

         I think, furthermore, that writers like Mr Milne suffer from two prejudices. One is that the great thing is to go on living. ‘If,’ he says, ‘the 13intelligent man of war wishes to know why death is taken so seriously by so many people, I will tell him.’ After this portentous preparation, Mr Milne stops for an impressive moment (indicated by a new paragraph) and continues: ‘The reason is this: Death is final …. Death is the worst thing that can happen, because it is the last thing that can happen.’ Well, I felicitate Mr Milne; he is haunted neither by the thought of Achilles among the shades, nor by the terrors of death that beset the Christian. ‘Death is final.’ If I thought that death was final, it would seem to me a far less serious matter than it does. I should still, no doubt, be afraid of dying (though tired of living, as Mr Paul Robeson sang), but I should not be afraid of death. And life would seem to me much less important than it does.4 I only mention this point to suggest that pacifism like that of Mr Milne is not a very Christian pacifism.

         The second prejudice is that Peace is a valuable state in itself; not simply because Peace gives the possibility of the amelioration of the material and spiritual state of man, but because Peace is beautiful. For a great many members of the middle-class, if they have an independent income, or talents which assure them an adequate income for their ‘scale of living’ in pleasant or not positively uncongenial occupation, Peace in itself is a beautiful thing. But let Mr Milne produce a modern version of Aristophanes’ Eirene, with a chorus from Durham or the Rhondda Valley to hymn the felicities of Peace. I am not championing War against Peace: I am merely suggesting that we ought to turn our minds to the distinction between a well-organised and a badly organised society. And I suggest that ‘Peace propaganda’, however sincere and public spirited, which treats War and Peace in an emotional way without calling attention to the economic situations which provoke War, is only likely to distract our attention from the matters that are most urgent.

         On the other hand, I cannot be satisfied with the arguments of those who maintain that by reorganisation of the social, or economic or financial system, war may be rendered permanently obsolete. I only agree with them that by attending to these matters we may render the modern causes of war obsolete. At present, human evil – not the sensational monstrosity that we like to attribute to a few, but the evil in which we all participate – works most efficiently through the acquisitiveness which our system sanctions. But we cannot foresee that social reorganisation is enough to prevent future wars. Against the social reformers, this time, not against Mr Milne, who has not got as far as they have, there is the Christian 14view, which demands more, and expects less of human nature, than any other. The difference here is between those who believe in original sin and those who do not. War is in itself a bad thing, we all agree. But what, as things are, is Peace? Or as things may be? 

         Notes on the Way [III]

         
            T&T, 16. 3 (19 Jan. 1935), 88–90. Gallup C376.

         

         There seems to be, at the present time, a good deal of chat going on about liberty, and no wonder. We have not only the shadow of the Totalitarian State abroad, but smaller creeping shadows at home. There was the Lord Chief Justice thundering about encroachments upon the liberty of the judiciary; and at every other street corner we are reminded that we are no longer at liberty to get ourselves run over.

         It occurs to me that the subject of Liberty may be treated in the same way as the subject of Peace and War. We all love Peace, and we all love Liberty. Of course there are many who say that to be prepared for War is the best way to preserve the Peace; some may even hold that the only way to obtain a real Peace is to wage a successful War; but this belief seems less tenable. Similarly there are strong men among us now who maintain that the only road to real Liberty is through Dictatorship. The Communists tell us that the Dictatorship is temporary, but refuse to provide an exact time-table; it should last until we are all of the same mind as the Dictator. The Fascists, on the other hand, seem to maintain that the Dictatorship will be permanent, but that the Dictator is willing what we ought to will; and that surrender of imaginary liberties is the only way of gaining real ones. Just as men of every opinion agree that Peace is the goal, and that their way is the only way to get it; so there is a complete unanimity of opinion that Liberty is the ultimate goal, and that their way is the only way to get it. It is true that both Peace and Liberty are sometimes decried, but usually for local political reasons; to cheer up the vanity of the people, or of those who count upon being among the ruling caste in a régime of diminished liberty. But, on the whole, Peace and Liberty are still admitted to be good things.

         
            * * *

         

         Here again, as I am not prepared to condemn War in the abstract, though willing to condemn almost any particular war, and certainly prepared to condemn what are likely to be the causes of any war we may see in the near future; so I think I am likely to be on the side of liberty in particular 15instances, while unable to attach any meaning to liberty in the abstract. I dare say that Mr G. D. H. Cole, Mr Ervine, and myself, would all be equally indignant over particular infractions of liberty. I dare say we all feel the same about Sedition Bills, and that sort of thing. But when I read their correspondence, I wonder whether the abstract Liberty they both love so much more than they love each other, is anything but a phantom.

         For instance, Mr Cole agrees with Mr Ervine in the latter’s assertion that ‘the only society that is fit for mankind is one in which every individual has the utmost freedom of thought and action and speech that is compatible with the freedom of thought and action and speech of his neighbour.’ I can’t exactly disagree with such an assertion; I wonder whether practically it means very much. How much freedom of thought and action and speech is compatible with the same freedom on the part of others? In practice, does not an extension of freedom on the part of some mean a diminution of that of others? And whose freedom is the more valuable? And what Mr Ervine seems to me to be [89] glorifying, in these words, is something which is essentially a compromise; and a compromise is hardly an ideal. And what is it, exactly, to be free? The statement in itself sounds at first acceptable to everyone. Yet one can conceive a ‘society in which every individual has the utmost freedom of thought and action and speech that is compatible with the freedom of thought and action and speech of his neighbour’ which should be, at the same time, a thoroughly intolerable society to live in. Freedom is not enough.

         
            * * *

         

         I think that any conception of liberty which is merely political is vitiated from the start. We have already, in fact, enlarged our conception of liberty from that of the politically minded nineteenth century. We have discovered that even if one man’s vote is as important as that of another, there is a good deal more to freedom than political freedom; we have recognised that economic slavery is as important as political serfdom. We recognise that the man who is in terror of losing his job because he knows he will not get another, is not a free man. In some respects, certainly, the only free man is the man with an independent income; he is relatively free to defy public opinion. There is not lacking a small but convinced body of opinion that affirms that nowadays political freedom is a shadow, and financial slavery a very solid substance; that Ireland, India, and the Dominions gain a political independence which is a shadow gratifying to local vanity, and accept a real subjection to the Bank of England.

         But even if we have political and financial freedom we have gone but a little way. We may achieve something which is good so far as it goes. But 16we have not justified liberty as an absolute good. There are other things that the ordinary man wants besides liberty; he wants security, work, leisure, satisfactions of society, friendship and sex, and health. Liberty has no absolute claim as against these other goods; and if a politician comes, assuring people that he will give them one or more of these goods in exchange for their liberty, they may easily be persuaded to accept. And liberty means one thing in one place and time and another thing in another. Perhaps no two races or nations, to enjoy a satisfactory amount of liberty, need quite the same liberties; some may need to be free in some ways and some in others. The British peoples, because they are naturally orderly, disciplined and tenacious of rights and principles, can do with a greater degree of liberty in some directions than can some other peoples; in a rather different way, so can the French, with their strong traditional sense and local attachments and tough self-interest.

         
            * * *

         

         Next, we cannot justify liberty simply in the political field, because the word means so very much more than that. Assuming that the individual has political and economic freedom, is that enough to guarantee his liberty? Liberty for the individual means, and must mean, a great deal more than that. There is still intellectual and moral freedom. This is freedom from the influence of environment, of heredity, of public opinion, of mass-made thought. Very few people want to be free from these things; fewer still have the stubborn will to free themselves from them. It requires the maintenance of an attitude towards ourselves that is extremely painful. How easy it is to see the servitude of others, their obedience to prejudice, to the group among which they live, to the collective will of their progenitors – and how difficult to recognise and face our own! How often we see other people compounding the sins they are inclined to (I do not pretend to quote Butler exactly, and it is not important to get the quote exact) by damning those they have no mind to! La vie est un dépouillement – I have quoted this phrase of Gourmont before now, and I think Ezra Pound quoted it before I did; and the phrase has a long history behind it; to be free we must be stripped, like the sea-god Glaucus, of any number of incrustations of education and frequentation; we must divest ourselves even of our ancestors. But to undertake this stripping of acquired ideas, we must make one assumption: that of the individuality of each human being; we must, in fact, believe in the soul.

         
            * * *

         

         17A little earlier I was on the point of referring you to Spinoza on the subject of freedom: the view that to understand, to accept, to identify oneself with what happened was freedom. But, on second thoughts, this is a pagan perversion of a Christian truth; and it is a perversion which has been still further perverted in our time. It seems to me that young and inexperienced Marxians have found a new thrill in a doctrine which is very ancient, in feeling that by surrendering themselves to what was going to happen anyway, they might acquire a will more whole and a purpose more serene. In the modern form in which they accept it, I fear that (to use an equally modern term) they may merely be experiencing the delight of masochism – an accusation against which I would defend the original Stoics, and even the Elizabethan Stoics. Some of our contemporaries who are willing to surrender their individual liberty to Marxism seem to me much more suspect of ‘psychological’ (i.e., egotistical) motives than their Stoical or neo-Stoical predecessors.

         What I am coming to is this. That our views about ‘liberty’ in any particular crisis are determined by our racial and national traditions, not by a theory of liberty; so that people like Mr Cole, Mr Ervine, myself, and a few members of every political party, might be found in complete agreement. But in their correspondence, Mr Cole and Mr Ervine talk as if liberty were an absolute value. I think that many of us are, in any practical emergency, in accord. But I do not think that practical emergencies are all that matters.

         If one is going to theorise about liberty, then one must go on from political and economic liberty to moral liberty. And one cannot stop short of theology. What, in short, is the ultimate nature and reason for liberty?

         To me, the notion of liberty is meaningless without the further notion of liberation. One lives, not to be free, but to be freed. And to be freed from is meaningless unless one has some notion of what one is to be freed for.

         
            * * *

         

         According to the Christian view, I believe, the importance of liberty is due to the importance of every individual human soul. If human souls are not ultimately important, or if they are not equally important, then liberty does not matter. There is a paradox, on the highest authority, about gaining one’s soul and losing it. There is also a paradox of liberty, repeated by Spinoza, repeated by Marxists, and stated by a man very much greater than either Spinoza or Marx; who says: To follow Christ is to deny self; this is not that other course which is nothing but to seek oneself in God, which is the very opposite of love. For to seek self in 18God is to seek for comfort and refreshment from God. But to seek God in Himself is not only to be willing to be deprived of this thing and of that for God, but to incline ourselves to will and choose for Christ’s sake whatever is most [90] disagreeable, whether proceeding from God or from this world; this is to love God. – (St John of the Cross: The Ascent of Mount Carmel.)

         I do not think that the political idea of liberty can subsist quite apart from the religious idea of liberation. Mere political liberty cannot be permanently interesting; unless we have some notion of the purpose and destination of the individual, which makes it necessary that he should be free to fulfil this purpose and destination. If you concern yourself with this world alone, then you have only the choice between two opinions: (1) you may think you know what is best for people, and you will envisage them only as ‘free’ when they come round to your view of what is best for them. (2) You may hold the view that no one can know what is best for people, or that ‘best’ means only what each thinks best for himself, and therefore everyone should be free to do as he pleases so long as he interferes with no one else. In the former choice, you are imposing your own opinion; in the latter, you are admitting that there is no purpose for existence.

         The ultimate meaning of liberty is that each individual should be free to determine his own eternal salvation or damnation. There is no other final meaning, there is no other final value, to liberty than this. La sua voluntade è nostra pace is the last word about free will. And the problem of political liberty comes eventually to the general problem of free will. From our earthly point of view, of course, we know little enough about what the states of salvation and damnation are. The amount of real ‘freedom’ in most people’s lives is apparently very small – which does not abrogate our obligation to become as free as we can. Our obligation, certainly, is to love – to love without desire (for the latter is to seek oneself in the beloved object, see St John of the Cross quoted above) – or I might say to love beyond desire – for such love is not effected by the mere quenching of desire. The soul, by resigning itself to the divine light, that is, by removing every spot and stain of the creature, which is to keep the will perfectly united to the will of God – for to love Him is to labour to detach ourselves from, and to divest ourselves of, everything which is not God’s for God’s sake – becomes immediately enlightened by, and transformed in, God.19

         Notes on the Way [IV]

         
            T&T, 16. 4 (26 Jan. 1935), 118, 120–1. Gallup C378.

         

         As this is the last of my ten-minute lunch hour sermons, I am tempted to try to deal, in a rambling way, with two or three subjects in the course of one Note. One is the curious subject of Work and Leisure; curious, because the majority of publicists seem to be convinced that work is a good thing, and that everybody ought to have plenty of it; and a minority are convinced that work is a bad thing, and that everybody should have as much leisure as possible. The latter allege, not without plausibility, that work formerly done by manual labour is increasingly performed by machines; and that if machines do the work, then they should support human beings in leisure, instead of merely throwing them ‘out of work’. Shall we make it our ideal that everybody should be working, or that everyone should be free from work? We are offered this interesting alternative.

         I have been reading, with considerable interest, The Method of Freedom, by Mr Walter Lippmann. I have not read much that Mr Lippmann has written; but so far as I can judge from this book he is what one would call a Conservative. Not that there is not a great deal that is valuable in Conservatism: furthermore, Mr Lippmann seems to be an able and intelligent writer. I am concerned with Mr Lippmann because he states explicitly that we must recognise (p. 107) ‘the right to work as one of the rights of man’. This statement puzzles me not only because I am not sure what is meant by ‘work’, but because I am also in the dark as to what is meant by ‘right’. Mr Lippmann says, in the next sentence but one, that ‘all rights are, no doubt, ultimately a creation of the State and exist only where they are organised by the Government.’ I hesitate to interpret Mr Lippmann as meaning that the right to worship God, to say nothing of the right to marry and beget children, is ultimately a creation of the State; because, if Mr Lippmann really means this, he is allowing far more power to the State than any Christian can possibly allow. But he adds that there are certain rights, which ‘except in nations that are sunk in absolutism’ (so Mr Lippmann is only a temperate absolutist after all) are ‘provided by the State’. I should have thought that rights ‘provided by the State’ were hardly rights, but merely handsome concessions; however that may be, one of these ‘rights’ is ‘the right of access to remunerative work’.

         The addition of the adjective ‘remunerative’ to the substantive ‘work’ suggests that in Mr Lippmann’s mind work and pay are closely associated. I think that several ideas are here expressed as one. There is the question (1) of the right to work, (2) of the right to have some reward for work (for 20‘remunerative’ does not necessarily imply money), and (3) of the right to be supported if there is no suitable remunerative work available. But Mr Lippmann, identifying all these ideas, seems to be of the same mind as President Roosevelt: a programme of ‘useful public work on which any citizen may find employment when he needs it’.

         
            * * *

         

         Mr Lippmann has nothing to say about the important problem of how this useful public work is to be financed; and I do not mean to raise that question at the moment. All I wish to point out now is that there is a world of difference between seeing that certain public works [120] ought to be carried out, and utilising the unemployed for them, and, on the other hand, inventing public works for the unemployed to be busied with. The reclamation of the Italian marshes may belong to the class of public works that ought to be carried out, that ought, in fact, to have been done long ago; the building of motor roads to enable people prosperous enough to own motors to go anywhere may belong to the second. And when Mr Lippmann says that ‘the essential principle is to have on hand at all times varied projects of useful public work on which any citizen may find employment when he needs it’, does he realise how very varied those projects would have to be? What sort of useful public work could the Government provide for me, or for Mr Lippmann if he could not earn a living by journalism? A small place in the Propaganda Bureau, perhaps.

         I find that for myself I want something different from the ‘right of access to remunerative work’. I want the right to do the kind of work that I want to do, and I want to be supported while I do it. In this I feel at one with the members of monastic orders, although I have not their high standard of austerity. I have done a good deal of work, and I have no reason to complain of my remuneration; but the work for which I have been remunerated – or, in other words, the work by which I have made my living – has seldom been the work that I thought most worth doing. The work for which I have been paid – paid enough to live by, and not merely pocket money – has been work that in some cases a thousand or a hundred, in others a dozen men in this country could have done as well: never the work that I could do (assuming that it was worth doing) better than anyone. And I have been paid (within my limited experience) in inverse ratio to the degree in which I could do that job better than anyone else.

         
            * * *

         

         As soon as we dissociate the notion of ‘work’ from the notion of ‘pay’ we must alter our views about ‘work’. Mr Lippmann, and other orthodox 21economists, may hold that a person like myself is ‘remunerated’ for the unpaid ‘work’ he has done, in coinage of reputation, notoriety, etc.; or simply by the satisfaction of having done something original. If I affirmed that one is usually paid in debased currency, I might be accused of grumbling; but I do not see that the payment of ten pounds and the feeling of having got a load off his chest, together with a posthumous reputation, was ‘remunerative work’ for John Milton. I should like to see a society in which more unremunerative work was recognised. I resent Mr Lippmann’s pity towards the unemployed. For most of my life I have been one of the unemployed: unemployed, that is, for the things I wanted to do, and employed only in work that some number of other men could have done as well as I. He says: ‘Their lot is pitiable. On the sheer ground of human decency, let alone of human brotherhood, we are called upon to relieve it.’

         I say we are called upon to do more than relieve it; we are called upon to alter our attitude altogether. What I mean by human brotherhood is that each of us at the Last Judgement must bear not only his private sins but the sins of the society we live in and are part of and put up with. I pity a man for not being able to live properly; I do not pity him for being, in the modern industrial sense of the word, unemployed. I am sorry for a man for being employed on anything so useless as a giant liner – although, so far as his particular job is concerned, if it calls forth his individual aptitude and skill, he may get a legitimate pleasure out of doing it. No one doubts that there are great ‘public works’ which ought to be done; but to look towards them as a panacea for unemployment is to pursue the wrong ends in the wrong way. In so far, indeed, as the public works can be carried out just as well with more machinery and fewer men, no sensible Government would refuse to do so. What we need, I think, is to revise our notions of ‘work’ and of ‘leisure’: notions which seem to me to derive from the industrial view of society of the nineteenth century.

         
            * * *

         

         As I have little space left, I turn abruptly to another subject, which, however, touches the unemployment problem at one point: that of the school-leaving age. Here, again, is one of those problems about which everybody seems to be in accord, and which are, therefore, all the more tricky. Most people agree that everyone should have as much education as possible: some say, can we afford it? others, can we afford not to give it? Obviously, the argument that to keep young people at school for another year will relieve unemployment, is a mere hand-to-mouth device. One is not really interested in the reasoning of those who put this 22forward as a cogent reason for prolonging the period of schooling. The respectable argument is that it is for the good of the children themselves, and consequently for the good of the nation. At a recent meeting of the London Council of Social Service, Dr J. J. Mallon referred to the ending of children’s education at 14 as an ‘insufficient preparation for life’ and as ‘the most serious of all the social facts with which we ought to be concerned’. Lord Allen, who spoke next, said that it would be fatal if children ‘were left to drift at a very emotional time in their lives in slum streets or overcrowded homes’. No one can disagree with that. Only it is a reminder that we need also to deal with the problems of slum streets and overcrowded homes (too overcrowded, indeed, to ‘drift’ in). Furthermore, is the age of 14 or 15 a period of great emotional crisis? I should have thought that any age from 15 to 21 or even later might be equally or more emotional, according to each young person’s nature: what are we going to do about that? And Lord Allen had said, a little earlier in his speech, that ‘it was said that there was less concern with standards of moral value throughout the world. In that case the raising of the school-leaving age at such a moment was imperative.’ I wish I could understand how the conclusion follows from the premises; something seems to be suppressed from the syllogism, some statement to the effect that schools do successfully inculcate standards of moral value. Lord Allen also said that ‘it was very dangerous to raise hope and stimulate self-confidence and then to refuse to satisfy those expectations.’ I should have thought that the more education we gave people the more we were doing to raise hopes of finding high-grade employment; and that unless we do something to satisfy those hopes when the schooling is at an end, the more the education the greater the disappointment: so that a young man might be still more disappointed on leaving school at 16 than at 15, and at 18 than at 17. Thus, he might become an ‘enemy of society’: which is one thing that Lord Allen is anxious to avoid.

