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HERETICS

by



G�lbert K. Chesterton

"To My Father"

Source

Heret�cs was copyr�ghted �n 1905 by the John Lane Company. Th�s
electron�c text �s der�ved from the twelfth (1919) ed�t�on publ�shed by the
John Lane Company of New York C�ty and pr�nted by the Pl�mpton Press of
Norwood, Massachusetts. The text carefully follows that of the publ�shed
ed�t�on (�nclud�ng Br�t�sh spell�ng).

The Author

G�lbert Ke�th Chesterton was born �n London, England on the 29th of
May, 1874. Though he cons�dered h�mself a mere "roll�ck�ng journal�st," he
was actually a prol�f�c and g�fted wr�ter �n v�rtually every area of l�terature.
A man of strong op�n�ons and enormously talented at defend�ng them, h�s
exuberant personal�ty nevertheless allowed h�m to ma�nta�n warm
fr�endsh�ps w�th people—such as George Bernard Shaw and H. G. Wells—
w�th whom he vehemently d�sagreed.

Chesterton had no d�ff�culty stand�ng up for what he bel�eved. He was
one of the few journal�sts to oppose the Boer War. H�s 1922 "Eugen�cs and



Other Ev�ls" attacked what was at that t�me the most progress�ve of all
�deas, the �dea that the human race could and should breed a super�or
vers�on of �tself. In the Naz� exper�ence, h�story demonstrated the w�sdom
of h�s once "react�onary" v�ews.

H�s poetry runs the gamut from the com�c 1908 "On Runn�ng After
One's Hat" to dark and ser�ous ballads. Dur�ng the dark days of 1940, when
Br�ta�n stood v�rtually alone aga�nst the armed m�ght of Naz� Germany,
these l�nes from h�s 1911 Ballad of the Wh�te Horse were often quoted:

I tell you naught for your comfort,
Yea, naught for your des�re,
Save that the sky grows darker yet
And the sea r�ses h�gher.

Though not wr�tten for a scholarly aud�ence, h�s b�ograph�es of authors
and h�stor�cal f�gures l�ke Charles D�ckens and St. Franc�s of Ass�s� often
conta�n br�ll�ant �ns�ghts �nto the�r subjects. H�s Father Brown mystery
stor�es, wr�tten between 1911 and 1936, are st�ll be�ng read and adapted for
telev�s�on.

H�s pol�t�cs f�tted w�th h�s deep d�strust of concentrated wealth and
power of any sort. Along w�th h�s fr�end H�la�re Belloc and �n books l�ke
the 1910 "What's Wrong w�th the World" he advocated a v�ew called
"D�str�but�on�sm" that was best summed up by h�s express�on that every
man ought to be allowed to own "three acres and a cow." Though not
known as a pol�t�cal th�nker, h�s pol�t�cal �nfluence has c�rcled the world.
Some see �n h�m the father of the "small �s beaut�ful" movement and a
newspaper art�cle by h�m �s cred�ted w�th provok�ng Gandh� to seek a
"genu�ne" nat�onal�sm for Ind�a rather than one that �m�tated the Br�t�sh.

Heret�cs belongs to yet another area of l�terature at wh�ch Chesterton
excelled. A fun-lov�ng and gregar�ous man, he was nevertheless troubled �n
h�s adolescence by thoughts of su�c�de. In Chr�st�an�ty he found the answers
to the d�lemmas and paradoxes he saw �n l�fe. Other books �n that same
ser�es �nclude h�s 1908 Orthodoxy (wr�tten �n response to attacks on th�s
book) and h�s 1925 The Everlast�ng Man. Orthodoxy �s also ava�lable as
electron�c text.