         
            * * *

         

         Of course, I have nothing to work upon but the brief report in The Times of January 16th; and perhaps it is because this report had to be very brief, that I cannot make sense out of Dr J. Scott Lidgett’s remarks. And I do not wish my words to be construed as an attack upon the immediate proposal: on the whole, as things are, it seems to me a good thing. In any case, [121] I strongly approve any system which would give opportunity for able boys to rise, especially if it allowed a compensatory number of incompetent boys born with greater advantages to sink. What I dislike, however, is the facile simplification of any problem. It is assumed that ‘education’ – that is, the education provided in schools – is a good thing 23in itself; that it can be trusted to turn out a majority of ‘good citizens’. Nobody seems to question the kind of education that is being given; so I presume that it is already so good that we need only proceed to provide a little more of the same; I presume that teachers are adequately paid, that they do not have to struggle with very large classes (for 15 to 20 in one class is enough) and that they have time to continue their own education, as every teacher should. For it does seem to me that the foundations are more important than the superstructure.

         Finally, it seems possible that our present notions of education are apt to be too much those of an industrial society. Our education seems to be designed to turn out masses of industrial operatives and clerks, of the domestic influence upon whose childhood we expect nothing, but who we hope by some miracle of ‘education’ will become good citizens with firm standards of moral value. And I wonder whether the tendency of education in country districts may not sometimes be to turn at least the more enterprising rustics into operatives. Here and there, at least, in the interest of efficiency, I am told that the village school is replaced by the larger central school to which the children from several villages are conveyed by bus; thereby, perhaps, uprooting them from the local attachments, and preparing them to migrate to where they will find a more interesting life; a life the superiority of which perhaps nothing in their school education leads them to question. We do need to think a great deal harder and more patiently about the nature of education; as we do also about the nature of work and leisure, war and peace. We need to think about the relation of one thing to another, and to be a little clearer about our standards of moral value.

         
            * * *

         

         I am grateful to the Editor of Time and Tide for generously allowing me to express my views in these columns, and I should like to end on a pleasant note with one quotation without any carping comment. It is from one of Lord Allen’s compeers, Lord Snell, who, in an advertisement of the R. P. A. Ltd, in The Times for January 15th, declares: ‘The sentimental and emotional qualities of man have been designedly nurtured, extolled and exploited by Churches and religious organizations for ecclesiastical ends, whereas reason, like Cinderella, has been starved, discouraged, and ignored.’ As my readers will have discerned, I am always on the side of Cinderella. 24
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         People may be conscious of their age without knowing very much about it. I believe that most of us are influenced, more than we realise, by a kind of deterministic conception of history. That may be all right for the Marxian, who has a reasoned theory about it; but it has no advantage as an unconscious assumption. The assumption of the inevitability of progress has, we all know, been discarded in its nineteenth century form: it is the butt of popular philosophers like Dean Inge. But actually, what we have discarded is a particular variety of the theory of progress: that which is associated with Darwin, Tennyson, free-trade, and the industrial development of the latter part of the century: in short, with Liberalism. Our beliefs have been shaken in detail: for instance, no one now is convinced of the automatic beneficence of scientific invention. Invention may be applied to destructive, rather than to creative activity; and it throws people out of work and it stimulates production while it diminishes consumption: these are commonplaces. Nevertheless, we retain the essential of the doctrine of progress: we have no faith in the present.

         In popularising the belief in the future in a crude form we have, I think, a good deal for which to thank Mr H. G. Wells. His superficial philosophy has had an extensive [12] influence. Whatever Mr Wells may explicitly disclaim, I think that the effect of his writing has been something like this: to propagate a belief that the value of the present resides in its service to the future, and nowhere else. Morality consists in working to forward the happiness of future generations, ‘happiness’ of a not remarkably spiritualised kind. We are to find our happiness in scientific work which will benefit future humanity, and for the rest get anything out of life that we can. I do not want to let my words be twisted to suggest that we should take no concern with the lives of future generations. It is very much our business. What I object to is the complete dislocation of values. It is important not only that we should try to want the right things for the future. It is important also that we should have just as much respect for ourselves; and remember that we, as human beings, are individually just as valuable as the men of the future. Mr 25Wells seems to propagate a strange false humility of evolutionism: as the higher apes are to us, he says in effect, so are we to the men of the future; as we regard our animal ancestors, whether apes, lemurs or opossums, so will they of the future regard us. This is, of course, the quite natural corollary of a naïf faith in perpetual evolution, combined with a denial of any sharp dividing line between the human and the animal: that is, a denial of the human soul.

         Now, one effect of this is to justify a contempt for humanity as we find it to-day, and the admission of any means, at whatever cost to human dignity, which will bring about the kind of future which Mr Wells contemplates with such rapture. I confess that I cannot see why we should take such pains to produce a race of men, millennia hence, who will only look down upon us as apes, lemurs or opossums. It seems a thankless labour. We must affirm that there is no more value in the future than there is in the present. That is to say, we must affirm the eternal against the transient; the eternal which has been realised in the past, can be realised in the present; and it is our business to try to bring about a future in which the obstacles to this realisation will be less, for the mass of humanity, than they are to-day. And these obstacles are not all of a material kind; they are in ourselves too. Our attitude may seem less ambitious than that of Mr Wells; but it is more definite. It is simply that of the humble parent who wants his child to have a better chance in life than he had, and to lead a better life than he has led.

         I said at the beginning that this modern eschatology begins in optimism and easily ends in despair. Bu I do not draw the moral of the proprietor whose granary was full. We are obviously at the end of an age, oppressed by the sense of corruption and decay, and fearful of the kinds of change which may come, since some change must. And since our minds must needs be filled with thought about the future, though affecting our own action to-morrow perhaps, and our consciences disturbed by what we find about us and within us, it is all the more important to keep our heads, our sense of values; all the more important that we should hold fast to the things which were, and are, and shall be, world without end.

         My immediate occupation, however, is with the effect upon modern literature of this dislocation of values and this moral subservience of the present to the future. As a kind of consultant, as well as a potential impresario, I have to see a good deal of what is written, in some forms, by those much younger than myself. In the better writers there is strongly developed a kind of social conscience, a notion that literature ought to be useful to society. In the inferior writers this conscience may, of course, take the form merely of a determination not to miss the boat; but I confidently assure you of the existence of a fair proportion of sincerity. 26Now this devotion to society may involve precisely the same dislocation of values as the devotion to the future; and I propose to try to come to a conclusion about the proper relation of the poet to-day to himself and to society. The preoccupation of which I speak is inevitable, it is right; but how is it to be adjusted to the permanent values which literature is supposed to realise?

         Here we get to the point. Should a literary artist have this acute sense of a social duty obliging him to convey a message; and if so, when is the ‘message’ beneficial and when detrimental to the ‘art’?

         I believe that the man of letters at the present day ought to have this sense. But the great danger for the artist is always that of conscientiously trying to feel what he does [13] not feel. I will venture the following formulation: What is desirable is a harmony between the individual and sub-individual passions of the artist, and the social ideas and feelings which he wishes to propagate. In this harmony, he neither exploits the conscious doctrine as a vehicle for his personality, nor cramps or distorts his personality to adapt it to a social doctrine. This requires some little amplification.

         A man is both an individual and a member. Instead of ‘individual’ I shall use the word ‘person’. His personality is unique and not to be violated; but he is equally created to be a member of society. When society is conceived as merely a sum of individuals, you get the chaos of liberal democracy. When the person is wholly subordinated to society, you get the dehumanisation of fascism or communism. The extremes, however, may meet. For what liberal democracy really recognises is a sum, not of persons, but of individuals: that is to say, not the variety and uniqueness of persons, but the purely material individuation of the old-fashioned or Democritean atom. And this is a disrespect to the person. For the person is no longer a person if wholly isolated from community; and the community is no longer a community if it does not consist of persons. A man is not himself unless he is a member; and he cannot be a member unless he is also something alone. Man’s membership and his solitude must be taken together. There are moments, perhaps not known to everyone, when a man may be nearly crushed by the terrible awareness of his isolation from every other human being; and I pity him if he finds himself alone with himself and his meanness and futility, alone without God. It is after these moments, alone with God and aware of our worthiness, but for Grace, of nothing but damnation, that we turn with most thankfulness and appreciation to the awareness of our membership: for we appreciate and are thankful for nothing fully until we see where it begins and where it ends. All that I have been saying is recognised by the Church, and the balance is maintained only by the Church: it is 27not recognised, but is made manifest by, the endless seesaw of political tendency between anarchy and tyranny: a seesaw which, in the secular world, I believe has no end.

         Now all this may sound perfectly irrelevant to my subject; but it is not so. This same balance ought to exist, on its plane, in the activity of the artist. For the artist cannot devote himself truly to any cause unless by that devotion he is also most truly being, and becoming, himself. The artist may, as Remy de Gourmont profoundly says, ‘in writing himself, write his age’; but I think that we should add that he may sometimes, in writing his age, write himself: which will come to the same thing. But it is from himself that he must start. It is sometimes helpful to put things in an extreme, and therefore dangerous way. So I may say that in one aspect the true artist may be said to be simply exploiting the things he believes in for the purpose of making art: only if he does this consciously is he a false artist.

         Whereas a man like D. H. Lawrence is in danger of manipulating his philosophy to fit his private needs and to justify his private weaknesses, the adherent of an objective creed is in danger of denying, or distorting himself to fit his beliefs; and the opposite insincerity becomes possible. This is equally a danger for the Christian and for the communist, and especially at those moments when personal inspiration fails. How far can one go in identifying a creed with oneself, or oneself with a creed? The development of the person may be twisted, or the purity of the creed may be polluted. I believe, naturally, that the Christian, if he understands his Christianity, has safeguards which the mere social revolutionist cannot have: safeguards of the personal emotion. For instance: social enthusiasm alone, however intense, does not seem to have the substance needed to make poetry. What is the difference between Dante’s denunciation of the vices of his time, and Shelley’s denunciation of kings, tyrants and priests? Shelley’s excitement is in his head, and therefore emits rather shrill and inapplicable head noises; whereas Dante’s is involved with all his own sufferings – definite grievances and definite humiliations at the hands of particular people, of all of which he is conscious: self-interested grudges and deprivations, earthly if you like, but primarily real, and that is the first thing. Only the greatest, the Hebrew Prophets, seem to be utterly caught up and possessed by God as mouthpieces; in ordinary human poets the human personal [14] loss, the private grievance and bitterness and loneliness, must be present. Even when the poet is aware of nothing, interested in nothing, beyond his personal feelings, these may have, by their intensity, a representative value, so that we envisage him, like Villon, not as wrapped up in his private griefs, but relieving them, holding nothing back, in a passionate cry to God – and there is, in the 28end, no one else to cry to. But in the greatest poets these private passions are completed in a passionate belief in objective moral values, in a striving towards justice and the life of the spirit among men.

         Now the tendency of secular revolution to-day seems to me to diminish the value of the person. Of what importance, we may say currently, is all this expression of personal feeling and private suffering, in a world of so much general injustice and oppression? and this is the secular point of view: of what importance one man, when the life of society is at stake! We are back with the modern eschatology of which Mr Wells is the popular preacher. The present order is damned, let us snatch what satisfaction we can, say some; and, the present order is damned, let us sacrifice – not our pleasure, but our selves – to the future, say others; and one may perhaps maintain both conclusions at once. And behind is the master idea which has been working unobtrusively throughout our time, an idea which in the forms of heresy has always been waiting for us: the idea of the ‘group consciousness’ – modest, and scientific and certain it sounds under that name.

         In a recent article called ‘The Real Issue’, which I have read with interest and approval, Mr Christopher Dawson makes some pertinent remarks about the position of the individual in the classless society:

         
            …. the orthodox Communist will deny that this total subordination and sacrifice of humanity to the State machine is of the essence of Communism, for did not Marx and Lenin expressly teach that the dictatorship of the proletariat is only a temporary phase, and that the State itself will eventually wither away and give place to a classless and Stateless society? But how will this end be attained? Only when the individual is so completely socialized that he will instinctively devote all his energies to working for society and will be unable to conceive of any other end than that of the economic organism of which he forms part. In such an order there will be no need for a State any more than it is necessary for ants or bees to have a State. But is it a human order, and is it possible for humanity to rise or sink to such a level?

         

         I do not, any more than Mr Dawson, think such a consummation likely; but if I did not think it possible I should not take the trouble of attacking the idea of it. It would be brought about, not by the diabolic cleverness of scheming philosophers and politicians, but by the natural aversion of human beings to the responsibility and strain of being human. For we must remember that it is a great strain for the erect animal to persist in being erect, a physical and still more a moral strain. With or without mechanical aids of movement and noise, most people spend a good deal of 29their time avoiding the human responsibility; and we only remain human because of the continual vicarious sacrifice of a few dedicated lives. And the ‘group consciousness’, the heresy bred within the antithetical heresy of liberalism, has a great seductive charm; for it helps to release us from the burden of responsibility. It would more likely, I think, be a reversion to a lower kind of consciousness, than an ascent to a higher one; it is largely, in fact, to the speculations, which profess to be based on the study of primitive races, of such writers as Durkheim and Lévy-Bruhl, that we owe the conception. That such a state of humanity would be unfavourable to poetry follows from what I have said earlier. That is not perhaps of the utmost importance in itself; there are matters more important than the perpetual production of new poetry, though we must remember that a people which ceases to create the new will also lose the power to appreciate the old. What is important is that the creation of poetry depends on the maintenance of the person, of the person in relation to other individuals, to God, and to society.

         There is much, however, in the aspirations of poetry to-day with which I am in full sympathy. When we compare the state of poetry now with that of forty years ago, towards the end of the last century, I think we may say, without drawing any comparison between the merits of individual poets [15] (and even if that comparison were to result to our disadvantage), that the social earnestness and dissatisfaction which have lately been expressing themselves have been all to the good; and poetry has taken on a new seriousness and a new social importance. It is perhaps not insignificant that the one great poet we have who belongs to both periods, Mr William Butler Yeats, has been writing his finest poetry within recent years. With all we owe him, I find it difficult to regard Mr Yeats as anything but a contemporary; and if anyone said that of me, when I arrive at his present age, I should consider it the highest of compliments. What I think we have missed, and have been struggling for, is the recognition of poetry as something other than an exquisite pleasure for a small number of people who have the taste for it – as something having a function of social value. The poet must assume his role of moralist, and thus manifest his relation to society.

         I think however that the passion for social righteousness will prove in the end not enough in itself. The danger of what I have called the modern eschatology, the danger of neglecting the permanent for the transitory, the personal for the social, is one to which the poet is exposed in common with everyone else: but he has a peculiar responsibility not to be deluded. Yet I would ask you to have some sympathy with his difficulties. An age of change, and a period of incessant apprehension of war, do not form a favourable environment. There is a temptation to welcome change for 30its own sake, to sink our minds in some desperate philosophy of action; and several such philosophies are being urged upon us. Contempt for the past, and even ignorance of it, is on the increase, and many are ready for the unlimited experiment. We cannot effect intelligent change, unless we hold fast to the permanent essentials; and a clear understanding of what we should hold fast to, and what abandon, should make us all the better prepared to carry out the changes that are needed. Thus we can look back upon the past without regret, and to the future without fear.
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         The usual form in which Communism is made attractive to us is that of economic necessity. We agree that the present economic system is not very satisfactory, and that it works in such a way as frequently to offend our feelings of humanity and our notions of justice; we are aware that it frequently rewards excessively a type of person which, at best, is hardly that which we most admire. We may also agree that it works less and less efficiently, and that some drastic alteration will be necessary if life is to be made even tolerable. When any revolutionary change of system is proposed, we have to consider whether the diagnosis of our troubles is correct, and whether the remedy offered is likely to work; and any scheme which looks as if it might work better than the present one has to be seriously considered. We know, in a general way, that any thorough-going change of economic system will tend to alter the whole structure of society, to affect our private behaviour and moral prejudices. 31These remoter, but most important consequences, we cannot accurately predict: some may be for better, others for worse; but if a scheme commends itself to us on the whole, we are willing to take risks for the sake of ending an intolerable situation.

         Mr Middleton Murry and Professor John Macmurray, in the volume Marxism,5 approach the matter the other way about. They do not ask us to accept whatever moral and social changes Communism will induce, for the sake of a demonstrably more workable and satisfactory economic organisation. They recommend these moral, philosophical and religious changes directly for their own sake; and they seem to say in effect that a change of heart and the understanding of a system of philosophy, are more essential than a grasp of economic principles. Indeed, they almost persuade us that Marxism is the faith we ought to adopt, even if its economics [432] will not work any better than what we have now. This is, for the person whose approach is not that of the trained economist, a very interesting point of view.

         Neither Mr Murry, nor Mr Macmurray, would admit what I say in the preceding paragraph as a fair statement of their faith. Being monists, they must surely affirm that what is, in one aspect, the true faith, is in the other aspect the true economic order. But it is my contention that you cannot identify religion and economics; and that those who attempt to do so, prove on examination either to subordinate the religion to the economics, or the economics to the religion. It is frequently said that Communism is a religion; but at the same time Communism claims the right of succession to every economic system, and the right of priority over every economic theory; though its right over other economic theories amounts to this, that it is also a religion and they are concerned only with the temporal world. For Mr Murry and Mr Macmurray, I believe, the religious aspect of Communism is dominant over the economic aspect.

         Mr Macmurray does, it is true, occasionally dangle before us the economic advantages which we are commonly assured will be ours under Communism. He says that progress consists in ‘man’s gradual conquest of nature, his gradual abolition of the harshness of primitive conditions, the elimination of starvation and disease, the provision of a more and more adequate supply, for more and more people, of the necessaries of life, and of a life which is itself of a fuller and richer development’. This is all excellent, especially if we are allowed to decide for ourselves what meaning lurks behind that dark phrase ‘fuller and richer development’. It is true that we might like to add a few more items to the list, such as 32‘man’s gradual conquest of himself’; but there is nothing in the list which one would wish to strike out. But Mr Macmurray’s partner, Mr Murry, does not intend to let us choose according to our own notions of fuller and richer development. We need a regime as severe in its way as that of a Trappist or a Yogi, if we are to become complete [433] Marxians. We have to penetrate the veil of illusion, and realise that as individuals we do not exist. What exists is a ‘totality of social relations’; once we realise this, we disappear, ‘dissolved into the social whole’. For ‘the social whole is primary, the individual epiphenomenal’. 

         Mr Murry gets, I suppose, a kind of mystical rapture out of this notion of dissolution; but it is all very odd, because we have sometimes been tempted to believe that it was society that was epiphenomenal, and only Mr Murry that was primary. Mr Murry before he became a Marxian was already the only Christian; and at times he has appeared to be the only Marxian. The social whole sometimes appears to dissolve into Mr Murry. It is not in the least surprising, of course, to find Mr Murry identifying Christianity with Marxism; this is the sort of dissolving trick which we are accustomed to see this wizard perform; and no one can be astonished to see Marx himself emerge with wings and a harp from the verbal bath in which Mr Murry immerses him. But it is, to use one of Mr Murry’s favoured words, epoch-making.

         I feel a much greater diffidence in criticising Mr Macmurray. He is one of the most brilliant philosophers now living; with a skill in eristic, a lucid and persuasive style, which I can only admire. But I find the same difficulty with the philosophies of both these writers that I found many years ago in trying to read Hegel. It is all very brilliant, and Mr Macmurray’s at least looks very coherent; it provides excellent mental exercise; but I cannot see any reason for believing it to be true. It may be, but again it may not. I wish that I had taken Hegel more seriously in my youth, but like many people I was caught napping; I never expected that Hegel, having been inverted by a Jewish economist for his own purposes, should come back again into favour. Neither the doctrine of Kant nor that of any of his disciples has been universally accepted as true, or as compatible with the Christian tradition. That will not bother either of our authors, who both have their own notions of Christianity [434] which are not mine. Nor does my opinion of their philosophy and of their Christianity seem to me to have any bearing upon communism, but only on the brand of communism here offered: to make Communism depend upon the logomachies of Hegel seems to me as precarious and unnecessary as to make Christianity depend on the demonstrations of St Thomas Aquinas.

         So long as we remain in a world of pure abstraction, I find myself carried away, as in the evolution of a dance, by the persuasive strains of the 33Macmurray metaphysic. The moment the music stops, a voice whispers in my ear, You don’t need to believe this unless you want to. Mr Murry and Mr Macmurray prove so much too much. One does not need to be impressed by the two magic adjectives, ‘organic’ and ‘dynamic’. One does not need to believe that a society is more admirable because it is ‘classless’. It is enough to believe that economic changes desirable or necessary in themselves will probably lead to the disappearance of classes; I see no reason for believing that either class or classlessness is desirable in itself. But the two principal authors of this book are not satisfied with being Marxian economists; they must be monists too. And I am not at present concerned with the truth or falsity of Marxism as a system of economics, or necessarily with Communism at all: I am concerned with Marxism only in so far as it is a monistic system – that is to say, with the Marxism of Murry and Macmurray, whether it be the Marxism of Marx or not. So far as I can see, theirs is one perfectly justifiable interpretation of Marx, of Marx as a German Hegelian monist. Whether it is to the advantage of economic Marxism to be identified with the Marx-Hegelian monism is another matter. Other disciples of Marx, more interested in economic programme than in metaphysic, may find it worth while to disengage the economic Marx from the Hegelian Marx.

         Mr Murry and Mr Macmurray are indeed of an ambition similar to that of certain medieval Popes: the unity of the temporal and spiritual power. The ‘identity of Theory [435] and Practice’ is similar; and it does not matter whether we place the emphasis on Theory, like Hegel, or on Practice, like Marx; the monism is the same, and to one who accepts neither Hegel nor Marx, the difference is negligible. It is natural for philosophers, and Messrs Murry and Macmurray are philosophers, to affirm the primacy of philosophy over politics, just as certain Popes affirmed the primacy of the Holy See over temporal government; but politics, even Communist politics, will go on being the thing of expedients and makeshifts that it has always been. The Christian view is, I think, essentially dualistic. The City of God is at best only realisable on earth under an imperfect likeness: ἐν οὐρανῷ ἴσως παράδειγμα ἀνάκειται. Mr Murry indeed seems to be quite aware of the essential character of dualism in Christianity. I do not criticise Mr Murry for rejecting Christianity, but for rejecting it and at the same time professing to be more Christian than anybody except its Founder. ‘The Marxist reduction of the individual,’ he says, ‘is precisely the modern and real form of that profound and significant objectification of the individual as a “creature” which was an essential part of the technique of Christian mysticism when it was a genuine self-purgation, an authentic “voiding” of oneself.’ (Is it now and thus more real, than when it was genuine?) Mr Murry may succeed in finding some 34analogy between the two things; but to assert that one is the ‘modern and real’ form of the other, whatever that means, is perhaps to say something which cannot be disproved, because it cannot be proved either.

         It is true that some forms of government, of social and economic organisation, are incompatible with Christianity; it is not true that Christianity dictates any particular form of organisation.6 But the impossibility of uniting theory and practice is not characteristic of Christianity alone, but has a natural foundation. Mr Murry’s attempt to unite religion and politics is no happier than any other. He attempts to [436] establish an esoteric Marxism for the true mystical adepts like himself: for those who realise that ‘the individual is an illusion’. (And for Mr Murry ‘individual’ and ‘person’ seem to be identical, since he tells us that at the heart of Marxism lies a ‘grim effort at depersonalization’.) His Marxism is a very different thing from any government we should ever see in practice. I should be more interested to see Communism advocated as a workable scheme for eliminating a great deal of ordinary suffering and injustice, than as a means for experiencing the mystical ecstasies of depersonalisation. Marxism may be, for a few philosophers, a religious experience: for the man of action it will only be another style of the art of ruling men.

         
             

         

         We have to record with regret the death of an early and valued, though infrequent contributor to The Criterion, Frederic Manning. Manning’s health was so poor, necessitating a nomadic life in search of climate, that he was able to have neither of the requisites for a reputation in one’s own time: a considerable output of writing or a wide social acquaintance. The small number of his writings is not by any means due to ill health alone: he was an exceedingly, indeed an excessively fastidious writer; and spent as much energy in rewriting and destroying what he had rewritten, as would suffice to account for a number of ordinary books. He left Scenes and Portraits, a book of imaginary historical dialogues; two small books of verse; and one book, published anonymously, Her Privates We, which had a wide and immediate success. His passion for perfection became almost indistinguishable from a passion for destruction of his own work; even Her Privates We might never have been written, I believe, without the insistent urging of the friend who published it. Like the late F. S. Oliver – also a friend of The Criterion – he was without ambition for notoriety, and had a style of writing, and a frame of mind, suited to a more cultured and better educated age than our own.
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         We know very little about the value of the work of our contemporaries, almost as little as we know about our own. It may have merits which exist only for contemporary sensibility; it may have concealed virtues which will only become apparent with time. How it will rank when we are all dead authors ourselves we cannot say with any precision. If one is to talk about one’s contemporaries at all, therefore, it is important to make up our minds as to what we can affirm with confidence, and as to what must be a matter of doubting conjecture. The last thing, certainly, that we are likely to know about them is their ‘greatness’, or their relative distinction or triviality in relation to the standard of ‘greatness’. For in greatness are involved moral and social relations, relations which can only be perceived from a remoter perspective, and which may be said even to be created in the process of history: we cannot tell, in advance, what any poetry is going to do, how it will operate upon later generations. But the genuineness of poetry is something which we have some warrant for believing that a small number, but only a small number, of contemporary readers can recognise. I say positively only a small number, because it seems probable that when any poet conquers a really large public in his lifetime, an increasing proportion of his admirers will admire him for extraneous reasons. Not necessarily for bad reasons, but because he becomes known merely as a symbol, in giving a kind of stimulation, or consolation, to his readers, which is a function of his peculiar relation to them in time. Such effect upon contemporary readers may be a legitimate [viii] and proper result of some great poetry, but it has been also the result of much ephemeral poetry.

         It does not seem to matter much whether one has to struggle with an age which is unconscious and self-satisfied, and therefore hostile to new forms of poetry, or with one like the present which is self-conscious and distrustful of itself, and avid for new forms which will give it status and self-respect. For many modern readers any superficial novelty of form is evidence of, or is as good as, newness of sensibility; and if the sensibility is fundamentally dull and second-hand, so much the better; for there is no quicker way of catching an immediate, if transient, popularity, than to serve stale goods in new packages. One of the tests – though it be only a negative test – of anything really new and genuine, seems to be its capacity for exciting aversion among ‘lovers of poetry’.36

         I am aware that prejudice makes me underrate certain authors: I see them rather as public enemies than as subjects for criticism; and I dare say that a different prejudice makes me uncritically favourable to others. I may even admire the right authors for the wrong reasons. But I am much more confident of my appreciation of the authors whom I admire, than of my depreciation of the authors who leave me cold or who exasperate me. And in asserting what I call genuineness is a more important thing to recognise in a contemporary than greatness, I am distinguishing between his function while living and his function when dead. Living, the poet is carrying on that struggle for the maintenance of a living language, for the maintenance of its strength, its subtlety, for the preservation of quality of feeling, which must be kept up in every generation; dead, he provides standards for those who take up the struggle after him. Miss Moore is, I believe, one of those few who have done the language some service in my lifetime.

         So far back as my memory extends, which is to the pages of The Egoist during the War, and of The Little Review and [ix] The Dial in the years immediately following, Miss Moore has no immediate poetic derivations. I cannot, therefore, fill up my pages with the usual account of influences and development. There is one early poem, ‘A Talisman’, not reprinted in the text of this volume, which I will quote in full here, because it suggests a slight influence of H. D., certainly of H. D. rather than of any other ‘Imagist’:

         
            
               Under a splintered mast

               Torn from the ship and cast

               Near her hull,

            

            
               A stumbling shepherd found

               Embedded in the ground,

               A sea-gull

            

            
               Of lapis-lazuli,

               A scarab of the sea,

               With wings spread –

            

            
               Curling its coral feet,

               Parting its beak to greet

               Men long dead.

            

         

         The sentiment is commonplace, and I cannot see what a bird carved of lapis-lazuli should be doing with coral feet; but even here the cadence, the use of rhyme, and a certain authoritativeness of manner distinguish the poem. Looking at Miss Moore’s poems of a slightly later period, 37I should say that she had taken to heart the repeated reminder of Mr Pound: that poetry should be as well written as prose. She seems to have saturated her mind in the perfections of prose, in its precision rather than its purple; and to have [x] found her rhythm, her poetry, her appreciation of the individual word, for herself.

         The first aspect in which Miss Moore’s poetry is likely to strike the reader is that of minute detail rather than that of emotional unity. The gift for detailed observation, for finding the exact words for some experience of the eye, is liable to disperse the attention of the relaxed reader. The minutiae may even irritate the unwary, or arouse in them only the pleasurable astonishment evoked by the carved ivory ball with eleven other balls inside it, the full-rigged ship in a bottle, the skeleton of the crucifix-fish. The bewilderment consequent upon trying to follow so alert an eye, so quick a process of association, may produce the effect of some ‘metaphysical’ poetry. To the moderately intellectual the poems may appear to be intellectual exercises; only to those whose intellection moves more easily will they immediately appear to have emotional value. But the detail has always its service to perform to the whole. The similes are there for use; as the mussel-shell ‘opening and shutting itself like an injured fan’ (where injured has an ambiguity good enough for Mr Empson), the waves ‘as formal as the scales on a fish’. They make us see the object more clearly, though we may not understand immediately why our attention has been called to this object, and though we may not immediately grasp its association with a number of other objects. So, in her amused and affectionate attention to animals – from the domestic cat, or ‘to popularize the mule’, to the most exotic strangers from the tropics, she succeeds at once in startling us into an unusual awareness of visual patterns, with something like the fascination of a high-powered microscope.

         Miss Moore’s poetry, or most of it, might be classified as ‘descriptive’ rather than ‘lyrical’ or ‘dramatic’. Descriptive poetry is supposed to be dated to a period, and to be condemned thereby; but it is really one of the permanent modes of expression. In the eighteenth century – or say a period which includes Cooper’s Hill, [xi] Windsor Forest, and Gray’s Elegy – the scene described is a point of departure for meditations on one thing or another. The poetry of the Romantic Age, from Byron at his worst to Wordsworth at his best, wavers between the reflective and the evocative; but the description, the picture set before you, is always there for the same purpose. The aim of ‘imagism’, so far as I understand it, or so far as it had any, was to induce a peculiar concentration upon something visual, and to set in motion an expanding succession of concentric feelings. Some of Miss Moore’s poems – for instance with animal or bird 38subjects – have a very wide spread of association. It would be difficult to say what is the ‘subject-matter’ of ‘The Jerboa’. For a mind of such agility, and for a sensibility so reticent, the minor subject, such as a pleasant little sand-coloured skipping animal, may be the best release for the major emotions. Only the pedantic literalist could consider the subject-matter to be trivial; the triviality is in himself. We all have to choose whatever subject-matter allows us the most powerful and most secret release; and that is a personal affair.

         The result is often something that the majority will call frigid; for to feel things in one’s own way, however intensely, is likely to look like frigidity to those who can only feel in accepted ways.

         
            
               The deepest feeling always shows itself in silence;

               not in silence but restraint.

            

         

         It shows itself in a control which makes possible the fusion of the ironic-controversial and the high-rhetorical, as

         
            
               I recall their magnificence, now not more magnificent

               than it is dim. It is difficult to recall the ornament,

               speech, and precise manner of what one might

               call the minor acquaintances twenty

               years back…..

               [xii]    strict with tension, malignant

               in its power over us and deeper

               than the sea when it proffers flattery in exchange

               for hemp

               rye, flax, horses, platinum, timber and fur.

            

         

         As one would expect from the kind of activity which I have been trying to indicate, Miss Moore’s versification is anything but ‘free’. Many of the poems are in exact, and sometimes complicated formal patterns, and move with the elegance of a minuet. (‘Elegance’, indeed, is one of her certain attributes.) Some of the poems (e.g. ‘Marriage’, ‘An Octopus’) are unrhymed; in others (e.g. ‘Sea Unicorns and Land Unicorns’) rhyme or assonance is introduced irregularly; in a number of the poems rhyme is part of a regular pattern interwoven with unrhymed endings. Miss Moore’s use of rhyme is in itself a definite innovation in metric.

         In the conventional forms of rhyme the stress given by the rhyme tends to fall in the same place as the stress given by the sense. The extreme case, at its best, is the pentameter couplet of Pope. Poets before and after Pope have given variety, sometimes at the expense of smoothness, by deliberately separating the stresses, from time to time; but this separation – often effected simply by longer periods or more involved 39syntax – can hardly be considered as more than a deviation from the norm for the purpose of avoiding monotony. The tendency of some of the best contemporary poetry is of course to dispense with rhyme altogether; but some of those who do use it have used it here and there to make a pattern directly in contrast with the sense and rhythm pattern, to give a greater intricacy. Some of the internal rhyming of Hopkins is to the point. (Genuine or auditory internal rhyme must not be confused with false or visual internal rhyme. If a poem reads just as well when cut up so that all the rhymes fall at the end of lines, then the [xiii] internal rhyme is false and only a typographical caprice, as in Oscar Wilde’s Sphynx.) This rhyme, which forms a pattern against the metric and sense pattern of the poem, may be either heavy or light – that is to say, either heavier or lighter than the other pattern. The two kinds, heavy and light, have doubtless different uses which remain to be explored. Of the light rhyme Miss Moore is the greatest living master; and indeed she is the first, so far as I know, who has investigated its possibilities. It will be observed that the effect sometimes requires giving a word a slightly more analytical pronunciation, or stressing a syllable more than ordinarily:

         
            
               al-

               ways has been – at the antipodes from the init-

               ial great truths. ‘Part of it was crawling, part of it

               was about to crawl, the rest

               was torpid in its lair.’ In the short-legged, fit-

               ful advance……

            

         

         It is sometimes obtained by the use of articles as rhyme words: an

         
            
               in

               jured fan.

               The barnacles which encrust the side

               of the wave cannot hide ….

               the

               turquoise sea

               of bodies. The water drives a wedge ….

            

         

         In a good deal of what is sometimes (with an unconscious theological innuendo) called ‘modernist’ verse one finds either an excess or a defect of technical attention. The former appears in an emphasis upon words rather than things, and the latter in an emphasis upon things and an indifference to words. In either case, the [xiv] poem is formless, just as the most accomplished sonnet, if it is an attempt to express matter unsuitable for sonnet form, is formless. But a precise fitness of form and matter mean also a balance between them: thus the form, the pattern movement, has 40a solemnity of its own (e.g. Shakespeare’s songs), however light and gay the human emotion concerned; and a gaiety of its own, however serious or tragic the emotion. The choruses of Sophocles, as well as the songs of Shakespeare, have another concern besides the human action of which they are spectators, and without this other concern there is not poetry. And on the other hand, if you aim only at the poetry in poetry, there is no poetry either.

         My conviction, for what it is worth, has remained unchanged for the last fourteen years: that Miss Moore’s poems form part of the small body of durable poetry written in our time; of that small body of writings, among what passes for poetry, in which an original sensibility and alert intelligence and deep feeling have been engaged in maintaining the life of the English language.

         
             

         

         The original suggestion was that I should make a selection, from both previously published and more recent poems. But Miss Moore exercised her own rights of proscription first, so drastically, that I have been concerned to preserve rather than abate. I have therefore hardly done more than settle the order of the contents. This book contains all that Miss Moore was willing to reprint from the volume Observations (The Dial Press, New York, 1924), together with the poems written since that date which she is willing to publish.

         Thomas Stearns Eliot

         
            Autobiographical note. Harvard College Class of 1910. Seventh Report (June 1935), 219–21. A missing comma has been inserted on p. 221, and ‘Sadlers’ Wells’ has twice been corrected to ‘Sadler’s Wells’. Gallup C386a.

         

         born: St Louis, Mo., Sept. 26, 1888. Parents: Henry Ware Eliot, Charlotte Chauncy Stearns.

         prepared at: Smith Academy, St Louis, Mo.; Milton Academy, Milton, Mass.

         years in college: 1906–1910. Degrees: A.B., 1910; A.M., 1910; Hon. Litt.D. (Columbia University), 1933.

         occupation: Company Director.

         married: Vivienne Haigh Haigh-Wood, London, England, June 26, 1915.

         harvard brother: Henry Ware Eliot, Jr ’02.

         address: (business) 24, Russell Square, London, W.C. 1., England.41

          

         After graduation I spent a year in Paris, attending lectures mostly on philosophy, and then three years in the Harvard Graduate School working for a Ph.D. in philosophy, and also studying Sanskrit and Pali. I was given a Sheldon Fellowship for a year, which I spent at Oxford working at Aristotle under Harold Joachim. At the end of the year I married, and took a job as a master at High Wycombe Grammar School at £140 p.a. with dinner. I never returned to take my final examinations for the Ph.D. but perhaps the dissertation on ‘Meinong’s Gegendstandstheorie considered in relation to Bradley’s Theory of Knowledge’ is still preserved in some archive of Emerson Hall. It was accepted, I suppose, because it was unreadable.

         After one term at High Wycombe I got a better job at the Highgate School, which brought me £160 p.a. with dinner and tea. I stayed at that for four terms, then chucked it because I did not like teaching. I had a couple of months out of work, and then got a job in the Colonial and Foreign Department of Lloyds Bank at £120 a year and no food. To supplement this I assisted in editing The Egoist, which was pleasant, and gave Workers Educational Lectures in the evening, and reviewed books for several periodicals: this meant often enough a fourteen or fifteen hour day.

         I entered the bank under the false pretence of being a linguist; nevertheless I was earning £600 p.a. with income tax paid at the time when I left to join the board of Faber & Gwyer, a newly constituted firm which is now Faber & Faber. I was on inward bills, foreign coins and notes, [220] and documentary credits until I was sent to Head Office to take charge of Pre-War Enemy Debts for the bank and its customers. This was a really interesting job, requiring a bookkeeping system which nobody could understand but myself, and a good deal of legal work.

         When that petered out, I was put in joint charge of the Foreign Information Bureau, and when the other man left for a better job I was the sole head. We had to look through twenty or so foreign papers a day and turn out a daily sheet of ‘Extracts from the Foreign Press’, which a couple of typists printed on a machine in the office. Sometimes they used too much ink, sometimes not enough. I also wrote a monthly commentary on Foreign Exchange Movements for the Bank Monthly, and had general charge over the ordinary Confidential Reports. I liked the bank and most of the people in it; but I was luckier than most in getting interesting work.

         In 1922, as an evening employment, I undertook The Criterion. Lady Rothermere wanted to start a literary review, so I ran it for her; but I couldn’t take any money for that, as a bank official is not allowed to hold any other regular job. I gradually gave up reviewing, but in 1919 I 42wrote very regularly for the Athenaeum under Middleton Murry; and continued to write leaders for the Times Literary Supplement.

         Since 1925, when I joined the board of Faber & Gwyer Ltd, my public life has been less eventful. I was Clark Lecturer at Trinity College, Cambridge, in 1926; but the rules of that enlightened college do not require that these lectures be printed. In 1932 I returned to Harvard for a year as Norton Professor.

         My ordinary day’s work is that of a publisher and an editor.

         (When I joined Faber & Gwyer The Criterion was rearranged as a limited company under the ownership of the firm and Lady Rothermere; later Lady Rothermere retired and the review now belongs solely to Faber & Faber.) I spend a great deal of time talking to authors whose work I do not want to print. And I have to read a great many manuscripts, most of which are uninteresting. I find that the number of things one is called upon to do, in middle age, increases much more rapidly than one’s income – such as taking the chair at meetings, speaking on behalf of good causes, and giving lectures to institutions which can’t afford to pay for them.

         I have been serving on the Council of the Shakespeare Association, on the Executive Committee of the Sadler’s Wells Society, and as Secretary of the Book Committee of the Church Union. My hobbies are theology, Social Credit, and occasionally, when I find time, writing [221] a little poetry. I have had two quasi-dramatic productions[,] one at Vassar College and one at Sadler’s Wells; and I wish I could write a really good play. I forgot to say that I am obliged to spend a great deal of time answering letters from Ezra Pound, but my firm pays for the stamps.

         I like eating and drinking, with a preference for Burgundy and Hock; and I prefer sherry (light dry) to cocktails. I play a bad game of chess, and like such games as poker, rummy and slippery Ann for low stakes. I like certain very simple and humane types of practical joke. Which reminds me that I am, at the time of writing, a Churchwarden. I never bet, because I never win.

         I have travelled a little in foreign parts, such as California, Scotland and Wales; but I become more and more sedentary, although I have only put on seven pounds in twenty-five years, and find it an effort now even to get as far as Paris. I cannot afford yachting, but I should like to breed bull terriers. I am afraid of high places and cows. I like detective stories but especially the adventures of Arsène Lupin. I tend to fall asleep in club armchairs, but I believe my brain works as well as ever, whatever that is, after I have had my tea.

         P.S. I believe I am an Honorary Vice-president of the Distributist League of Glasgow, but I am not sure. 43

         publications: The following is all I can bother with: Verse: Poems: 1909–1925; Ash Wednesday, ‘Sweeney Agonistes’, ‘Journey of the Magi’, ‘A Song for Simeon’, ‘Animula’, ‘Marina’, ‘Triumphal March’, ‘Difficulties of a Statesman’, The Rock, ‘Pollicle Dogs and Jellicle Cats’ (unfinished at this time). Anabasis (translated from the French of St John Perse). Prose: Selected Essays, The Use of Poetry, Harvard University Press, After Strange Gods, Elizabethan Essays (mostly contained in Selected Essays). All published here by Faber & Faber. Such as are published in America are by Harcourt Brace, except where indicated. Various things of mine have been translated into French, German, Spanish, Italian, Modern Greek, Dutch, Swedish and Esthonian; and a selected volume has been published in English with introduction and notes in Japanese.

         member of: Oxford & Cambridge Club, London, England.