Chesterton d�ed on the 14th of June, 1936 �n Beaconsf�eld,
Buck�nghamsh�re, England. Dur�ng h�s l�fe he publ�shed 69 books and at
least another ten based on h�s wr�t�ngs have been publ�shed after h�s death.
Many of those books are st�ll �n pr�nt. Ignat�us Press �s systemat�cally
publ�sh�ng h�s collected wr�t�ngs.
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I. Introductory Remarks on the Importance of
Orthodoxy

Noth�ng more strangely �nd�cates an enormous and s�lent ev�l of modern
soc�ety than the extraord�nary use wh�ch �s made nowadays of the word
"orthodox." In former days the heret�c was proud of not be�ng a heret�c. It



was the k�ngdoms of the world and the pol�ce and the judges who were
heret�cs. He was orthodox. He had no pr�de �n hav�ng rebelled aga�nst them;
they had rebelled aga�nst h�m. The arm�es w�th the�r cruel secur�ty, the
k�ngs w�th the�r cold faces, the decorous processes of State, the reasonable
processes of law—all these l�ke sheep had gone astray. The man was proud
of be�ng orthodox, was proud of be�ng r�ght. If he stood alone �n a howl�ng
w�lderness he was more than a man; he was a church. He was the centre of
the un�verse; �t was round h�m that the stars swung. All the tortures torn out
of forgotten hells could not make h�m adm�t that he was heret�cal. But a few
modern phrases have made h�m boast of �t. He says, w�th a consc�ous laugh,
"I suppose I am very heret�cal," and looks round for applause. The word
"heresy" not only means no longer be�ng wrong; �t pract�cally means be�ng
clear-headed and courageous. The word "orthodoxy" not only no longer
means be�ng r�ght; �t pract�cally means be�ng wrong. All th�s can mean one
th�ng, and one th�ng only. It means that people care less for whether they
are ph�losoph�cally r�ght. For obv�ously a man ought to confess h�mself
crazy before he confesses h�mself heret�cal. The Bohem�an, w�th a red t�e,
ought to p�que h�mself on h�s orthodoxy. The dynam�ter, lay�ng a bomb,
ought to feel that, whatever else he �s, at least he �s orthodox.

It �s fool�sh, generally speak�ng, for a ph�losopher to set f�re to another
ph�losopher �n Sm�thf�eld Market because they do not agree �n the�r theory
of the un�verse. That was done very frequently �n the last decadence of the
M�ddle Ages, and �t fa�led altogether �n �ts object. But there �s one th�ng that
�s �nf�n�tely more absurd and unpract�cal than burn�ng a man for h�s
ph�losophy. Th�s �s the hab�t of say�ng that h�s ph�losophy does not matter,
and th�s �s done un�versally �n the twent�eth century, �n the decadence of the
great revolut�onary per�od. General theor�es are everywhere contemned; the
doctr�ne of the R�ghts of Man �s d�sm�ssed w�th the doctr�ne of the Fall of
Man. Athe�sm �tself �s too theolog�cal for us to-day. Revolut�on �tself �s too
much of a system; l�berty �tself �s too much of a restra�nt. We w�ll have no
general�zat�ons. Mr. Bernard Shaw has put the v�ew �n a perfect ep�gram:
"The golden rule �s that there �s no golden rule." We are more and more to
d�scuss deta�ls �n art, pol�t�cs, l�terature. A man's op�n�on on tramcars
matters; h�s op�n�on on Bott�cell� matters; h�s op�n�on on all th�ngs does not
matter. He may turn over and explore a m�ll�on objects, but he must not f�nd



that strange object, the un�verse; for �f he does he w�ll have a rel�g�on, and
be lost. Everyth�ng matters—except everyth�ng.

Examples are scarcely needed of th�s total lev�ty on the subject of
cosm�c ph�losophy. Examples are scarcely needed to show that, whatever
else we th�nk of as affect�ng pract�cal affa�rs, we do not th�nk �t matters
whether a man �s a pess�m�st or an opt�m�st, a Cartes�an or a Hegel�an, a
mater�al�st or a sp�r�tual�st. Let me, however, take a random �nstance. At
any �nnocent tea-table we may eas�ly hear a man say, "L�fe �s not worth
l�v�ng." We regard �t as we regard the statement that �t �s a f�ne day; nobody
th�nks that �t can poss�bly have any ser�ous effect on the man or on the
world. And yet �f that utterance were really bel�eved, the world would stand
on �ts head. Murderers would be g�ven medals for sav�ng men from l�fe;
f�remen would be denounced for keep�ng men from death; po�sons would
be used as med�c�nes; doctors would be called �n when people were well;
the Royal Humane Soc�ety would be rooted out l�ke a horde of assass�ns.
Yet we never speculate as to whether the conversat�onal pess�m�st w�ll
strengthen or d�sorgan�ze soc�ety; for we are conv�nced that theor�es do not
matter.