         Views and Reviews [I]

         
            Chiefly on A Short Introduction to the History of Human Stupidity by Walter P. Pitkin (1932). NEW, 7. 8 (6 June 1935), 151–2. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C387.

            In the last sentence ‘l’armé’ has been corrected to ‘l’armée’ (as being a misprint).

         

         I propose to use the occasional liberty of this page, which the Editor has allowed me, for random comments of my current reading, whether of new books or old ones. If I sometimes commit the error of discussing a book reviewed elsewhere in the paper, I shall excuse myself in advance, on the ground that comment of this kind differs from reviewing proper – in that the book itself is primarily a point of departure for the commentator’s reflexions. It may be treated irrelevantly and irreverently, without the reviewer’s solemn responsibilities; and the reader of these comments may know as little about the book at the end as he knew at the beginning. My choice, furthermore, may be governed largely by chance, and by a momentary curiosity in one rather than another of the numerous books in bright new jackets with which I come into brief contact. The one subject which I am certain not to bring up is that of contemporary poetry.

         My reason for looking with some curiosity at A Short Introduction to the History of Human Stupidity, by Walter P. Pitkin, a book of 574 pages, including bibliography and index, was that I had come across the work of Professor Pitkin in 1912. The Six Realists whose co-operative work, The New Realism, made a considerable stir in the philosophical departments of American universities in that year – and I was then in the philosophical department of an American university – were animated by 44a missionary zeal against the Hegelian Idealism which was the orthodox doctrine of the philosophical departments of American universities at the time, and which had begun to turn manifestly mouldy. This Idealism was an inheritance from the times in which philosophy was generally taught by retired non-conformist ministers, the better qualified of whom had passed some years in German universities, and who accepted the Ethics of Kant and the Mysticism of Schleiermacher. It is handled with tender reverence and admirable restraint by George Santayana in his essay ‘The Genteel Tradition in American Philosophy’. The Six Realists were un-Teutonised, and on the whole anti-religious, which was refreshing; they were ascetically, even gloomily, scientific; and they professed considerable respect for Mr Bertrand Russell and his Cambridge friends. All this was to the good; but it must be admitted that the New Realism, like most pre-War philosophies, seems now as demoded as ladies’ hats of the same period. In 1911, for instance, Professor Pitkin was writing like this (p. 492 of The New Realism):

         
            Take the adaptation of the flatfish. We would be setting up a one-to-one correspondence between the phenomenal and the noumenal orders, if we were to declare only that each discernible peculiarity in the flatfish’s adaptive reaction resulted from some peculiarity in its noumenal environment. Schematically, this relation would be:

            S 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 …

            S1 a b c d e f g h i … etc., etc.

         

         I felt strong grievance against Professor Pitkin and his colleagues – including my good friend Professor Ralph Barton Perry – because it was necessary in order to pass examinations to acquire a good deal of this vocabulary, as well as the psychological vocabulary of Professor Muensterberg, which was a different, and still less tasty kettle of fish. But my own feelings, having mellowed with the years, I was interested to see whether Mr Pitkin’s style had mellowed too; and I am glad to report that it has. In Human Stupidity he has a lively subject; and although the diversions of the book are headed with fearful words like Pseudopatheia and Psychagnoia, the writing is bright and readable. Readers of The New English Weekly hardly need reminding of the economic stupidities of mankind, or need to be told that ‘while the Texas cotton grower starves because his fields can’t feed him by reason of their abundance, the Hankow coolie goes naked’; but Mr Pitkin is concerned with any kind of stupidity, and he has anecdotes of all varieties, including a nice little collection of stupidities of all armies during the last war, and of the rulers of all countries at all times. But I am not so much concerned with Mr Pitkin’s diagnosis, which is very convincing, as with his suggestions 45as to what is to be done about it. Here, I thought, he would have the chance to add his own mite of stupidity to the mass accumulated by innumerable generations. And here it is (p. 538): Man will be saved from his own stupidities only by science; not by religion, nor by moral drill, nor – least of all – by laws. And (p. 539): The hope of To-morrow is in the intelligent young. They alone are the children of Odysseus, etc. Thus Mr Pitkin neatly combines all the stupidity of Mr H. G. Wells with that of the anonymous bishop who wrote the passage about Youth in the last Lambeth Conference Report, incidentally succeeding in ignoring his own more intelligent comment on primitive civilisations (p. 58):

         
            The difference was enough to develop, in the south, an influential age group of elders who, simply because of their longer and richer experience, were able to control, guide and improve the young much more effectively than was done up north. Probably ten times as many upper-class people passed the age of thirty-five down south as up in the north. And this meant the beginning of organised wisdom, organised tribal memories, monuments, inscriptions, formulas, rituals, recipes, ordinances, and written language.

         

         The reader will be able to draw, from this contrast of diagnosis and prescription, a greater number of instructive conclusions than I have space to enumerate here. I content myself with one or two reflexions. One is that the spectacle of the whole of human stupidity – and even Professor Pitkin has only selected a few fields which his eye was able to see most clearly – is more than any human mind can endure. Such a gaze into the abyss could only produce paralysis or dementia. We must cling to some faith in human reasonableness, in order to act or speak or write. But we might choose a more reasonable faith than Mr Pitkin’s miserable fetish of Youth. It is only an insult to Youth, to whom we have transmitted our own hereditary diseases, and to whom we do our best to transmit our acquired ones, to say to it ‘you clean up this mess’. The faith to which we must cling is [152] that the life of every wholly devoted and selfless man must make a difference to the future – but by ‘devotion’ and ‘selflessness’ I mean something very much more than these words mean in common obituaries and testimonials: I mean the turning away of the soul from the desire of material possessions, of drugged pleasures, of power, or of happiness. I mean ‘love’, in the sense in which ‘love’ is the opposite of what we ordinarily mean by ‘love’ (the desire to possess and to dominate or the desire to be dominated by).

         I want to mention another book, this is a book which probably will not be reviewed here or elsewhere in England. It is Le quatrième pouvoir: POLICE, by André Ulmann (Aubier, Editions Montaigne, 15 fr.). 46I cannot confirm the statements, which are astonishing; but this is at any rate the first book I have found to explain to the foreigner the relations between the Sûreté Générale and the Préfecture de Police. One may learn something about Police in general, from the study of a particular foreign Police Force. I shall end (without comment) with one quotation from this absorbing book, a quotation which is itself a quotation from ‘M. Edmond Locard, qui dirigea pendant longtemps la police lyonnais’:

         
            Le militaire, habitué à avoir raison pour la seule raison que sa manche porte des dorures, offre, avec des airs avantageux, un ton cassant, qui, déplorable chez un garde, rend impossible l’exercice du métier d’inspecteur. Je veux bien croire que l’armée est l’école d l’honneur et l’école de la discipline, mais ce que je sais c’est que l’armée n’est pas l’école de la police.

         

         Views and Reviews [II]

         
            On prose writers.

            NEW, 7. 10 (20 June 1935), 190. Signed, ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C388.

         

         While there are a number of persons living who can lay some claim to distinction as poets, there are not very many with an equal claim to distinction as masters of prose style. By prose I do not mean the imaginative prose of certain novelists, so much as the kind of prose which figures more largely in anthologies, the prose of historical narration and description, and of philosophical and scientific exposition and argument. There is more capacity than achievement. There is Mr Herbert Read, whose In Retreat is in its kind one of the few prose masterpieces that our period will leave behind; there is Ezra Pound, who can write prose of the very highest quality whenever he forgets to write badly; and there is Mr Wyndham Lewis whose proud opulence is incapable of contrition. Very likely there are more obscure writers whose steady and reliable excellence will appear more clearly with the passage of time. For of the nineteenth century, it is not now the writers most praised in their own time who still please. The stylists depart: Carlyle is too violent, Ruskin too unrestrained, Meredith too whimsical, Arnold appears conscious of his abilities to the verge of vulgarity and can hardly rise to emotional fervour without falling into intellectual confusion. Those writers remain who were more interested in their subject matter than in their style: Newman, Bradley, perhaps Maine and Bagehot. For interest in what one 47has to say, rather than conforming to or revolting from a conventional manner, is the essential thing: an interest in the subject, and a grasp of it, which give a proper intellectual and emotional balance, and prevent both conventionality and eccentricity.

         The prose of writers of the eighteenth century – or rather of the period which includes Dryden and Johnson – have always seemed to me to provide the norm of English prose, something from which it cannot afford to depart too far. Here, at their best, is the perfect anatomy, the perfect development of muscle without brutality and of grace without fat, style neither restrained nor relaxed, neither ascetic nor luxurious. Swift is probably the greatest; he is the one of whom it can most confidently be said, that he has no devices that can be mimicked. And here two reservations may be made. One is that a deliberate attempt to return to the style of any author or of any period, however accomplished, must always produce an effect of insincerity even to the writer’s injustice. Lytton Strachey’s style, of course, had little to do with the eighteenth century: it was a derivative from Macaulay; but in some of the writing of Mr David Garnett, and even in some of that of the late F. S. Oliver, I seem to detect a consciousness of the style of an earlier period which operates to their disadvantage. And my other reservation is that the eighteenth century alone will not teach us how to write in this period, our own and very different. The interests of the eighteenth century were comparatively limited, its problems comparatively simple. It is unlikely that our age will develop a characteristic common style: our individual interests, and points of view are too divergent; our education indeed is so chaotic that no two persons in the same company can be assumed to have their minds stocked with the same furniture; you cannot make a quotation or an allusion to which the whole of any company can respond. Yet it would be to our interest if it could be our own age, rather than the eighteenth century, which would provide for us the norm of English prose.

         For some subjects we have to go outside the eighteenth century to find the standards by which to test the accomplishment of our time. There is new subject-matter, as of science, and there is old subject-matter, such as theology, in the treatment of which that age gives us very little guidance. In theology we must go back to Caroline times. Anglicanism, an anthology of the theological literature of that period, edited by Dr P. E. More and the Revd F. L. Cross (S.P.C.K.) gives an admirable selection of such writing, much of it almost inaccessible. I do not pretend that the writers of this period were classic. It is the period of Hobbes and of Clarendon, a period of heavy Latinised prose and lumbering clauses. Yet the prose of these writers – and I do not mean the best, like Andrewes and Hooker, or the worst, like Thorndike – has something which I miss in nearly all 48of the theological writing of our own time. We usually get either a frigid philosophical dexterity, or an emotional slop; whereas in the Carolines, in general, intellectual acuteness and warm feeling are equally united. I am not here considering the matter for its technical interest, but for its bearing on the problem of style. Here are two passages, one from a more obscure Caroline, and the second from a conspicuous contemporary of ours; I believe they were both educated at Cambridge.

         
            As I am persuaded of an infinite and independent Essence, which I term a God, and of the mystery of an eternal generation by which that God is a Father, so I assure myself that Father is not subject to infirmities of age, nor is there any weakness attending on the Ancient of days; but, on the contrary, I believe Omnipotency to be an essential attribute of His Deity, and that not only in respect of operative and active power …. but also in regard of power authoritative in which I must acknowledge His antecedent and eternal right of making what, and when, and how He pleased, of possessing whatsoever He maketh by direct dominion, of using and disposing as He pleaseth all things which He so possesseth.

             

            Man is a product of Nature – an emergent in the Divine scheme. Civilised man is the highest emergent of which we have knowledge. I take it then that in him we see, at the highest level we can reach, the end to which the unity behind Nature is tending. If we denote this unity behind Nature by God, we find God’s purpose most fully displayed in the evolution of civilised man. The qualities which in our civilisation we are perforce developing, and finding increasingly valuable, are those which God has desired to bring into existence. They are the clearest indications we can get of His nature.

         

         It will not surprise the reader to learn that the author of the second of these extracts has also composed an essay on ‘Commerce as a Service to the Community’, in which he has enunciated the revolutionary proposition that ‘no human being is a mere machine’. But I do not need to take apart these two passages, or ponder the choice and meaning of particular words. Neither, in itself, is a very distinguished piece of writing. But the first has the material for good prose and the second the material for bad prose; the first is clear and definite and handles words with the touch of a man who is not afraid of words, like a man who is not afraid of horses, because he knows them; the second is evasive and with an eye always directed to the possible lines of retreat. Unless I have been very unjust in my selection of passages, the comparison is disturbing to any complacency we may feel about the mental and spiritual health of our time.49

         A Commentary

         
            On W. B. Yeats. C., 14. 57 (July 1935), 610–13. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C389.

            The following corrections have been made: in para. 3 ‘insistance’ to ‘insistence’, and in the penultimate para. ‘belong’ to ‘belongs’ (following the singular ‘There is’).

         

         As the appearance of this number will almost coincide with the seventieth birthday of Mr William Butler Yeats, the occasion appears suitable for a few retrospective observations upon Mr Yeats’s contributions to English poetry in the past, as well as his importance in the present. This is not the place for a critical discussion of his work, which would require close analysis, but for an appreciation of his services and an expression of gratitude.

         The poets of the group in which Mr Yeats, as a junior member, first appeared, had several virtues which were not so conspicuous in the following poetic generation in England. They were men whose classical scholarship was of importance to them; and they tended to be cosmopolitan in culture. Yeats did not have the scholarship of Lionel Johnson – a brilliant scholar and a man of learning – or even that of Dowson; nor the saturation in French culture of Arthur Symons. But besides being an Irishman, he had a lively curiosity about possible influences. Whatever may be said of the poetry of the nineties, it cannot be accused of inbreeding. Johnson, for example, wholly English by family and thoroughly English in his poetic style, chose to associate himself with the Irish revival, so that he has even been supposed by some to have been of Irish origin. It is much to be regretted that several of the finest poets died young, and others failed to continue their development; but it is more important that Mr Yeats survived to maintain, so far as one man can do, their tradition and to develop his own work.

         With the disappearance of this group, and perhaps even before it, Mr Yeats appeared to withdraw from metropolitan life in his pre-occupation with the Irish Theatre. Yet Mr Yeats in Dublin performed as great a service to English literature, and belonged as much to it, as Mr Yeats in London. There are two aspects in which this statement is true. For one thing, the Abbey Theatre kept poetry in the [611] theatre; and maintained literary standards which had long since disappeared from the English stage. If there is ever a dramatic revival in England in our time, it will owe a great deal to what was done in Dublin, however different may be the material, the ideas and the style. As I have said, I am not here writing criticism, and I am not concerned with praising or analysing Mr Yeats’s dramatic work; the insistence is upon its historical importance, and the importance of a movement in which Mr Yeats played the chief 50part. And secondly, I believe that the future vitality of English literature will depend very much upon the vitality of its parts, and their influence upon each other.

         This point deserves a little elaboration. It is not a matter of indifference that poetry written by an Irishman, a Welshman, a Scot, an American or a Jew should be undistinguishable from that written by an Englishman: it is undesirable. The poetry of Isaac Rosenberg, for instance, does not only owe its distinction to its being Hebraic: but because it is Hebraic it is a contribution to English literature. For a Jewish poet to be able to write like a Jew, in western Europe and in a western European language, is almost a miracle; and for different reasons and in different degrees it is also difficult for the other people I have mentioned. It is not a petty question of employing one’s native Doric, which is merely a nuisance, except for an occasional word or phrase which may enrich the English language; it is not a question of being sentimental about the old homestead and the landscapes of childhood. What is essentially Scottish about Dunbar is not his vocabulary; and what is essentially American about Walt Whitman is not his admiration for New York or for the vast size of his country. What is essential is impossible fully to define, but it is most effectually expressed through rhythm. It is something which can best be expressed, and most successfully maintained, through poetry. And poetry of this kind may have a fertilising effect upon English: and fertilisation, either from its own relations or from foreign languages, is what it perpetually needs.

         [612] In his literary Nationalism therefore, Mr Yeats has performed a great service to the English language. His poetry, in his latest and greatest period, has tended to divest itself of the more superfluous stage properties of Ireland, and is perhaps all the more Irish for being unaffectedly so. There is a rhythm, an intonation, a way of making the simplest statement in the fewest and barest words, which belongs to Mr Yeats and to no one else. His influence upon English poetry has been great and beneficial: upon Irish poetry it seems to me to have been almost disastrous. And if my general remarks above hold any truth, this is just what you should expect. For a great English poet to have a good influence in England, he must be considerably removed in time: for a literature can be fertilised by its own earlier periods as well as by contemporaries from outside. The Irish poets must shift for themselves, and no doubt another generation will, if it does not care to apply to other departments of our common language, find foreign influences to suit it. Ireland certainly owes Mr Yeats a debt of gratitude, but no nation owes its great poets a debt of 51gratitude for their influence upon their immediate successors.7 England’s gratitude to him is without this reservation, for his influence, wherever apparent, has been wholly salutary.

         Of the absolute greatness of any writer, men living in the same period can make only a crude guess. But it should be apparent at least that Mr Yeats has been and is the greatest poet of his time. Thomas Hardy, who for a few years had all the cry, appears now, what he always was, a minor poet. I can think of no poet, not even among the very greatest, who has shown a longer period of development than Yeats. At no time was [613] he less out-of-date than today, among men twenty and forty years his juniors. Development to this extent is not merely genius, it is character; and it sets a standard which his juniors should seek to emulate, without hoping to equal.

         Should There Be a Censorship of Books?

         
            New Green Quarterly, 1 (Autumn 1935), 197–200. ‘This address was read by Mr. Eliot at the GREEN QUARTERLY Luncheon Club on July 9th’ (editor’s note). Subheaded ‘By T. E. Eliot’ [sic]. Unsigned. Not in Gallup, but would be C389a.

         

         This is the title for my remarks which was assigned to me, and I do not cavil at it. If you make inquiries of the Home Office, concerning the publication of a book in which you are interested, you will be told that there is no censorship in this country. That is literally true. Our Censor is any private subject, or common informer, who can find a magistrate to agree with him; and his censorship is only exercised after a book has been printed and published.

         I shall not attempt to touch the question of political censorship, but only the question of moral censorship. The two questions are often confused. There are many persons who assume that anything subversive of the political order is ‘immoral’, and there are many whose test of ‘immorality’ is whether it is something subversive of the existing political order. Whether the political order is better preserved by morality or immorality is not my problem. The preservation of the political order is obviously something too important to be left to the common informer 52and the magistrate. I shall confine myself to the question of the moral effect of books which have no apparent bearing upon politics and economics; a question which for many people resolves itself into that of sexual morality – but I shall not insult this audience by assuming that its notion of morality is limited to sexual morality. This question alone is so complex, and so far-reaching, that I shall be satisfied if, within my twenty minutes, I can show how complex and far-reaching it is. 

         The present situation is unsatisfactory from two points of view: from that of the Christian and from that of the publisher. The two points of view are not so completely incompatible as they might at first sight appear. In fact, if there is one point upon which the Christian and the publisher can agree, it is that the present situation is unsatisfactory. I have even known publishers to regret that there is not a Censorship of Books.

         Let me put a hypothetical case. Let us suppose that there was a book which I regarded as a great work of art which any publisher should feel honoured to have his imprint upon, and that this book contained certain words not commonly used in middle-class company of both sexes, and contained passages dealing with subjects [198] not usually discussed in such company. Let us suppose also, in order to illustrate a further complication, that this book had been previously published in another country, and that any copies of the foreign edition brought into this country had been ordered to be confiscated by the Customs. Let us suppose that with the lapse of time this book had come to be recognised as a great work of art; and that so many copies had been smuggled into this country that no person with any pretence to literary knowledge and taste could admit, without shame, that he had not read it. I go to the Home Office, the official custodian of morals, to ask whether I may or may not publish that book in England. I am told, with all courtesy, that I am perfectly free to publish it. There was never anything to prevent me from publishing it. As for the Custom House, that is, in some way which I do not understand, independent of the Home Office: the Customs may confiscate books, but they cannot forbid their publication in England. But, of course, if I publish the book, I must understand that I do so at my own risk. The Home Office cannot prevent, and has no desire to prevent me from publishing it; but neither has it the power to protect me when I have published it. I am at the mercy of any Briton who sends a marked copy to a magistrate, if the magistrate agrees with the informant that the book is obscene. Being still perfectly free, I have the opportunity to appeal. But unless I have a couple of thousand pounds or more which I can spare for the purpose – and a publisher’s capital is usually fully employed – I shall not risk an appeal. For my appeal will be to legal authorities who, however eminent on the bench, however distinguished 53for learning and for integrity, will not necessarily be moral theologians or sages. In the present state of affairs, it is safer to publish the book which makes vice attractive, than the book which makes it repulsive. And in publishing a book which I believe to be highly moral but which offends the prejudices of a magistrate, I get the worst of it, I cannot even be sure in advance what the penalty may be. I may only suffer the cost of printing the book, or I may have a fine imposed, or I may, perhaps, go to gaol. And what is still worse, if I publish a book which I fear may be condemned, I am never safe. There is no statute of limitations. It is nobody’s business to prosecute me for publishing that book, but it is anybody’s business. Some years after I have published it, after I have sold out the edition, after – if it is not a very important book – I have forgotten that I published it – a stray copy that has lingered on the shelf of a remote bookseller may fall into the hands of the person who will be the common informer. What I have just been saying will make clear what I meant when I said that sometimes even publishers regret that there is not a Censorship of Books.

         [199] I said at the beginning that the problem is complex and far-reaching. At this point I might observe that the trouble springs from the separation of morals from theology. I believe that the proper basis of morals is revealed religion and the theology of revealed religion. Morals which is merely prejudice and habit has two weaknesses: it is frequently shocked by that which is highly, austerely moral, and it just as frequently fails to be shocked by what is highly immoral. Shock, of course, is an emotional, not a rational affair. I am sometimes shocked by books which shock other people, but when I analyse my feelings, as with Lady Chatterley’s Lover, I find that I am not shocked for the same reasons. And I am constantly shocked by books which run no risk whatever of the common informer and the magistrate.

         I should like to amplify what I have just said: that the proper basis of morals is revealed religion and the theology of revealed religion. There is the danger of another kind of morals which is not mere prejudice and habit. The totalitarian state, at least ideally, imposes a strict moral rule against immorality which is ‘anti-social’. For instance, homosexuality might be visited with heavy penalties – and in consequence books apologising for homosexuality – by states which aimed at breeding the greatest possible number of bayonets: contraception might be discouraged, and an exuberant domesticality encouraged for the same reasons. I am sure that you would agree that those who do the right deed for the wrong reason are to be kept at a greater distance than those who do the wrong deed. I will quote again a remark by an English totalitarian which I have quoted in another context: [I]n our morality the one single test of any 54moral question is whether it impedes or destroys in any way the power of the individual to serve the State. I quote it, not against the individual who made the remark; but because it might become, quietly, implicitly, the assumption of all who rule the state – and who will not commit the mistake of saying, even of thinking, so clearly as the person quoted, that sentiment.

         To return to my subject, although I do not admit that I have departed from it. There are two alternatives, apparently: and one is to have no censorship at all; to allow any books to be published. What about that?

         Well, for one thing, much as I dislike our present kind of censorship, I could not regard with equanimity the breaking of all barriers. There is such a thing as ‘pornographic literature’; and I am sure, whatever one thinks of some of the periodicals displayed in little shops, and of some of the novels sold in big ones, that if there were no prohibition at all, things would be unspeakably worse. Publishing firms of the best class would work under a great [200] disadvantage. The actual sense of public morality may be merely the shadow of virtue, it may blindly condemn the good and consent to the bad, but it is better than none at all. And on the other hand, the ideal censorship seems to me at present impossible. I have already said twice, that the problem is complex and far-reaching. The problem of the censorship of books is a branch of the problem of Church and State. I don’t think that it helps us very much to appeal to the Index of the Roman Church. It seems to me that the Index was conceived to fit the problems of a very different age from ours. It was primarily designed to combat theological heresy. It was not designed for an era of novel-readers. In an age in which you have a small reading public, interested in ideas, you can warn your public against heretical ideas. In an age to which the word ‘heresy’ means nothing, what can you do? The ideas which you condemn in those who express them directly, are conveyed indirectly and even unconsciously by a score of novelists who do not know what they are doing. Opinion to-day is spread not by persuading people to change their minds, but by assuming that their mind is so: not by drawing conclusions, but by taking for granted. An Index may catch the big fish, but a thousand little writers swim through the meshes.

         To conclude. If you are to make up your minds about the Censorship of Books you must first make up your minds about the Relation of Church and State. You must avoid the Scylla of theocracy and the Charybdis of totalitarianism. As a publisher, I should sometimes like to be told by the State what I might publish and what I might not. As a Christian, I should sometimes like to be told by the Church what I might read and what I might not. But the only practical measures that I should like to see taken would be in the direction of having some final and responsible 55authority to decide whether any book to which objection has been taken, is really a menace to public morals; and such decision ought to be possible without unreasonable risk or expense to publishers. I should also like it to be recognised that with the passage of time a book which has become recognised as a work of art may cease to be a menace to public morals: so that the prohibition may be reconsidered from time to time, and in some cases revoked. Beyond this, I think that the Christianisation of the country, and the education of taste to receive the good and to recognise and reject the bad, is the really important problem. I cannot imagine any form of censorship, however stringent, which will not be likely to suppress some things that are fine and to let pass a great many that are pernicious; or which may not trespass too far on the liberties of the individual.

         Views and Reviews [III]

         
            NEW, 7. 18 (12 Sept. 1935), 351–2. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C390.

         

         Some remarks made not long ago by the Poet Laureate, in awarding a prize, have recurred to my mind in another context. I have not the newspaper report by me, but I think that his words were to this effect. When he was young, he said, he believed that the elder and established poets were either indifferent or hostile to the efforts of younger men, and he accordingly returned the appropriate feelings. Now that he is an elder poet himself, he knows that this is not true, and that older men wish only to encourage, advance and applaud the best work of their juniors. I believe this to have been the sense of his words.

         Such a general statement can bear with a little qualification and analysis. It may be more true at one period than at another, according to the general state of poetry and the personalities involved. I am now old enough to recognise a qualified truth in what Mr Masefield said: that is, I am sure that all elder poets believe that they wish to encourage and help younger ones, they believe that they really care for poetry, and not merely for what they write themselves. And they can really crave the pleasure of being able to enjoy and applaud work of younger men. Only, their capacity for appreciation of anything new is apt to be very limited. Unless they are highly self-critical, unless they have kept their minds very conscious and supple, they are likely to be able to enjoy nothing but imitation of their own work. They do not know that it is imitation. 56It is easy enough to detect imitation of other men’s work: it is extremely difficult to detect imitation of one’s own. On the one hand, a man is anxious to find something to like; and on the other hand he dislikes the difficult and unfamiliar; and the two motives conspire. No poet can enjoy what he knows to be an imitation of his own work, or can take any kind of pleasure from this flattery. But he is liable to have settled himself in a state in which he can enjoy nothing but his own work, and nobody wants to realise this fact about himself. Hence an imitation of one’s own work, which one enjoys because it reminds one of one’s own work, but which one fancies to be highly original, is what gives the maximum of pleasure at the slightest cost of pain and effort and humility. Moral obliquity and intellectual sloth make a happy union. There is almost no escape from this darkness if a poet has got to a stage in which he merely imitates himself; he has a better chance of clear vision if he is perpetually rejecting his own work, passing through the phase of being embarrassed and ashamed, to become able to regard it almost as detachedly as if it were not his, and to interest himself solely in that part of his work which he has not yet written. In any case, to take an intelligent and helpful interest in the work of younger men is not the simple operation of benevolence that Mr Masefield might lead us to suppose.

         No simple amiability will avail. To be interested in one’s art, instead of being merely interested in one’s own success – even in the best meaning of the word ‘success’ – is no innate faculty which one either possesses in some degree or does not possess. It is a faculty which, however endowed with it one may be in the fresh years, must be cultivated to the end. To an age not much occupied with moral askesis, which is taught that it is more important that the growing plant should not be warped than that it should be trained, and which is not even taught that growth itself should be the activity of a lifetime, and not merely of arbitrarily restricted ‘formative years’, this suggestion of the profound moral problem involved in what appears such a simple manifestation of good-nature as being kind to young poets, may appear fantastic. And even when I say ‘moral problem’ I suppose I must say what one ought to be able to take for granted, that the moral and the intellectual cannot be separated, and that mental sloth is sin.

         At different periods, of course, there may be greater or less sympathy between the older writers and the younger. What the help and encouragement of men of an older generation may be like, what it feels like, what useful stimulus or perhaps misdirection it may give, I do not know. At a time which may be symbolised by the figures 1910 there was literally no one to whom one would have dreamt of applying. One learnt something, no doubt, from Henry James, and might have learnt more. But Henry 57James was a novelist, and one who gave the most formidable appearance of exclusive concentration on his own kind of work. As for other writers then rising to celebrity, and who to-day constitute the older, in distinction to the middle generation, they lived in another world altogether. One did not read them. It is only within quite recent years that I have felt any curiosity about them, and still more recently that I have been able to recognise their merits. I can admire and survey the prose style, the theatrical skill of Mr Shaw, and several of his plays seem to me to be masterpieces. In Mr Wells’s early work I find a magnificent imagination, and a type of imagination given to no one else so fully, a vast if superficial view of the physical world. With Mr Chesterton I naturally have sympathies which I did not have twenty-five years ago, and an increasing respect and regard for a man who has been, in every respect but as a man of letters, fighting against the current. And yet all these men seem to me to have other affinities with what is second-rate in our time, and with what is financially successful, rather than even wrongly influential. Mr Wells bequeaths nothing to the writer of imaginative prose, Mr Shaw leaves nothing to the dramatist, Mr Chesterton leaves nothing to the critic. They all belong to a final stage of individualism, an age in which there was no society. Let us hope that the next generation of men of letters will be able to co-operate towards the creation of a society – or if you prefer, a community: and I do not mean by a common political programme, either, but by their devotion to their art because its life is a part of the life of society.

         The relation between one generation and another is, I have said, a much more difficult and complicated matter than Mr Masefield’s words might encourage [352] us to think. The helping hand is all very well; but you can only help those with whom you have the important thing in common – the devotion to the particular art or craft. And to be helped by the wrong people is a misfortune; so I do not think that my generation was really unfortunate.

         A Commentary

         
            C., 15. 58 (Oct. 1935), 65–9. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C391.

         

         On the leader page of The Times newspaper for August 14th is a very interesting account of what is called a ‘lost’ tribe, but might as well be called a ‘found tribe’, of Papuans of unknown Asiatic race, dwelling in a fertile valley protected, or hitherto protected, by high mountain ranges. 58This singular people, unlike any other hitherto discovered, failed to make any demonstrations of joy at the advent of Australian explorers, who unexpectedly found themselves in a situation more usual in Europe or North America, namely, ‘starving in the midst of plenty’. ‘By gesture the natives ordered the patrol to be gone,’ says the Australian correspondent; and the leader of the ‘patrol’ himself remarks: ‘the treatment meted out by these people was the worst I have experienced, for they did not act through fear or food shortage.’ Yet they were mostly friendly, which shows an intuitive grasp of a principle not overtly recognised in Europe: that the better two peoples become acquainted, the more cordially they dislike each other, and that the best way to preserve friendliness is to keep one’s distance. These Tari Furora, as they call themselves, have other characteristics which distinguish them from Europeans and North Americans: for they have a remarkable interest in afforestation, and they live not in towns or villages, but in ‘park-like farms’, each family having its separate habitation. Again, ‘every acre appeared to be under cultivation’, which indicates the absence of grouse moors and deer forests.

         What is of more immediate interest than the discovery of this backward race, is the leading article which The Times devotes to comment on the report of its Australian correspondent. The Times is actually concerned about ‘the possibility of preserving this self-contained and apparently happy community from the disasters which usually overwhelm primitive peoples brought into contact with Western civilization’. It perceives that the financial and industrial system of the civilised world may bring disaster to people [66] who at present are ‘producing all they use for themselves’. Now, one does not expect the leader-writers of The Times to be themselves leaders; one does not expect them to be voices in the wilderness, one does not demand of them that they should be ready to be stoned in Jerusalem. One expects The Times to be the voice of the people, of the twopenny public. So when The Times’s first reaction to the discovery of a new race of possibly 100,000 souls is one of apprehension of the harm that it will suffer from civilisation, we may assume that there are many thousands of enlightened readers who not only share that view in secret, but are willing to hear it expressed in public. And this is a remarkable thing; for it indicates a lack of confidence in our civilisation which is widespread and which must be pretty recent in history. It indicates also, no doubt, an increased sense of responsibility toward inferior races. I would not belittle the latter: yet I feel that the lack of confidence in our civilisation is a good deal stronger than the sense of responsibility. For after all, there is nothing in the Times leader to cause panic among those men of enterprise who may be anxious to spread the benefits of exploitation among the Tari Furora. The Times does not really 59hope for more than the preservation of some decencies of behaviour. We may be about to eat up the Tari Furora, but we must not gobble. ‘In the end,’ says the leader-writer,

         
            the Tari Furora will lose, it is to be feared, everything which their isolation has hitherto preserved for them….. Sooner or later their discovery must mean the end of their idyllic self-contained existence. It may be later rather than sooner, for Sir Hubert Murray, the Lieutenant-Governor of Papua, is a man of wisdom and understanding …. he has, on the whole, been loyally supported by successive Australian Governments. Strengthened by this support, he may be trusted to do what he can (italics mine) to protect the Tari Furora from disintegrating interference.

         

         But why, we ask, are these disasters inevitable? Why should we take for granted that all we can do is to delay them? I am not horrified so much by the prospect of the future for the [67] natives, black as that may be, as by the prospect of the future for us. For if we are so helpless in the hands of our ‘civilisation’ that we admit our inability to prevent it from ruining Papuans, what hope have we of saving ourselves?

         There is internal evidence to show that the two other leading-articles on the same page of the same issue of The Times were written by other hands than that of the elegist of the Tari Furora. For while the latter is aghast at a future in which this simple folk will buy ‘ploughs and machine-made tools and factory clothing and tinned food and gramophones and wireless sets’, the writer of the article next above, who was detailed to celebrate the National Radio Exhibition, is exultant over the prospects of that industry. ‘Better and cheaper listening,’ he says, ‘is within the reach of most, for the new sets have relatively few valves and are most economical to run from the electric mains, and many people who have managed with old receivers now for some years might well consider whether they should not scrap their old-fashioned model and buy an up-to-date one.’

         The Times, of course, would never suggest that any reader should buy anything; it merely stimulates his mind by provoking him to consideration. And how pleasant it is to think that wireless sets have improved!

         The writer of the first leading article also does not seem to have in mind the same considerations as the champion of the Tari Furora. He is concerned with the Abyssinians, a people already so hopelessly entangled in European civilisation as to be in a very different, and much more advanced position, than the inhabitants of Papua. Abyssinia has apparently reached the point at which it should be possible to forward the interests of everybody, both Abyssinians and foreigners. For ‘there is 60a hope …. that changes should be made in Abyssinia which will both raise the social conditions of the country and recognize those of the commercial and economic claims of Italy to which previous Agreements with the Ethiopian Government give her some title.’

         Well, I believe that there are higher civilisations and [68] lower ones, and that it is possible for a higher race to help to raise the social conditions of a lower one – and to keep it on a higher level so long as the support is maintained. Of course, a good deal of damage has been done in the past by at least one European race assuming that it was qualified to ‘raise the social conditions’ of a people that it did not understand, but I will let that pass. I will not deny that some parts of the world have been well administered by Europeans – but, I suspect, with advantage chiefly so long as the ‘commercial and economic claims’ of the European governing race were non-existent. The concept of Empire is not necessarily an ignoble one, whatever the Daily Express thinks about it: the notion of extending law, justice, humanity and civilisation – with no other interest than glory, and no other motive than a sense of vocation. But in the present state of things, the glory of the administrators is quickly followed, if not accompanied, by the ignominy of exploiters. How many lower peoples have been, on balance, really helped by European intervention? And until we set in order our own crazy economic and financial systems, to say nothing of our philosophy of life, can we be sure that our helping hands to the barbarian and the savage will be any more desirable than the embrace of the leper?

         I suppose that I am a defeatist. This suspicion had not occurred to my mind until it was implanted and confirmed by a writer in The Modern Churchman, a few days ago. It is not a very recent issue of The Modern Churchman; it is dated January-February 1935; but I am not a modern churchman myself, and the spring comes slowly up my way. The Rev. J. C. Hardwick, M.A., B.Sc., says that the Intellectuals are in retreat. He uses the term ‘retreat’ in the military, rather than the religious sense, although the two meanings appear to have something in common for him, and that something derogatory. His company of Intellectuals is miscellaneous, and holds all the views that he disapproves of, whether these views are consistent or not. I am not surprised to find myself [69] mentioned with Mr Alfred Noyes as ‘these two modern poets’, because a clergyman absorbed in being a modern churchman can hardly be expected to be careful of other meanings of the word ‘modern’. Nor am I really astonished to find myself in the company of Berdyaev and Bergson, two quite different philosophers with whom I am not aware of having much affinity. It is pleasant to find Plato and Mr Christopher Dawson by my side in the line of retreating intellectuals; not so pleasant to be told that 61I have had ‘an unhealthy influence upon the cultural underworld’: that is to say that under my protecting wings has grown up Buchmanism, which is to be an ally of fascism – though on the other hand the intellectuals ‘imagine that they can prevent war, for example, by preaching pacifism’. And I and my queer associates behave in a way than which ‘nothing is more sinister and more cowardly and indolent’. I do not feel that I am any more indolent, in writing this commentary, than the Rev. J. C. Hardwick in writing an article of about the same length for The Modern Churchman. But if you can say, as does Mr Hardwick, ‘when the facts of human life become visible, as they have done in the last twenty years ….’ then I suppose that the people who thought that they had been visible for a great many years before that must seem very indolent folk.

         For Mr Hardwick – I only take him as a common type of verbal zealot – the intellectual is a person who repudiates reason, and at the same time evades moral tasks. One moral task surely is to endeavour to make a more patient analysis than Mr Hardwick has made; another to make a more coherent synthesis than our newspapers encourage us to make; a third to accept no palliative for a local malady without endeavouring to find out what is wrong with the whole body; another to find out by what principles men ought to be moved; and another to acquaint ourselves with men’s actual motives. It is those to whom the facts of life have only become visible in the last twenty years, who can be surprised at the situation to which we have come.

         Views and Reviews [IV]
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         The art of the occasional or periodical commentary is one to which I have given some attention, and I know enough of its difficulties and failures to be, I think, some judge of its success. It is an art which, if practised at all, must be practised sedulously, regularly and often. The ideal commentator must be attentive to current events, with an amused attention to the faits divers, as well as to the headlines, and must be sensitive to the symbolic importance of the petty, as well as to the insignificance of the sensational. He should enjoy the bioscope of contemporary history as a spectacle, and at one moment criticise events with fixed principles and convictions in his mind, and at another illustrate some principle from some passing object of notice. I have known two accomplished commentators in my 62time: Charles Whibley and A. R. Orage; and I mention them together not in order to compare them, for to compare two such different men would be to the advantage of neither, and would be irrelevant to both; but as a reminder of the great possibility of variety in this one form.

         I am not going to write a review of Orage’s Selected Essays and Critical Writings: first, because I know enough about the art of the commentator to know that it is not the art of the review. Too many persons called upon to comment have used the subterfuge of a slightly trimmed-up review. And second, because this book is not a collection of Orage’s writings solely in this kind; the editors appear rather to have tried to choose Orage’s most substantial critical writings, and therefore include some things which have not the form of which I am talking. His memories of Katherine Mansfield, for example, or his essays on Love and Religion, are outside my scope. Impressive as the book is, it does not, for my present purpose, supersede Orage’s own Readers and Writers (1917–1921), published by Allen & Unwin in 1922. Nevertheless it contains a good many specimens of the kind of writing I mean; and one of the readiest examples is the passage on page 14, headed ‘The Style is the Man’. It is a note on something that Augustine Birrell has said about Burke; and in exactly four pages Orage manages to say something worth saying about Burke and something worth saying about Birrell; and the two things are perfectly united, because it is Birrell that enables Orage to say what he has to say about Burke, and Burke that enables him to say what he has to say about Birrell. You cannot say that he is talking about one rather than the other. It is a remark of Birrell’s about Burke that gives the opportunity. Burke of course is a writer who will always be worth talking about; but it is a rule of the commentator’s game to find the topical excuse for talking about the permanent. Birrell was a figure of some interest in his time, but the really first-rate commentator does not talk about the merely topical. Orage is able to tick off Birrell by what the latter says about Burke; and in so doing, not merely is able to give his remarks about Burke immediacy, but is able to make Birrell the subject of something worth saying.