Th�s was certa�nly not the �dea of those who �ntroduced our freedom.
When the old L�berals removed the gags from all the heres�es, the�r �dea
was that rel�g�ous and ph�losoph�cal d�scover�es m�ght thus be made. The�r
v�ew was that cosm�c truth was so �mportant that every one ought to bear
�ndependent test�mony. The modern �dea �s that cosm�c truth �s so
un�mportant that �t cannot matter what any one says. The former freed
�nqu�ry as men loose a noble hound; the latter frees �nqu�ry as men fl�ng
back �nto the sea a f�sh unf�t for eat�ng. Never has there been so l�ttle
d�scuss�on about the nature of men as now, when, for the f�rst t�me, any one
can d�scuss �t. The old restr�ct�on meant that only the orthodox were
allowed to d�scuss rel�g�on. Modern l�berty means that nobody �s allowed to
d�scuss �t. Good taste, the last and v�lest of human superst�t�ons, has
succeeded �n s�lenc�ng us where all the rest have fa�led. S�xty years ago �t
was bad taste to be an avowed athe�st. Then came the Bradlaugh�tes, the last
rel�g�ous men, the last men who cared about God; but they could not alter �t.
It �s st�ll bad taste to be an avowed athe�st. But the�r agony has ach�eved just
th�s—that now �t �s equally bad taste to be an avowed Chr�st�an.



Emanc�pat�on has only locked the sa�nt �n the same tower of s�lence as the
heres�arch. Then we talk about Lord Anglesey and the weather, and call �t
the complete l�berty of all the creeds.

But there are some people, nevertheless—and I am one of them—who
th�nk that the most pract�cal and �mportant th�ng about a man �s st�ll h�s
v�ew of the un�verse. We th�nk that for a landlady cons�der�ng a lodger, �t �s
�mportant to know h�s �ncome, but st�ll more �mportant to know h�s
ph�losophy. We th�nk that for a general about to f�ght an enemy, �t �s
�mportant to know the enemy's numbers, but st�ll more �mportant to know
the enemy's ph�losophy. We th�nk the quest�on �s not whether the theory of
the cosmos affects matters, but whether �n the long run, anyth�ng else
affects them. In the f�fteenth century men cross-exam�ned and tormented a
man because he preached some �mmoral att�tude; �n the n�neteenth century
we feted and flattered Oscar W�lde because he preached such an att�tude,
and then broke h�s heart �n penal serv�tude because he carr�ed �t out. It may
be a quest�on wh�ch of the two methods was the more cruel; there can be no
k�nd of quest�on wh�ch was the more lud�crous. The age of the Inqu�s�t�on
has not at least the d�sgrace of hav�ng produced a soc�ety wh�ch made an
�dol of the very same man for preach�ng the very same th�ngs wh�ch �t made
h�m a conv�ct for pract�s�ng.

Now, �n our t�me, ph�losophy or rel�g�on, our theory, that �s, about
ult�mate th�ngs, has been dr�ven out, more or less s�multaneously, from two
f�elds wh�ch �t used to occupy. General �deals used to dom�nate l�terature.
They have been dr�ven out by the cry of "art for art's sake." General �deals
used to dom�nate pol�t�cs. They have been dr�ven out by the cry of
"eff�c�ency," wh�ch may roughly be translated as "pol�t�cs for pol�t�cs' sake."
Pers�stently for the last twenty years the �deals of order or l�berty have
dw�ndled �n our books; the amb�t�ons of w�t and eloquence have dw�ndled
�n our parl�aments. L�terature has purposely become less pol�t�cal; pol�t�cs
have purposely become less l�terary. General theor�es of the relat�on of
th�ngs have thus been extruded from both; and we are �n a pos�t�on to ask,
"What have we ga�ned or lost by th�s extrus�on? Is l�terature better, �s
pol�t�cs better, for hav�ng d�scarded the moral�st and the ph�losopher?"



When everyth�ng about a people �s for the t�me grow�ng weak and
�neffect�ve, �t beg�ns to talk about eff�c�ency. So �t �s that when a man's body
�s a wreck he beg�ns, for the f�rst t�me, to talk about health. V�gorous
organ�sms talk not about the�r processes, but about the�r a�ms. There cannot
be any better proof of the phys�cal eff�c�ency of a man than that he talks
cheerfully of a journey to the end of the world. And there cannot be any
better proof of the pract�cal eff�c�ency of a nat�on than that �t talks
constantly of a journey to the end of the world, a journey to the Judgment
Day and the New Jerusalem. There can be no stronger s�gn of a coarse
mater�al health than the tendency to run after h�gh and w�ld �deals; �t �s �n
the f�rst exuberance of �nfancy that we cry for the moon. None of the strong
men �n the strong ages would have understood what you meant by work�ng
for eff�c�ency. H�ldebrand would have sa�d that he was work�ng not for
eff�c�ency, but for the Cathol�c Church. Danton would have sa�d that he was
work�ng not for eff�c�ency, but for l�berty, equal�ty, and fratern�ty. Even �f
the �deal of such men were s�mply the �deal of k�ck�ng a man downsta�rs,
they thought of the end l�ke men, not of the process l�ke paralyt�cs. They
d�d not say, "Eff�c�ently elevat�ng my r�ght leg, us�ng, you w�ll not�ce, the
muscles of the th�gh and calf, wh�ch are �n excellent order, I—" The�r
feel�ng was qu�te d�fferent. They were so f�lled w�th the beaut�ful v�s�on of
the man ly�ng flat at the foot of the sta�rcase that �n that ecstasy the rest
followed �n a flash. In pract�ce, the hab�t of general�z�ng and �deal�z�ng d�d
not by any means mean worldly weakness. The t�me of b�g theor�es was the
t�me of b�g results. In the era of sent�ment and f�ne words, at the end of the
e�ghteenth century, men were really robust and effect�ve. The
sent�mental�sts conquered Napoleon. The cyn�cs could not catch De Wet. A
hundred years ago our affa�rs for good or ev�l were w�elded tr�umphantly by
rhetor�c�ans. Now our affa�rs are hopelessly muddled by strong, s�lent men.
And just as th�s repud�at�on of b�g words and b�g v�s�ons has brought forth a
race of small men �n pol�t�cs, so �t has brought forth a race of small men �n
the arts. Our modern pol�t�c�ans cla�m the colossal l�cense of Caesar and the
Superman, cla�m that they are too pract�cal to be pure and too patr�ot�c to be
moral; but the upshot of �t all �s that a med�ocr�ty �s Chancellor of the
Exchequer. Our new art�st�c ph�losophers call for the same moral l�cense,
for a freedom to wreck heaven and earth w�th the�r energy; but the upshot of
�t all �s that a med�ocr�ty �s Poet Laureate. I do not say that there are no
stronger men than these; but w�ll any one say that there are any men



stronger than those men of old who were dom�nated by the�r ph�losophy
and steeped �n the�r rel�g�on? Whether bondage be better than freedom may
be d�scussed. But that the�r bondage came to more than our freedom �t w�ll
be d�ff�cult for any one to deny.