         One kind of contrast in commentary may be obtained by skilful sequence of widely differing subject matter, with a preference for the unexpected. This was not Orage’s method; and the space at his disposal for commentary purpose in one weekly issue did not make this method possible. But a reading of his successive Readers and Writers shows that versatility, and ability to surprise by pouncing here or there at will, which the able commentator possesses. He could talk of Longinus or the Mahabharata with the enthusiasm that most journalists are only able to display about some paltry contemporary; and of everything 63with that tone, which I much admire, of one who has discovered these things for himself. This gave a freshness at the time, and it is a freshness which has not faded. How instantaneously one distinguishes between the observation of a man who has adopted a view second hand, and of one who has found it for himself; and how fresh the observation of a man who has found a thing out for himself, even if many other men have found it out before! When Orage remarks that the style of Swift was founded on that of Demosthenes, and that of De Quincey on Cicero, we stop to ask whether it is so, because we believe that it is Orage’s own opinion; whereas the assertions of many writers are too obviously unoriginal to arouse question.

         Another valuable trick of the commentator, which Orage knew how to use, was the criticism of something from an unexpected point of view. One is impressed by his pre-occupation with the problem of style: by which he means, quite rightly, prose style. I say, quite rightly, first because he was a prose writer, and second because an understanding of the qualities of prose style is presupposed in an understanding of verse style. One cannot read the verse of Pound or Marianne Moore without feeling that they have studied prose style to the benefit of their verse – not necessarily to the benefit of their prose. The majority of verse writers are contented with approximation to meaning: an approximation which in many contemporary verse writers takes the deceptive form of a thumping scientific precision – which turns out on examination to be a precision of something else. This absorption in the problem of prose style helped to provide Orage with the means for detecting humbug. His analysis of a passage of writing by the military critic of The Times goes much further than mere correction of writing – as any [72] good analysis does: merely by tearing to pieces the flimsy web of words he provides an implicit criticism of a state of mind (page 41 ff.). And this interest in prose style is a most important merit of the commentator. There were things outside of Orage’s interest, no doubt; but an interest in style such as his, is fundamentally an instinct for distinguishing the genuine and the bogus. And for distinguishing them with refinement: witness the subtlety, the fairness, the restraint, of his judgements upon such writers as Chesterton, Shaw and Bennett. He judges these men not with the prejudice of the moment, but as impassionately as he judges Sterne, and Swift, and Bolingbroke as stylists.

         Orage himself was a good prose writer; he seems to me to have had one of the best prose styles of our time. It was natural and unaffected: but it was also extremely studied and conscious, as his occasional comments upon his own note-books evidence. He had the mind that picked up the good word or phrase, and used it when occasion served. And he had what 64seems to me the completing virtue of the commentator: one feels even in his comments that he is not merely the professional commentator; that he had main directions, but combined concentrated interest with general curiosity: which combination gives his scattered or periodical comments both an interest of detail, and the interest which comes of their having their place in a pattern formed by directing interests; and whether we agree in the conclusion, we ought to be able to concur in the direction.

         Audiences, Producers, Plays, Poets

         
            New Verse, 18 (Dec. 1935), 3–4. Signed ‘T. S. Eliot’. Gallup C400.

         

         It becomes much more difficult to find anything worth saying about dramatic verse, once you begin trying to write it. And theoretically, we should leave theory about contemporary drama until we have produced some contemporary drama to theorise about.

         We admit that we cannot expect to produce a new dramatic literature until we have the audiences and also the producers capable of helping the poets to write for the theatre. On the other hand the producers are checked until they have enough dramatic repertory with which to feed and train the audiences. I believe that the deficiency of plays is more serious at present than the lack of producers or of possible members of audiences. We need not assume that the possible audiences represent one class rather than another, or one political tendency rather than another. So far as the dramatic artist is concerned ‘the people’ is everybody except the present occupants of the stalls at the more expensive theatres.

         In a period in which dramatic verse is the normal theatrical form we may suppose that a poet has better opportunities of learning to be a good playwright than he has to-day. But at any time it is probably more possible for a poet to learn how to write a tolerable play, than for a playwright to learn how to write tolerable verse. Yet the poet who starts to write plays, to-day, should not expect to turn himself into a very good playwright. He must learn to work hard at an unfamiliar task for which he probably has no native gift, and to learn when (as well as when not) to be guided by those who know the theatre better than he does. As he is attempting to do something new on the stage, he will inevitably theorise a little about what he is doing: but I think he will be wise [4] to aim at the minimum, rather than the maximum amount of theory, and for the most part keep his theories to himself. That does not exclude him from 65communicating to his colleagues any practical lessons he learns in the course of his experiments.

         The audience does not come to see what he does, in order to rally around a theory, but to be interested and excited. The indispensable merit of a verse play is that it shall be interesting, that it shall hold the audience all the time. And it will not do that, if the audience is expected to do too much of the work. This is a very good exercise for poets, who seem to forget often that poetry, even to be readable, should be interesting.

         Second, the interest should be one interest throughout, not merely a succession of interests, or of momentary surprises. The play should have form: it needs more form than an ordinary conversation piece; it must have ‘dramatic form’ and also the musical pattern which can be obtained only by verse; and the two forms must be one.

         Third: no models, only suggestions. Continual effort of self-criticism to find out what one can do and what one can’t, to build one’s form on one’s strength. This is expecting of the dramatic poet only the self-knowledge of the successful boxer or tennis-player. To violate every precedent, and break every rule except those mentioned above, if that will help to exploit one’s strength and render harmless one’s weakness.

         
            1. I am thinking of several periodicals, which have been mentioned in our French Chronicle, and of a number of books such as Demain la France, by Robert Francis, Thierry Maulnier, and Jean-Pierre Maxence (Grasset).

            2. I wish to recommend at this point Dr Paul Elmer More’s new book, The Sceptical Approach to Religion, though without incriminating the author in any of my own views.

            3. It must be acknowledged that Mr Milne uses ‘national honour’ differently in different contexts. On p. 14 he says: ‘A nation has no honour.’ On p. 204 he speaks of ‘English men and women who think that the supreme virtues are moral virtues, and who are more greatly concerned with the honour of their country than with its possessions.’

            4. Ruskin, in a memorable passage, thought of the ‘astonished state of consciousness’ which rose through the smoky air when a soldier and his life were separated. Yet Ruskin, for the matter of that, was not a very orthodox Christian.

            5. Chapman & Hall, 5s. The other authors are Mr N. A. Holdaway and Mr G. D. H. Cole.

            6. See an interesting discussion in Christendom (Dec. 1934) between Bro. George Every, S.S.M. and the Editor.

            7. I know that apparent exceptions will leap to the reader’s mind: the Elizabethans, Racine to Corneille, Pope to Dryden. But we are here in the midst of a common tradition, not exposed to the influence of a single man. The better one knows Racine and Pope, the more one is filled with admiration of their greatness in being so little influenced by their great predecessors. The influence of Milton in the eighteenth century was deplorable.
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         A Commentary

         
            C., 15. 59 (Jan. 1936), 265–9. Signed ‘T. S. E.’ Gallup C402.

         

         The Criterion has never undertaken, but has rather avoided the discussion of topical political issues, however extensive. There are enough other periodicals, of every shade of opinion, which exist primarily for such discussion: discussion which in any case can be more adequately conducted in journals appearing at more frequent intervals. If – what is often doubted – there remains any place for quarterly reviews in the modern world, their task is surely to concern themselves with political philosophy, rather than with politics, and with the examination of the fundamental ideas of philosophies rather than with the problems of application. But whenever any collection of intellectuals, of clercs, takes upon itself to issue a manifesto at some moment of crisis, then I think that it is within our province to discuss, not so much the crisis itself, as the opinions of the intellectuals about it.

         The discharge of collective manifestoes is not such a regular part of the activity of intellectuals in this country, as it is in France. Nor is the occasion for such activity so likely to be a matter of Foreign Policy – there is perhaps a stronger tendency here to trust the Government of the day, or at least to refrain from embarrassing it. The more frequent occasion, here, is when there emerges some menace to civil liberty: in which circumstances the most unlikely company may be found together. In fact, the consent of unlikely company is here rather the rule than the exception; the whole point of our manifestoes is often the surprising agreement of men of very different views. But in France, not only are the occasions which provoke manifestoes more frequent, but they more regularly assemble the signatories on party lines: so that every manifesto gives cause for a counter-manifesto. The Abyssinian situation has naturally produced declarations from three groups of distinguished writers: from the Right, from the Left, and from the Catholics. It is the first and the last of these that I have at hand, and propose to examine. There should be no need to mention names; for there must [266] be very few eminent men of letters in France whose names are not to be found on one or another of the three.67

         The declaration of the Right makes a great point, as one would expect, of the need for solidarity of the Occident: a term which seems to confound the old civilisations of Asia with the amalgame de tribus incultes which is Abyssinia. It points out the inconsistency of the position of France and Britain, both great colonial powers, opposing the mission coloniale of another great nation of kindred culture. It warns both France and Britain that the development of such a policy can only tend to hand over the whole of Europe to the forces of revolution. And it protests against the false assumption of Geneva, which would treat higher and lower, civilised and barbarous nations on the same footing of equality. Any interference with the activities of Italy in Abyssinia is an attack upon the civilisation of the West. I quote one paragraph in the original, so that I may not appear to be putting my own construction upon the text:

         
            L’intelligence – là où elle n’a pas encore abdiqué son autorité – se refuse à être la complice d’une telle catastrophe. Aussi les soussignés croient-ils devoir s’élever contre tant de causes de mort, propres à ruiner définitivement la partie la plus précieuse de notre univers, et qui ne menacent pas seulement la vie, les biens matériels et spirituels de milliers d’individus, mais la notion même de l’homme, la légitimité de ses avoirs et de ses titres – toutes choses que l’Occident a tenues jusqu’ici pour supérieures et auxquelles il a dû sa grandeur historique avec ses vertus créatrices.

         

         While we must feel a certain sympathy, this sympathy cannot be without important qualifications. The argument is evidently flimsy, unless supported by all the reasons which are not expressed: those of the foreign and domestic politics of France. That the French should be in constant apprehension of German aggression, and that their policy toward Italy should be dominated by this fear, is quite natural, and we should feel warm sympathy with them in their difficulty. But this manifesto is not explicitly based on any such practical considerations: it professes to take a high moral [267] tone. The signatories have at least deprived themselves of any right to criticise as ‘hypocritical’ the equally high moral tone of British politicians: in view of the readiness of continental publicists to accuse Britain of hypocrisy, this point is worth making. But if one is to play this particular game, and behave as if neither Britain nor France had any interest in the business except the maintenance of a high moral tone, then the argument of these French intellectuals seems to me much the weaker of the two. The meaning of the word intelligence, for instance, in this context dissolves into an emotional appeal.

         The writers who have signed the Catholic manifesto, on the other hand, seem to me to be in a position, not only stronger than that of those 68who signed the manifesto quoted above, but stronger than that of most British opinion. They do not discuss the League of Nations, but base their notions on a higher morality than the morality of that confused mixture of spiritual and secular motives. They are therefore not called upon to defend the history of British or French colonial expansion; nor do they, as adherents of the Right in either country are inclined to do, identify Christianity with the maintenance of a particular social and political regime, or with the hegemony of Europe over the rest of the world. They are not concerned with sanctions, or with any action to be taken against Italy; but they are quite clear in their minds about the iniquity of a war of aggression:

         
            Ni le besoin d’expansion, ni l’œuvre de civilisation à accomplir n’ont jamais donné le droit de s’emparer des territoires d’autrui et d’y porter la mort. Il est bien vrai que les peuples parvenus à un degré plus élevé de culture ont mission d’aider les autres, mais c’est une dérision d’invoquer cette mission d’assistance pour se livrer à une guerre de conquête et de prestige.

         

         With respect to their denunciation of the ‘sophism of the inequality of races’ there is perhaps a qualification to be made. No one can dispute their affirmation that ‘the soul and the life of a negro are as sacred as those of a white man’. And of great pertinence is their warning that the doctrine of [268] the inequality of races may be applied more minutely than merely to the broad distinction of white and black: once accepted, there is no limit. There is only left the distinction between the British and the French on the one hand, two peoples each of which is convinced that it is superior to every other, and the Germans and Italians, two people which are trying very hard to convince themselves, each for itself, that they are very superior to every other. Nor need the discrimination stop there: for there is no reason why each nation should not come to find racial distinctions within itself (the harmless foible of ‘Norman blood’ is a trace of such potential danger). But in the League of Nations, the constitution of which reflects, I think, the British liberal mentality rather than any other, there is room for a confusion of the religious and the secular. The charge brought by the French intellectuals of the Right, that the League of Nations has put higher and lower civilisations, superior and inferior nations, on the same level, is not without foundation; though we may remind them that it was not Britain that demanded the admission of Abyssinia. There will probably always remain a real inequality of races, as there is always inequality of individuals. But the fundamental identity in humanity must always be asserted; as must the equal sanctity of moral obligation to people of every race. All men are equal before 69God; if they cannot all be equal in this world, yet our moral obligation towards inferiors is exactly the same as that towards our equals.

         The second manifesto, in closing, remarks that ‘the organization (organisme) of Geneva can only be truly useful for the order of the world if the governments sincerely desire justice and peace’. Well, we believe that the majority, including our own, have sincerely desired peace; whether they have all sincerely desired justice, except within limits, is more open to question.

         It must be reported, for the sake of completeness, that the second manifesto has been followed by a third, or rather by a note, signed by eminent writers of the Left, expressing [269] warm approval. This support will no doubt damn the manifesto in the eyes of those who abhor extreme socialism for motives in which a very little Christianity is blended with a great deal of self-interest and prejudice. But no one is any more justified in a general condemnation of the principles of the extreme Left, than he is in a general condemnation of those of the extreme Right. The principle of justice affirmed by the intellectuals of the Left is at least analogous to Christian justice. And to say that to maintain Christian principles, in a crisis such as that which has called forth these various declarations, is to weaken our defences against communism, is a confession of cowardice. It is an admission that the truth is not strong enough to prevail against its imitations; it is to fight the devil with powers of evil. That is not to deny that between the Christian and the communist there is a great gulf fixed, and that in this country we are in danger from amiable bridge-builders.

         [Totem by Harold Stovin]

         
            Review of Totem: The Exploitation of Youth by Harold Stovin (1935). C., 15. 59 (Jan. 1936), 363. Unsigned, but credited to ‘T. S. E.’ in the index. Gallup C403.

         

         This is a disappointing book. The title, the documentary method, and to some extent the writing, which is plain and good, suggest that Mr Stovin is a disciple of the author of The Doom of Youth; but the latter part of the book shows that Mr Stovin has little in common with Mr Wyndham Lewis. The first part of the book, which is a documented account of the Boy Scouts, Toc H, the Oxford Groupers and such ‘movements’, contains valuable material and is horrid reading. But Mr Stovin does not leave the facts to speak for themselves, or leave Lord Baden Powell, ‘Tubby’ Clayton, and F. R. Barry to stew in their own juice. He has to 70bring in an ambitious and doubtful parallel from anthropology, and find something more than an analogy to totemism. If the craving that leads to these queer group manifestations is so deep as all that, it is hardly likely to be disposed of by the rationalistic communism which seems to be Mr Stovin’s nostrum; and indeed Mr Stovin might have given a better appearance of disinterestedness if he had investigated communism itself for traces of totemism. But he is one of those for whom communism means freedom of the individual, and other forms of association mean slavery.

         [Paul Elmer More, Selected Shelburne Essays]

         
            Review of Selected Shelburne Essays by Paul Elmer More (1935). C., 15. 59 (Jan. 1936), 363. A superfluous comma after ‘Essays’ has been removed. Gallup C404.

         

         This volume, No. 434 of ‘The World’s Classics’, comes to us from New York, but we hope that it is published in this country as well, since it is the first selection from the essays of the finest literary critic of his time. The Shelburne Essays are so numerous that any selection as restricted as this, must appear to have something arbitrary about it. These at least are chosen by their author; and their variety is such that one may presume that he had in mind to show the variety of his interest. Out of the thirteen essays, of which one is on ‘Criticism’ itself, only two deal with American subjects: Jonathan Edwards and Thoreau. The great essay on Huxley (or we might say, on Huxley and Disraeli) is included. The volume is to be considered as an introduction to, not a substitute for, the complete Shelburne Essays.

         Introduction

         
            Poems of Tennyson With an Introduction by T. S. Eliot, was publ., according to Gallup (B27), in May 1936. But the Introduction was revised as ‘In Memoriam’ in EAAM, which was published on 5 Mar. 1936. See below, pp. 113–23. 71

         

         Essays Ancient & Modern

         
            Essays Ancient & Modern was publ. by Faber & Faber on 5 Mar. 1936. Gallup A31a.

            Contents: ‘Lancelot Andrewes (from SE); ‘John Bramhall’ (from SE); ‘Francis Herbert Bradley’ (from SE); ‘Baudelaire in our Time’ (from FLA); ‘The Humanism of Irving Babbitt’ (from SE); ‘Religion and Literature’ (revised); ‘Catholicism and International Order’ (revised); ‘The Pensées of Pascal’ (revised); ‘Modern Education and the Classics’; ‘In Memoriam’ (revised).

         

         Preface

         
            EEAM, 5–7.

         

         A volume of essays entitled For Lancelot Andrewes has gone out of print, after some eight years, and a new edition was proposed. I have taken the opportunity of changing the title, which had served its turn, of omitting the preface, which has more than served its turn, and of omitting two papers with which I was dissatisfied, on Machiavelli and on Crashaw. And as the essay on Thomas Middleton is now included in another collection called Elizabethan Essays, there was no point in including that either. On the other hand I have added five essays not previously collected: ‘Religion and Literature’, ‘Catholicism and International Order’, ‘The Pensées of Pascal’, ‘Modern Education and the Classics’, and ‘In Memoriam’.

         I renew my acknowledgement of obligation to the Editors of The Times Literary Supplement, Theology, The Dial (New York), and The Forum (New York) on account of essays which appeared in the earlier [6] volume. ‘Religion and Literature’ was originally given as a series of addresses arranged in 1934 by the Rev. V. A. Demant and published together as a volume called Faith that Illuminates (The Centenary Press). ‘Catholicism and International Order’ was an address delivered to the Anglo-Catholic Summer School of Sociology at Oxford in 1933, and was printed in Christendom. ‘The Pensées of Pascal’ appears as the Introduction to the English translation of that work published in the Everyman Library. ‘Modern Education and the Classics’ is the revision of an address delivered to the Classical Club of Harvard University in 1933, and hitherto unprinted. In Memoriam is the expanded version of an Introduction written for the Nelson Classics edition of Poems of Tennyson. To the several editors and publishers I wish to make grateful acknowledgement.

         I am aware that most of these papers date themselves, even when I have forgotten the dates. It may well be that in a few years’ time I may wish to remove some from currency, as I have in the past; but I may 72remark that nothing that has happened in more recent times has caused me to wish to modify in a more favourable sense my comments on the League of Nations in ‘Catholicism and International Order’. The note on Baudelaire antedates the longer paper printed in my Selected Essays, and ‘our time’ [7] is perhaps over: nevertheless the note seemed to me worth preserving for the present. I observe that the advertisement of For Lancelot Andrewes advanced the claim that the essays had ‘a unity of their own’. I do not know whether my ideals of unity are higher, or merely my pretensions more modest, than eight years ago; I offer this book, as the title implies, only as a miscellaneous collection, having no greater unity than that of having been written by the same person.

         T.S.E.

         Religion and Literature

         
            EAAM, 93–112.

            Slightly revised from Faith that Illuminates, ed. with an Introduction by V. A. Demant (1935), [29]–54 (Gallup B25). Repr. in the 2nd American edn of SE (1950) and in SE (1951): Gallup A21.

            In para. 3 the title ‘Natural History’ has been italicised. In para. 9 ‘toward’ has been regularised to ‘towards’: the earlier text had ‘towards’ twice. In the same para., where both texts have ‘toward’ followed by ‘towards’, ‘toward’ has again been regularised to ‘towards’.