The theory of the unmoral�ty of art has establ�shed �tself f�rmly �n the
str�ctly art�st�c classes. They are free to produce anyth�ng they l�ke. They
are free to wr�te a "Parad�se Lost" �n wh�ch Satan shall conquer God. They
are free to wr�te a "D�v�ne Comedy" �n wh�ch heaven shall be under the
floor of hell. And what have they done? Have they produced �n the�r
un�versal�ty anyth�ng grander or more beaut�ful than the th�ngs uttered by
the f�erce Gh�bbel�ne Cathol�c, by the r�g�d Pur�tan schoolmaster? We know
that they have produced only a few roundels. M�lton does not merely beat
them at h�s p�ety, he beats them at the�r own �rreverence. In all the�r l�ttle
books of verse you w�ll not f�nd a f�ner def�ance of God than Satan's. Nor
w�ll you f�nd the grandeur of pagan�sm felt as that f�ery Chr�st�an felt �t who
descr�bed Faranata l�ft�ng h�s head as �n d�sda�n of hell. And the reason �s
very obv�ous. Blasphemy �s an art�st�c effect, because blasphemy depends
upon a ph�losoph�cal conv�ct�on. Blasphemy depends upon bel�ef and �s
fad�ng w�th �t. If any one doubts th�s, let h�m s�t down ser�ously and try to
th�nk blasphemous thoughts about Thor. I th�nk h�s fam�ly w�ll f�nd h�m at
the end of the day �n a state of some exhaust�on.

Ne�ther �n the world of pol�t�cs nor that of l�terature, then, has the
reject�on of general theor�es proved a success. It may be that there have
been many moonstruck and m�slead�ng �deals that have from t�me to t�me
perplexed mank�nd. But assuredly there has been no �deal �n pract�ce so
moonstruck and m�slead�ng as the �deal of pract�cal�ty. Noth�ng has lost so
many opportun�t�es as the opportun�sm of Lord Rosebery. He �s, �ndeed, a
stand�ng symbol of th�s epoch—the man who �s theoret�cally a pract�cal
man, and pract�cally more unpract�cal than any theor�st. Noth�ng �n th�s
un�verse �s so unw�se as that k�nd of worsh�p of worldly w�sdom. A man
who �s perpetually th�nk�ng of whether th�s race or that race �s strong, of
whether th�s cause or that cause �s prom�s�ng, �s the man who w�ll never
bel�eve �n anyth�ng long enough to make �t succeed. The opportun�st
pol�t�c�an �s l�ke a man who should abandon b�ll�ards because he was beaten
at b�ll�ards, and abandon golf because he was beaten at golf. There �s



noth�ng wh�ch �s so weak for work�ng purposes as th�s enormous
�mportance attached to �mmed�ate v�ctory. There �s noth�ng that fa�ls l�ke
success.

And hav�ng d�scovered that opportun�sm does fa�l, I have been �nduced
to look at �t more largely, and �n consequence to see that �t must fa�l. I
perce�ve that �t �s far more pract�cal to beg�n at the beg�nn�ng and d�scuss
theor�es. I see that the men who k�lled each other about the orthodoxy of the
Homoous�on were far more sens�ble than the people who are quarrell�ng
about the Educat�on Act. For the Chr�st�an dogmat�sts were try�ng to
establ�sh a re�gn of hol�ness, and try�ng to get def�ned, f�rst of all, what was
really holy. But our modern educat�on�sts are try�ng to br�ng about a
rel�g�ous l�berty w�thout attempt�ng to settle what �s rel�g�on or what �s
l�berty. If the old pr�ests forced a statement on mank�nd, at least they
prev�ously took some trouble to make �t luc�d. It has been left for the
modern mobs of Angl�cans and Nonconform�sts to persecute for a doctr�ne
w�thout even stat�ng �t.

For these reasons, and for many more, I for one have come to bel�eve �n
go�ng back to fundamentals. Such �s the general �dea of th�s book. I w�sh to
deal w�th my most d�st�ngu�shed contemporar�es, not personally or �n a
merely l�terary manner, but �n relat�on to the real body of doctr�ne wh�ch
they teach. I am not concerned w�th Mr. Rudyard K�pl�ng as a v�v�d art�st or
a v�gorous personal�ty; I am concerned w�th h�m as a Heret�c—that �s to
say, a man whose v�ew of th�ngs has the hard�hood to d�ffer from m�ne. I
am not concerned w�th Mr. Bernard Shaw as one of the most br�ll�ant and
one of the most honest men al�ve; I am concerned w�th h�m as a Heret�c—
that �s to say, a man whose ph�losophy �s qu�te sol�d, qu�te coherent, and
qu�te wrong. I revert to the doctr�nal methods of the th�rteenth century,
�nsp�red by the general hope of gett�ng someth�ng done.