         

         
            1 What I have to say is largely in support of the following propositions: Literary criticism should be complemented by criticism from a definite ethical and theological standpoint. In so far as in any age there is common agreement on ethical and theological matters, so far can literary criticism be substantive. In ages like our own, in which there is no such common agreement, it is the more necessary for Christian readers to scrutinise their reading, especially of works of imagination, with explicit ethical and theological standards. The ‘greatness’ of literature cannot be determined solely by literary standards; though we must remember that whether it is literature or not can be determined only by literary standards.1

            2 We have tacitly assumed, for some centuries past, [94] that there is no relation between literature and theology. This is not to deny that literature – I mean, again, primarily works of imagination – has been, is, and probably always will be judged by some moral standards. But moral judgements of literary works are made only according to the moral 73code accepted by each generation, whether it lives according to that code or not. In an age which accepts some precise Christian theology, the common code may be fairly orthodox: though even in such periods the common code may exalt such concepts as ‘honour’, ‘glory’ or ‘revenge’ to a position quite intolerable to Christianity. The dramatic ethics of the Elizabethan Age offers an interesting study. But when the common code is detached from its theological background, and is consequently more and more merely a matter of habit, it is exposed both to prejudice and to change. At such times morals are open to being altered by literature; so that we find in practice that what is ‘objectionable’ in literature is merely what the present generation is not used to. It is a commonplace that what shocks one generation is accepted quite calmly by the next. This adaptability to change of moral standards is sometimes greeted with satisfaction as evidence of human perfectibility: whereas it is only evidence of what unsubstantial foundations people’s moral judgements have. 

            3 I am not concerned here with religious literature [95] but with the application of our religion to the criticism of any literature. It may be as well, however, to distinguish first what I consider to be the three senses in which we speak of ‘religious literature’. The first is that of which we say that it is religious ‘literature’ in the same way that we speak of ‘historical literature’ or of ‘scientific literature’. I mean that we can treat the Authorised translation of the Bible, or the works of Jeremy Taylor, as literature, in the same way that we treat the historical writing of Clarendon or of Gibbon – our two great English historians – as literature; or Bradley’s Logic or Buffon’s Natural History. All of these writers were men who, incidentally to their religious, or historical, or philosophic purpose, had a gift of language which makes them delightful to read to all those who can enjoy language well written, even if they are unconcerned with the objects which the writers had in view. And I would add that though a scientific, or historical, or theological, or philosophic work which is also ‘literature’, may become superannuated as anything but literature, yet it is not likely to be ‘literature’ unless it had its scientific or other value for its own time. While I acknowledge the legitimacy of this enjoyment, I am more acutely aware of its abuse. The persons who enjoy these writings solely because of their literary merit are essentially parasites, when they become too [96] numerous, are pests. I could easily fulminate for an hour against the men of letters who have gone into ecstasies over ‘the Bible as literature’, the Bible as ‘the noblest monument of English prose’. Those who talk of the Bible as a ‘monument of English prose’ are merely admiring it as a monument over the grave of Christianity. 74I must try to avoid the by-paths of my discourse: it is enough to suggest that the work of Clarendon, or Gibbon, or Buffon, or Bradley would be of inferior literary value if it were insignificant as history, science and philosophy respectively, so the Bible has had a literary influence upon English literature not because it has been considered as literature, but because it has been considered as the report of the Word of God. And the fact that men of letters now discuss it as ‘literature’ probably indicates the end of its ‘literary’ influence.

            4 The second kind of relation of religion to literature is that which is found in what is called ‘religious’ or ‘devotional’ poetry. Now what is the usual attitude of the lover of poetry – and I mean the person who is a genuine and first-hand enjoyer and appreciator of poetry, not the person who follows the admirations of others – towards this department of poetry? I believe, all that may be implied in his calling it a department. He believes, not always explicitly, that when you qualify poetry as ‘religious’ you are [97] indicating very clear limitations. For the great majority of people who love poetry, ‘religious poetry’ is a variety of minor poetry: the religious poet is not a poet who is treating the whole subject matter of poetry in a religious spirit, but a poet who is dealing with a confined part of this subject matter; who is leaving out what men consider their major passions, and thereby confessing his ignorance of them. I think that this is the real attitude of most poetry lovers towards such poets as Vaughan, or Southwell, or Crashaw, or George Herbert, or Gerard Hopkins.

            5 But what is more, I am ready to admit that up to a point these critics are right. For there is a kind of poetry, such as most of the work of the authors I have mentioned, which is the product of a special religious awareness, which may exist without the general awareness which we expect of the major poet. In some poets, or in some of their works, this general awareness may have existed; but the preliminary steps which represent it may have been suppressed, and only the end-product presented. Between these, and those in which the religious or devotional genius represents the special and limited awareness, it may be very difficult to discriminate. I do not pretend to offer Vaughan, or Southwell, or George Herbert, or Hopkins as major poets: I feel sure that the first three, at least, are poets of this limited awareness. They are not great religious poets [98] in the sense in which Dante, or Corneille, or Racine, even in those of their plays which do not touch upon Christian themes, are great Christian religious poets. Or even in the sense in which Villon and Baudelaire, with all their imperfections and delinquencies, are Christian poets. Since the time of Chaucer, Christian poetry (in the sense in which I shall mean it) has been limited in England almost exclusively to minor poetry.75

            6 I repeat that when I am considering Religion and Literature, I speak of these things only to make it clear that I am not concerned primarily with Religious Literature. I am concerned with what should be the relation between Religion and all Literature. Therefore the third type of ‘religious literature’ may be more quickly passed over. I mean the literary works of men who are sincerely desirous of forwarding the cause of religion: that which may come under the heading of Propaganda. I am thinking, of course, of such delightful fiction as Mr Chesterton’s Man Who Was Thursday or his Father Brown. No one admires and enjoys these things more than I do; I would only remark that when the same effect is aimed at by zealous persons of less talent than Mr Chesterton the effect is negative. But my point is that such writings do not enter into any serious consideration of the relation of Religion and Literature: because they are conscious operations in a world in which it is [99] assumed that Religion and Literature are not related. It is a conscious and limited relating. What I want is a literature which should be unconsciously, rather than deliberately and defiantly, Christian: because the work of Mr Chesterton has its point from appearing in a world which is definitely not Christian.

            7 I am convinced that we fail to realise how completely, and yet how irrationally, we separate our literary from our religious judgements. If there could be a complete separation, perhaps it might not matter: but the separation is not, and never can be, complete. If we exemplify literature by the novel – for the novel is the form in which literature affects the greatest number – we may remark this gradual secularisation of literature during at least the last three hundred years. Bunyan, and to some extent Defoe, had moral purposes: the former is beyond suspicion, the latter may be suspect. But since Defoe the secularisation of the novel has been continuous. There have been three chief phases. In the first, the novel took the Faith, in its contemporary version, for granted, and omitted it from its picture of life. Fielding, Dickens and Thackeray belong to this phase. In the second, it doubted, worried about, or contested the Faith. To this phase belong George Eliot, George Meredith and Thomas Hardy. To the third phase, in which we are living, belong nearly [100] all contemporary novelists except Mr James Joyce. It is the phase of those who have never heard of the Christian Faith spoken of as anything but an anachronism.

            8 Now, do people in general hold a definite opinion, that is to say religious or anti-religious; and do they read novels, or poetry for that matter, with a separate compartment of their minds? The common ground between religion and fiction is behaviour. Our religion imposes our ethics, our 76judgement and criticism of ourselves, and our behaviour towards our fellow men. The fiction that we read affects our behaviour towards our fellow men, affects our patterns of ourselves. When we read of human beings behaving in certain ways, with the approval of the author, who gives his benediction to this behaviour by his attitude towards the result of the behaviour arranged by himself, we can be influenced towards behaving in the same way.2 When the contemporary novelist is an individual thinking for himself in isolation, he may have something important to offer to those who are able to receive it. He who is alone may speak to the individual. But the majority of novelists are persons drifting in the stream, only a little faster. They have some sensitiveness, but little intellect.

            [101] 9 We are expected to be broadminded about literature, to put aside prejudice or conviction, and to look at fiction as fiction and at drama as drama. With what is inaccurately called ‘censorship’ in this country – with what is much more difficult to cope with than an official censorship, because it represents the opinions of individuals in an irresponsible democracy, I have very little sympathy; partly because it so often suppresses the wrong books, and partly because it is little more effective than Prohibition of Liquor; partly because it is one manifestation of the desire that state control should take the place of decent domestic influence; and wholly because it acts only from custom and habit, not from decided theological and moral principles. Incidentally, it gives people a false sense of security in leading them to believe that books which are not suppressed are harmless. Whether there is such a thing as a harmless book I am not sure: but there very likely are books so utterly unreadable as to be incapable of injuring anybody. But it is certain that a book is not harmless merely because no one is consciously offended by it. And if we, as readers, keep our religious and moral convictions in one compartment, and take our reading merely for entertainment, or on a higher plane, for aesthetic pleasure, I would point out that the author, whatever his conscious intentions in writing, in practice recognises no such distinctions. The [102] author of a work of imagination is trying to affect us wholly, as human beings, whether he knows it or not; and we are affected by it, as human beings, whether we intend to be or not. I suppose that everything we eat has some other effect upon us than merely the pleasure of taste and mastication; it affects us during the process of assimilation and digestion; and I believe that exactly the same is true of anything we read.

            7710 The fact that what we read does not concern merely something called our literary taste, but that it affects directly, though only amongst many other influences, the whole of what we are, is best elicited, I think, by a conscientious examination of the history of our individual literary education. Consider the adolescent reading of any person with some literary sensibility. Everyone, I believe, who is at all sensible to the seductions of poetry, can remember some moment in youth when he or she was completely carried away by the work of one poet. Very likely he was carried away by several poets, one after the other. The reason for this passing infatuation is not merely that our sensibility to poetry is keener in adolescence than in maturity. What happens is a kind of inundation, of invasion of the undeveloped personality, the empty (swept and garnished) room, by the stronger personality of the poet. The same thing may happen at a later age to persons who have [103] not done much reading. One author takes complete possession of us for a time; then another; and finally they begin to affect each other in our mind. We weigh one against another; we see that each has qualities absent from others, and qualities incompatible with the qualities of others: we begin to be, in fact, critical; and it is our growing critical power which protects us from excessive possession by any one literary personality. The good critic – and we should all try to be critics, and not leave criticism to the fellows who write reviews in the papers – is the man who, to a keen and abiding sensibility, joins wide and increasingly discriminating reading. Wide reading is not valuable as a kind of hoarding, an accumulation of knowledge, or what sometimes is meant by the term ‘a well-stocked mind’. It is valuable because in the process of being affected by one powerful personality after another, we cease to be dominated by any one, or by any small number. The very different views of life, cohabiting in our minds, affect each other, and our own personality asserts itself and gives each a place in some arrangement peculiar to ourself.

            11 It is simply not true that works of fiction, prose or verse, that is to say works depicting the actions, thoughts and words and passions of imaginary human beings, directly extend our knowledge of life. Direct knowledge of life is knowledge directly in [104] relation to ourselves, it is our knowledge of how people behave in general, of what they are like in general, in so far as that part of life in which we ourselves have participated gives us material for generalisation. Knowledge of life obtained through fiction is only possible by another stage of self-consciousness. That is to say, it can only be a knowledge of other people’s knowledge of life, not of life itself. So far as we are taken up with the happenings in any novel in the same way in which we are taken up with what happens under our 78eyes, we are acquiring at least as much falsehood as truth. But when we are developed enough to say:

            
               This is the view of life of a person who was a good observer within his limits, Dickens, or Thackeray, or George Eliot, or Balzac; but he looked at it in a different way from me, because he was a different man; he even selected rather different things to look at, or the same things in a different order of importance, because he was a different man; so what I am looking at is the world as seen by a particular mind

            

            – then we are in a position to gain something from reading fiction. We are learning something about life from these authors direct, just as we learn something from the reading of history direct; but these authors are only really helping us when we can see, and allow for, their differences from ourselves.

            12 Now what we get, as we gradually grow up and [105] read more and more, and read a greater diversity of authors, is a variety of views of life. But what people commonly assume, I suspect, is that we gain this experience of other men’s views of life only by ‘improving reading’. This, it is supposed, is a reward we get by applying ourselves to Shakespeare, and Dante, and Goethe, and Emerson, and Carlyle, and dozens of other respectable writers. The rest of our reading for amusement is merely killing time. But I incline to come to the alarming conclusion that it is just the literature that we read for ‘amusement’, or ‘purely for pleasure’ that may have the greatest, and least suspected influence upon us. It is the literature which we read with the least effort that can have the easiest and most insidious influence upon us. Hence it is that the influence of popular novelists, and of popular plays of contemporary life, requires to be scrutinised most closely. And it is chiefly contemporary literature that the majority of people ever read in this attitude of ‘purely for pleasure’, of pure passivity.

            13 The relation of what I have been saying to the subject announced for my discourse should now be a little more apparent. Though we may read literature merely for pleasure, of ‘entertainment’ or of ‘aesthetic enjoyment, this reading never affects simply a sort of special sense: it affects us as entire human beings; it affects our moral and religious existence. [106] And I say that while individual modern writers of eminence can be improving, contemporary literature as a whole tends to be degrading. And that even the effect of the better writers, in an age like ours, may be degrading to some readers; for we must remember that what a writer does to people is not necessarily what he intends to do. It may be only 79what people are capable of having done to them. People exercise an unconscious selection, in being influenced. A writer like D. H. Lawrence may be in his effect either beneficial or pernicious. I am not even sure that I have not had some pernicious influence myself.

            14 At this point I anticipate a rejoinder from the liberal-minded, from all those who are convinced that if everybody says what he thinks, and does what he likes, things will somehow, by some automatic compensation and adjustment, come right in the end. ‘Let everything be tried,’ they say, ‘and if it is a mistake, then we shall learn by experience.’ This argument might have some value, if we were always the same generation upon earth; or if, as we know to be not the case, people ever learned much from the experience of their elders. These liberals are convinced that only by what is called unrestrained individualism, will truth ever emerge. Ideas, views of life, they think, issue distinct from independent heads, and in consequence of their knocking vio-[107]lently against each other, the fittest survive, and truth rises triumphant. Any one who dissents from this view must be either a medievalist, wishful only to set back the clock, or else a fascist, and probably both.

            15 If the mass of contemporary authors were really individualists, every one of them inspired Blakes, each with his separate vision, and if the mass of the contemporary public were really a mass of individuals, there might be something to be said for this attitude. But this is not, and never has been, and never will be. It is not only that the reading individual to-day (or at any day) is not enough an individual to be able to absorb all the ‘views of life’ of all the authors pressed upon us by the publishers’ advertisements and reviewers, and to be able to arrive at wisdom by considering one against another. It is that the contemporary authors are not individuals enough either. It is not that the world of separate individuals of the liberal democrat is undesirable; it is simply that this world does not exist. For the reader of contemporary literature is not, like the reader of the established great literature of all time, exposing himself to the influence of divers and contradictory personalities; he is exposing himself to a mass movement of writers who, each of them, think that they have something individually to offer, but are really all working together in the same direction. And there [108] never was a time, I believe, when the reading public was so large, or so helplessly exposed to the influences of its own time. There never was a time, I believe, when those who read at all, read so many more books by living authors than books by dead authors; there never was a time so completely parochial, so shut off from the past. There may be too many publishers; there are certainly too many books published; and the journals ever incite the reader to ‘keep up’ with 80what is being published. Individualistic democracy has come to high tide: and it is more difficult to-day to be an individual than it ever was before.

            16 Within itself, modern literature has perfectly valid distinctions of good and bad, better and worse: and I do not wish to suggest that I confound Mr Bernard Shaw with Mr Noel Coward, Mrs Woolf with Miss Mannin. On the other hand, I should like it to be clear that I am not defending a ‘high’-brow against a ‘low’-brow literature. What I do wish to affirm is that the whole of modern literature is corrupted by what I call Secularism, that it is simply unaware of, simply cannot understand the meaning of, the primacy of the supernatural over the natural life: of something which I assume to be our primary concern.

            17 I do not want to give the impression that I have delivered a mere fretful jeremiad against contempor-[109]ary literature. Assuming a common attitude between you, or some of you, and myself, the question is not so much, what is to be done about it? as, how should we behave towards it?

            18 I have suggested that the liberal attitude towards literature will not work. Even if the writers who make their attempt to impose their ‘view of life’ upon us were really distinct individuals, even if we as readers were distinct individuals, what would be the result? It would be, surely, that each reader would be impressed, in his reading, merely by what he was previously prepared to be impressed by; he would follow the ‘line of least resistance’, and there would be no assurance that he would be made a better man. For literary judgement we need to be acutely aware of two things at once: of ‘what we like’, and of ‘what we ought to like’. Few people are honest enough to know either. The first means knowing what we really feel: very few know that. The second involves understanding our shortcomings; for we do not really know what we ought to like unless we also know why we ought to like it, which involves knowing why we don’t yet like it. It is not enough to understand what we ought to be, unless we know what we are; and we do not understand what we are unless we know what we ought to be. The two forms of self-consciousness, knowing what we are and what we ought to be, must go together.

            [110] 19 It is our business, as readers of literature, to know what we like. It is our business, as Christians, as well as readers of literature, to know what we ought to like. It is our business as honest men not to assume that whatever we like is what we ought to like; and it is our business as honest Christians not to assume that we do like what we ought to like. And the last thing I would wish for would be the existence of two literatures, one for Christian consumption and the other for the pagan world. What I believe to be incumbent upon all Christians is the duty of maintaining consciously certain standards and criteria of criticism over and above 81those applied by the rest of the world; and that by these criteria and standards everything that we read must be tested. We must remember that the greater part of our current reading matter is written for us by people who have no real belief in a supernatural order, though some of it may be written by people with individual notions of a supernatural order which are not ours. And the greater part of our reading matter is coming to be written by people who not only have no such belief, but are even ignorant of the fact that there are still people in the world so ‘backward’ or so ‘eccentric’ as to continue to believe. So long as we are conscious of the gulf fixed between ourselves and the greater part of contemporary literature, we are more or less protected from being harmed by it, and are in a [111] position to extract from it what good it has to offer us.

            20 There are a very large number of people in the world to-day who believe that all ills are fundamentally economic. Some believe that various specific economic changes alone would be enough to set the world right; others demand more or less drastic changes in the social as well, changes chiefly of two opposed types. These changes demanded, and in some places carried out, are alike in one respect, that they hold the assumptions of what I call Secularism: they concern themselves only with changes of a temporal, material, and external nature; they concern themselves with morals only of a collective nature. In an exposition of one such new faith I read the following words:

            
               In our morality one test of any moral question is whether it impedes or destroys in any way the power of the individual to serve the State. (The individual) must answer the questions: ‘Does this action injure the nation? Does it injure other members of the nation? Does it injure my ability to serve the nation?’ And if the answer is clear on all those questions, the individual has absolute liberty to do as he will.

            

            21 Now I do not deny that this is a kind of morality, and that it is capable of great good within limits; but I think that we should all repudiate a morality which [112] had no higher ideal to set before us than that. It represents, of course, one of the violent reactions we are witnessing, against the view that the community is solely for the benefit of the individual; but it is equally a gospel of this world, and of this world alone. My complaint against modern literature is of the same kind. It is that modern literature is in the ordinary sense ‘immoral’ or even ‘amoral’; and in any case to prefer that charge would not be enough. It is simply that it repudiates, or is wholly ignorant of, our most fundamental and important beliefs; and that in consequence its tendency is to encourage its readers to get what they can out of life while it lasts, to miss no ‘experience’ that presents 82itself, and to sacrifice themselves, if they make any sacrifice at all, only for the sake of tangible benefits to others in this world either now or in the future. We shall certainly continue to read the best of its kind, of what our time provides; but we must tirelessly criticise it according to our own principles, and not merely according to the principles admitted by the writers and by the critics who discuss it in the public press.
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            1 I assume that we are all of one mind about the deplorable consequences of the schisms of Christianity, and are convinced of the vital importance of the reunion of Christendom. We are also aware that if Christendom were reunited tomorrow it would be far from coextensive with even the European world. Against it would be not only that considerable body of influence which is positively anti-Christian, but all the forces which we denominate Liberal, embracing all people who believe that the public affairs of this world and those of the next have nothing to do with each other; who believe that in a perfect world those who like golf could play golf, and those who like religion could go to church. We, on the other hand, feel convinced, however darkly, that our spiritual faith should give us some guidance in temporal matters; that if it does not, the fault is our own; that morality rests upon [114] religious sanction, and that the social organisation of the world rests upon moral sanction; that we can only judge of temporal values in the light of eternal values. We are committed to what in the eyes of the world must be a desperate belief, that a Christian world-order, the Christian world-order, is ultimately the only one which, from any point of view, will work.

            2 So far, in fact, as we individually concern ourselves with present social, political, economic problems, we as Catholics are committed to a much more searching analysis both of the problems and of every solution put forward, than the ordinary member of the public, or even the ordinary specialist, feels called upon to make. It is not merely that we exact of any 83system, before we give it our adherence, that it shall perform functions to which the ordinary system maker is indifferent: that, for instance, it shall recognise the place of ecclesiastical authority. The relation between the natural and the supernatural is not to be settled by a Concordat. What I have in mind is that only the Christian thinker is compelled to examine all his premises, and try to start from the fundamental terms and propositions. I am unqualified to discuss either political science or economics; and the latter science is to me more incomprehensible than mathematics. Nevertheless, I cannot help believing that the majority of actual practitioners of [115] both political and economic science, in their very effort to be scientific, to limit precisely, that is, the field of their activity, make assumptions which they are not only not entitled to make, but which they are not always conscious of making. All one’s views and theories, of course, have some ultimate relation to the kind of man one is. But only the Catholic, in practice, is under the manifest obligation to find out what sort of man he is – because he is under the obligation to improve that man according to definite ideals and standards. The non-Catholic, certainly the non-Christian philosopher, feeling no obligation to alter himself, and therefore no cogent need to understand himself, is apt to be under the sway of his prejudices, his social background, his individual tastes. So, I dare say, are we: but we at least, I hope, admit our duty to try to subdue them. This assertion may appear extremely presumptuous. But I speak not so much from my knowledge of economics, which is less than sketchy, but from my occasional acquaintance with economists.

            3 I feel, then, no confidence in any proposal for putting the world in order until the proposer has answered satisfactorily the question: what it the good life? Very often I fear, he can give no better answer than pointing to the kind of life that he, as a natural man and a separate individual, happens to like. Very few people, indeed, want to be better than [116] they are; or, to put it in more consecrated terms, hunger and thirst after righteousness. And what we happen to like as individuals outside of the main current which is the Catholic tradition is apt to be what our own sort of people within a narrow limit of place and time have been happening to like. We are likely to assume as eternal truths things that in fact have only been taken for granted by a small body of people or for a very short period of time. Instead of bringing to bear the whole history of our civilisation upon our particular emergencies we may be merely applying recent or local ways of thinking. A really satisfactory working philosophy of social action, as distinct from devices for getting ourselves out of a hole at the moment, requires not merely science but wisdom. It is perhaps too much to expect of any man to possess both 84specialised scientific power and wisdom: we cannot expect economists to help us until we know what we want of them. Ultimately our views, our selection among the solutions offered us, will differ – setting aside the part played by prejudice and self-interest – according to our views of human nature. This is not a matter of science, but of wisdom; and wisdom is only gained in two ways, and well gained only through both: a study of human nature through history, the actions of men in the past and the best that they have thought and written, and a study [117] through observation and experience of the men and women about us as we live.

            4 I believe that the Catholic Church, with its inheritance from Israel and from Greece, is still, as it always has been, the great repository of wisdom. Wisdom seems to be a commodity less and less available in educational institutions; for the methods and ideals coming into vogue in modern education, scientific specialisation on the one hand, and a treatment of the humanities either as a kind of pseudo-science or as superficial culture, are not calculated to cultivate a disposition towards wisdom: something which, certainly, educational institutions cannot teach, because it cannot be learnt in the time or wholly in such surroundings, but which they can teach us to desire, which they can teach us how to go about acquiring. The modern world separates the intellect and the emotions. What can be reduced to a science, in its narrow conception of ‘science’, whatever can be handled by sharpness of wit mastering a limited and technical material, it respects; the rest may be a waste of uncontrolled behaviour and immature emotion. I wish that the classical conception of wisdom might be restored, so that we might not be left wholly to the political scientist on the one hand, or the demagogue on the other. For the ordinary politician, wisdom is identified with expediency, for the political scientist it disappears in theory; but [118] wisdom, including political wisdom, can neither be abstracted to a science, nor reduced to a dodge; nor can you supply it by forming a committee composed of scientists and dodgers in equal numbers. And human wisdom, I add finally, cannot be separated from divine wisdom without tending to become merely worldly wisdom, as vain as folly itself.

            5 My purpose so far has been simply to put forward that we, as Catholics, cannot simply accept or reject the solutions offered by specialised theorists in the world, according to whether they appear on the surface to admit of a place for us and our faith. We have to criticise the moral assumptions, explicit or implicit, and recognise what are, from our point of view, the limitations and errors of their authors. And we ourselves, I suspect, are liable to fall into boobytraps of our own setting. We are in danger always of translating notions too literally from one order to 85another. I discern two chief pitfalls. The ideas of authority, of hierarchy, of discipline and order, applied inappropriately in the temporal sphere, may lead us into some error of absolutism or impossible theocracy. Or the ideas of humanity, brotherhood, equality before God, may lead us to affirm that the Christian can only be a socialist. Heresy is always possible; and where there is one possible heresy, there are always at least two; and when two doctrines contradict each other, we do [119] not always remember that both may be wrong. And heresy may extend, of course, into affairs of this world which people do not ordinarily judge according to such standards: we might expect to find it, for instance, in some forms of Fascism as well as in some forms of Socialism. It is inevitable, in any organisation of men which does not recognise the Christian foundations of society. And we need not be surprised to find two antithetical heresies existing in conjunction. The conception of individual liberty, for instance, must be based upon the unique importance of every single soul, the knowledge that every man is ultimately responsible for his own salvation or damnation, and the consequent obligation of society to allow every individual the opportunity to develop his full humanity. But unless this humanity is considered always in relation to God, we may expect to find an excessive love of created beings, in other words humanitarianism, leading to a genuine oppression of human beings in what is conceived by other human beings to be their interest. I consider that only Christian and Catholic thought, operating in the sphere of sociology, can save us from these extremes which only create worse confusion when they meet. The heresy is often more plausible, more apparently rational, and also more expedient at the moment, than the true faith. For wisdom is not arrived at by a strictly logical conclusion from [120] agreed premisses; you have often no means of compelling by reason those to accept who do not want to accept. It is obvious that the second half of the Summary of the Law is a delusion and a cheat if you erase the first half; but how will you prove that to the enthusiast and the system-builder? It is something which we know to be true, by what may indeed be called worldly wisdom: for true worldly wisdom leads up to, and is fulfilled in, and is incomplete without, other-worldly wisdom.

            6 I am not for a moment suggesting that theories of what should be done to save the world, either general or particularised, are inevitably wrong or useless when they have not been built on Christian and Catholic foundations. But let us take, for example, an institution about which most of us know a little and a very few, of whom I am not one, know a great deal. I am not denying the utility of the League of Nations either in the years of its existence or in the future when I suggest that it should have 86been obvious at the start that the League could never fulfil the aspirations of its founders. The whole conception seems to me to date from the period of Rousseau, and to illustrate that exaggerated faith in human reason to which people of undisciplined emotions are prone. The assumption was that you could take European society, in the disorganised and hysterical state in which it was in 1918, accepting rather than [121] deprecating the nationalism which was already developed and which was bound to develop further, impose upon it a fictitious federal union, provide a central machinery with a democratic organisation in which not only powerful nations and weak, but important and unimportant nations, more and less civilised nations, were to meet in nominal approximation to equality, and expect reasonableness and enlightened self-interest to settle all difficulties. I may be wrong, but I should be surprised if I was altogether wrong. And what then is the League of Nations to-day? It is a machine; I dare say, like most machines the component parts of which are human beings associated in committee, that it has too many parts; but still an efficient machine for the lesser tasks for which men see fit to employ it. It has settled minor disputes between minor members in such a way as to preserve what was most vital: peace and the self-respect of both parties. In matters upon which the majority of civilised nations is still civilised enough to maintain, or to be obliged to profess, common principles, and in which the interest of no nation is to the damage of another, but the interests of all are identical as against lawless elements within each – such as Drug Traffic and Slavery, black or white – in matters like these, I believe, the League of Nations may well justify, and probably has already justified its founda-[122]tion and its expense. But in matters in which powerful interests and passions are at work, it must rely, like all democratic government, upon a balance of interests, rather than upon common interest, upon prudential ethics, not religious ethics. It is Modernism in the political field. I am not attacking the League, but seeking for a definition of its limitations: it can function all the better, if we recognise what these limitations are. But it would be better still if its inventors had themselves seen these limitations, for what sentimentalism initiates, cynicism and intrigue can exploit.

            7 The Catholic should have high ideals – or rather, I should say absolute ideals – and moderate expectations: the heretic, whether he call himself fascist, or communist, or democrat or rationalist, always has low ideals and great expectations. For I say that all ambitions of an earthly paradise are informed by low ideals. I am not condemning all schemes for the betterment of mankind which are not the product of Catholic thinking; but only affirming that all such schemes, as well as our own when we are 87occupied with immediate temporal emergencies, must be submitted to such examination as only Catholic wisdom can supply. Confronted with any definitely anti-Christian system of society, we are sure that such a system, because founded on falsehood, cannot ever work properly. And by ‘proper working’ we imply [123] also in the long run happiness on the lowest normal human level. Compared with any degree of Christian society that has ever been actual, there have been, or are said to have been, primitive societies in which were found a far higher average of pleasure and a far lower average of pain: advocates of sex reform are always referring us to the manners of the happy Trobriand Islanders. In comparison with any primitive society we can only say that the quality of pleasure and happiness prevailing in such society is too low to attract any civilised person: even the lowest of civilised individuals cannot adapt himself to such society without deteriorating and incidentally, in many cases, corrupting the natives with him. But it is not with the choice between civilised and primitive society that we actually have to deal; it is with the choice between Christian, non-Christian and anti-Christian orders. With the second of these we are all familiar, and we know how it works. And the third, we are sure, will not work either.

            8 What we have to aim at is not merely an order which will not contradict the Christian order, an order in which Christians and non-Christians can accommodate themselves in perfect harmony: any programme that a Catholic can envisage must aim at the conversion of the whole world. The only positive unification of the world, we believe, is re-[124]ligious unification; by which we do not mean simply universal submission to one world-wide ecclesiastical hierarchy, but cultural unity in religion – which is not the same thing as cultural uniformity. And any general scheme of international harmony put forward as a substitute for religious unity is likely to be more of a menace than a hope. It will distract men’s minds from the real issues, it will soothe them with an illusory sense of virtue and security; and like every structure built only by human reason, will eventually fall beneath the impact of human passions, leaving only a bitter and unnecessary disillusionment. It is only the Catholic who cannot be disillusioned.

            9 Our duty, it seems to me, with regard to all purely secular attempts to set the world right, is to welcome them for what they are worth, when they have any good in them, and at the same time proclaim their limitations and the danger of expecting more of them than such human inventions can perform. We have been undeceived about developments which at one time or another were expected to bring unity to the world. At one time, progress and enlightenment were expected to do it; and the 88spread of democracy and Parliamentary institutions. I am afraid that this meant, so far as Britain and America were concerned, a belief that the one thing necessary was for the rest of the world to model itself or be modelled [125] by force upon Britain or America respectively. The fact is that it is very difficult for any of us to know in what ways we are superior to other peoples, and in what ways merely different. At a later time, what was called the conquest of space was expected, by increasing facilities of communication between peoples, to favour understanding. The conquest of space has made it possible for peoples to fight from greater distances, but in other ways has not done all that it should: in America, thanks to the conquest of space, you can get fresh vegetables and fruit at any time of the year, and none of it has any flavour. Standardisation was expected to unify peoples, though perhaps at the price of monotony; standardisation has tended to make peoples alike where they had better be different, and you can hear the same kind of music from any wireless station in Europe; but to exist in amity peoples need something more in common than a dance-step, or a universal mastery of Ford cars. More recently, we have often heard that the economic and financial interdependence of nations makes harmony and common action, if not inevitable, at least imperative: we must agree, or we shall perish. You can put a variety of savage beasts together in one cage, and tell them that they must tolerate each other and share their food equably or they will perish: but it would be simpler and more humane to confine them in different cages according [126] to their kind. Such interdependence of peoples of widely different emotional organisation begins to appear now to be merely multiplying occasions of discord; and to hope for anything from it is the illusory reward of those who continue to perform oblations to that deceitful goddess of Reason who was only born some hundred and fifty years ago.

            10 It is interesting to observe that some of the more astute of the children of this economic world are beginning to suspect that internationalism can be the enemy of international amity. Sardonic critics have even suggested that travel bureaux ought to be suppressed, except perhaps for the purpose of facilitating religious pilgrimages; for the more peoples see of each other, these philosophers maintain, the more opportunity they have for misunderstanding and disliking each other: everyone remembers the occasion on which he was swindled, treated rudely, or given a bad meal and an uncomfortable bed whilst on his travels. But a more moderate critic, for whom I have considerable respect, Mr Maynard Keynes, has recently put forward some suggestions in this direction in two interesting articles in The New Statesman. Mr Keynes deprecates the system under which every small investor is partially dependent on income from industries, 89often at the ends of the earth, of which he has no knowledge and over which he has no control; he would like to see management [127] and ownership brought closer together. It has long seemed to me that many international enterprises, as well as international politics, had swollen to such magnitude that they were beyond the power of the human mind to control efficiently, safely, and with due respect to the interests of everyone concerned. We have several notable cases in recent years in which the character of the man in power, rather than his mind, has broken down under the strain: to the hardship or ruin of almost innumerable victims. And this desire for a simplification of international relations, to which Mr Keynes has given voice, seems to me to have some connexion with the yearning towards regionalism which we have observed springing up spontaneously in various parts of the world; in America, in Scotland, and even I have been told in North Germany. With such movement, after we have deducted the political nonsense and the sentimental-retrospective-literary nonsense, I am instinctively in sympathy; as I also am, again entirely on instinct, for I have no gift whatever for abstruse thinking, with some kind of credit-reform and with distributism. I have little hope for the future of America until that country falls apart into its natural components, divisions which would not be simply those of the old North and South and still less those of the forty-eight states.

            11 I imagine that my general sympathies and tenden-[128]cies, in the matter of social and economic reform, are similar to those which individual members of this School have expressed. But of one thing I feel more and more sure, and that is that the Catholic cannot commit himself utterly and absolutely to any one form of temporal order. I do not mean by this that he must remain aloof, or refuse the champion any cause or adopt any course to which reason, sensibility and wisdom converge to point; but that his attitude must be always relative, that he must never devote the same passion to any Kingdom of this world that he should render to the Kingdom of God. There are many possible occasions on which he may suitably give up his life for temporal causes, but never his sense of values; remembering the Platonic hint that nothing in this world is wholly serious – that ‘nothing’ including of course the prolongation of one’s own existence in the world. I do not mean either that I wish to draw, or would allow to be drawn, a line between spiritual and temporal affairs. It is not, I trust, merely because we happen to be Catholics and public-spirited individuals, that we are interested in public and international affairs, but because our Faith is of a kind that compels us to the latter interest. Accordingly, if we are to contribute our share, not merely as citizens, but as Catholic citizens, we must not be content to peruse blue books, 90newspapers, and political and economic treatises; we [129] must first of all become thoroughly conversant with our own theology.

            12 I make this reservation, and draw this distinction, because I feel that the outside world will always be ready to grasp at any excuse to pretend that Catholics, and especially Anglo-Catholics, are committed to some social programme which becomes practically identified with their Faith. Perhaps these misunderstandings cancel out: we are qualified as bigoted reactionaries, or as reckless socialists, according to the disposition of the hostile critic and the tendencies of some individual Catholic whom he has in mind. I think that the virtue of tolerance is greatly overestimated, and I have no objection to being called a bigot myself; but that is an individual concern. But I am the more careful in the matter, because some years ago I made, wisely or unwisely, a brief announcement of faith religious, political and literary which became too easily quotable. It may have given some critics the impression that for me all these three were inextricable and of equal importance.

            13 In any public causes to which we may devote ourselves, we are always likely to find ourselves allied with non-Catholics of good will; and we have sometimes to remind ourselves of the very different presuppositions which can underlie a common action. I have already suggested that the world is liable to [130] set its ideals too low and its expectations too high; that it is apt to put a blind faith in mechanism; that it is apt to hope that an intelligent recognition of material interests and possibilities, arrived at by conferences and reports, will set things right. It expects too much from vague benevolence, and refuses to face the fact that no great change can ever come without a moral conversion. It lives in the constant expectation of some material miracle, and follows a will o’ the wisp which to some eyes takes the shape of Prosperity, and to others that of Revolution.

            14 This moral laziness and evasion is something that we must combat. Here again, however, I do not wish to contrast the Church with the world as if they were everywhere in conflict, or as if the actual Church were an entity with its own policy in every contingency, or as if the world was always wrong and the Church always right. The more minute the particular, the more possibility of legitimate divergency of opinion amongst Churchmen; and in any case I have wished to draw attention to the obligation on the part of church people who interest themselves in public affairs, to make as sure as they can of their foundations and motives, and to distinguish in any programme of action that they may devise, between eternal premisses and the conclusions which they draw and the devices which they invent. The majority of devout Protestants 91who interest them-[131]selves in public well-doing apply their faith to their works without examination, and their specific Christianity is visible chiefly in their disinterestedness, self-sacrifice and emotional fervour. The Catholic with a more definite theology, and I hope a greater practice in self-examination, will make more realistic observation of what he is doing and why; a Catholic training is, I believe, more calculated to ensure a proper balance between head and heart. I believe also that Catholics should, in any questions of foreign relations, be able to feel a sympathy with foreign points of view which is much better worth having and more effective than diffuse good-will. I believe that there is a Catholic habit of thought and of feeling, which is a bond between Catholics of the most diverse races, nations, classes and cultures; I have sometimes been sadly aware of it, on the other hand, with English and American friends of indeterminate religious allegiance, by being brought up suddenly in conversation with the realisation that our presuppositions, what we took for granted in discussing some particular problem, were utterly different. Let us hope that these differences between our own people and ourselves will eventually disappear, and meanwhile and always take advantage of such understanding as is possible elsewhere.

            15 It is possible that the period in which we live – if [132] we could see it from a distant enough perspective – may be one of progressive decline of civilisation. That is a form of speculation in which I am not interested. There is a certain saving egotism – if we choose to call it egotism – which prevents us from despair so long as we believe that there is anything that we can do which may possibly help to improve matters. It is part of the function of a school like this to clarify our minds about the possible points of immediate action, as well as on first principles. I hope that I have not failed to affirm that there may always be schemes, initiated by non-Christian and non-Catholic minds with purely temporal motives and aims, to which we can give unqualified support; and by supporting them give them a firmer justification and inform them with Christian truth. There are, surely, ways of reorganising the mechanisms of this world, which in bringing about a greater degree of justice and peace on that plane will also facilitate the development of the Christian life and the salvation of souls. We recognise that possibility in every work of slum-clearance and housing reform. And whereas no man may excuse his own shortcomings by the difficulties he finds in living a Christian life in the actual world, but must rather consider every difficulty as an opportunity, we must do all that we can to reduce the difficulties for other people. One of these difficulties, of which I have not spoken, but [133] which you will no doubt discuss during the next few days, is 92War. I think that no one can doubt that war in the form in which we have known it in our time, while it gives a few affirmed Christians the opportunity to realise their virtue in action – whether in submission or in protest – and while it often brings out amazing natural virtues, is on the whole degrading. Yet I have no more sympathy with the purely humanitarian attitude toward war than with the humanitarian attitude toward anything else: I should not enjoy the prospect of abolishing suffering without at the same time perfecting human nature. In face of any naturally horrifying phenomenon like war we must measure the suffering, direct and indirect, against the spiritual goods which may come of suffering. We may find that the proportion of futile suffering, and of that kind of suffering which makes men worse rather than better, which abates their human dignity and deadens their sense of responsibility, is far too high; and that the total effect is at best one of futility. What we have to concern ourselves with primarily is the causes in modern society, in our industrial and financial machinery it may be, which bring about the kind of war which we have experienced; and to give our adherence to all alterations in that machinery which tend to remove the motives. We do not, I suppose, deny that society is very deeply affected morally and spiritually by [134] material conditions, even by a machinery which it has constructed piecemeal and with short-sighted aims. This is not to accept any doctrine of determinism, for it means no more than that society, and the majority of individuals composing it, are only imperfectly conscious of what they are doing, directed by impure motives and aiming at false goods.

            16 In the long run, I believe that the Catholic Faith is also the only practical one. That does not mean that we are provided with an infallible calculating machine for knowing what should be done in any contingency; it means perpetual new thinking to meet perpetually changing situations. The attitude of the Catholic towards any form of organisation, national or international, must always be a specific attitude toward a specific situation. There is a fallacy in democracy, for instance, in assuming that a majority of natural and unregenerate men is likely to want the right things; there may also be a fallacy in dictatorship in so far as it represents a willingness of a majority to surrender responsibility. In nations so self-contained as to be able to ignore each other, culture and perhaps even blood would become too inbred; but if the races of the world mixed until racial strains and local cultures disappeared, the result might be still more disastrous. There must always be a middle way, though sometimes a devious way when natural obstacles have to be [135] circumvented; and this middle way will, I think, be found to be the way of orthodoxy: a way 93of mediation, but never, in those matters which permanently matter, a way of compromise.
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