Suppose that a great commot�on ar�ses �n the street about someth�ng, let
us say a lamp-post, wh�ch many �nfluent�al persons des�re to pull down. A
grey-clad monk, who �s the sp�r�t of the M�ddle Ages, �s approached upon
the matter, and beg�ns to say, �n the ar�d manner of the Schoolmen, "Let us
f�rst of all cons�der, my brethren, the value of L�ght. If L�ght be �n �tself
good—" At th�s po�nt he �s somewhat excusably knocked down. All the



people make a rush for the lamp-post, the lamp-post �s down �n ten m�nutes,
and they go about congratulat�ng each other on the�r unmed�aeval
pract�cal�ty. But as th�ngs go on they do not work out so eas�ly. Some
people have pulled the lamp-post down because they wanted the electr�c
l�ght; some because they wanted old �ron; some because they wanted
darkness, because the�r deeds were ev�l. Some thought �t not enough of a
lamp-post, some too much; some acted because they wanted to smash
mun�c�pal mach�nery; some because they wanted to smash someth�ng. And
there �s war �n the n�ght, no man know�ng whom he str�kes. So, gradually
and �nev�tably, to-day, to-morrow, or the next day, there comes back the
conv�ct�on that the monk was r�ght after all, and that all depends on what �s
the ph�losophy of L�ght. Only what we m�ght have d�scussed under the gas-
lamp, we now must d�scuss �n the dark.

II. On the negat�ve sp�r�t

Much has been sa�d, and sa�d truly, of the monk�sh morb�d�ty, of the
hyster�a wh�ch as often gone w�th the v�s�ons of herm�ts or nuns. But let us
never forget that th�s v�s�onary rel�g�on �s, �n one sense, necessar�ly more
wholesome than our modern and reasonable moral�ty. It �s more wholesome
for th�s reason, that �t can contemplate the �dea of success or tr�umph �n the
hopeless f�ght towards the eth�cal �deal, �n what Stevenson called, w�th h�s
usual startl�ng fel�c�ty, "the lost f�ght of v�rtue." A modern moral�ty, on the
other hand, can only po�nt w�th absolute conv�ct�on to the horrors that
follow breaches of law; �ts only certa�nty �s a certa�nty of �ll. It can only
po�nt to �mperfect�on. It has no perfect�on to po�nt to. But the monk
med�tat�ng upon Chr�st or Buddha has �n h�s m�nd an �mage of perfect
health, a th�ng of clear colours and clean a�r. He may contemplate th�s �deal
wholeness and happ�ness far more than he ought; he may contemplate �t to
the neglect of exclus�on of essent�al THINGS; he may contemplate �t unt�l
he has become a dreamer or a dr�veller; but st�ll �t �s wholeness and
happ�ness that he �s contemplat�ng. He may even go mad; but he �s go�ng



mad for the love of san�ty. But the modern student of eth�cs, even �f he
rema�ns sane, rema�ns sane from an �nsane dread of �nsan�ty.

The anchor�te roll�ng on the stones �n a frenzy of subm�ss�on �s a
health�er person fundamentally than many a sober man �n a s�lk hat who �s
walk�ng down Cheaps�de. For many such are good only through a w�ther�ng
knowledge of ev�l. I am not at th�s moment cla�m�ng for the devotee
anyth�ng more than th�s pr�mary advantage, that though he may be mak�ng
h�mself personally weak and m�serable, he �s st�ll f�x�ng h�s thoughts largely
on g�gant�c strength and happ�ness, on a strength that has no l�m�ts, and a
happ�ness that has no end. Doubtless there are other object�ons wh�ch can
be urged w�thout unreason aga�nst the �nfluence of gods and v�s�ons �n
moral�ty, whether �n the cell or street. But th�s advantage the myst�c
moral�ty must always have—�t �s always joll�er. A young man may keep
h�mself from v�ce by cont�nually th�nk�ng of d�sease. He may keep h�mself
from �t also by cont�nually th�nk�ng of the V�rg�n Mary. There may be
quest�on about wh�ch method �s the more reasonable, or even about wh�ch
�s the more eff�c�ent. But surely there can be no quest�on about wh�ch �s the
more wholesome.

I remember a pamphlet by that able and s�ncere secular�st, Mr. G. W.
Foote, wh�ch conta�ned a phrase sharply symbol�z�ng and d�v�d�ng these
two methods. The pamphlet was called BEER AND BIBLE, those two very
noble th�ngs, all the nobler for a conjunct�on wh�ch Mr. Foote, �n h�s stern
old Pur�tan way, seemed to th�nk sardon�c, but wh�ch I confess to th�nk�ng
appropr�ate and charm�ng. I have not the work by me, but I remember that
Mr. Foote d�sm�ssed very contemptuously any attempts to deal w�th the
problem of strong dr�nk by rel�g�ous off�ces or �ntercess�ons, and sa�d that a
p�cture of a drunkard's l�ver would be more eff�cac�ous �n the matter of
temperance than any prayer or pra�se. In that p�cturesque express�on, �t
seems to me, �s perfectly embod�ed the �ncurable morb�d�ty of modern
eth�cs. In that temple the l�ghts are low, the crowds kneel, the solemn
anthems are upl�fted. But that upon the altar to wh�ch all men kneel �s no
longer the perfect flesh, the body and substance of the perfect man; �t �s st�ll
flesh, but �t �s d�seased. It �s the drunkard's l�ver of the New Testament that
�s marred for us, wh�ch we take �n remembrance of h�m.



Now, �t �s th�s great gap �n modern eth�cs, the absence of v�v�d p�ctures
of pur�ty and sp�r�tual tr�umph, wh�ch l�es at the back of the real object�on
felt by so many sane men to the real�st�c l�terature of the n�neteenth century.
If any ord�nary man ever sa�d that he was horr�f�ed by the subjects
d�scussed �n Ibsen or Maupassant, or by the pla�n language �n wh�ch they
are spoken of, that ord�nary man was ly�ng. The average conversat�on of
average men throughout the whole of modern c�v�l�zat�on �n every class or
trade �s such as Zola would never dream of pr�nt�ng. Nor �s the hab�t of
wr�t�ng thus of these th�ngs a new hab�t. On the contrary, �t �s the V�ctor�an
prudery and s�lence wh�ch �s new st�ll, though �t �s already dy�ng. The
trad�t�on of call�ng a spade a spade starts very early �n our l�terature and
comes down very late. But the truth �s that the ord�nary honest man,
whatever vague account he may have g�ven of h�s feel�ngs, was not e�ther
d�sgusted or even annoyed at the candour of the moderns. What d�sgusted
h�m, and very justly, was not the presence of a clear real�sm, but the
absence of a clear �deal�sm. Strong and genu�ne rel�g�ous sent�ment has
never had any object�on to real�sm; on the contrary, rel�g�on was the
real�st�c th�ng, the brutal th�ng, the th�ng that called names. Th�s �s the great
d�fference between some recent developments of Nonconform�ty and the
great Pur�tan�sm of the seventeenth century. It was the whole po�nt of the
Pur�tans that they cared noth�ng for decency. Modern Nonconform�st
newspapers d�st�ngu�sh themselves by suppress�ng prec�sely those nouns
and adject�ves wh�ch the founders of Nonconform�ty d�st�ngu�shed
themselves by fl�ng�ng at k�ngs and queens. But �f �t was a ch�ef cla�m of
rel�g�on that �t spoke pla�nly about ev�l, �t was the ch�ef cla�m of all that �t
spoke pla�nly about good. The th�ng wh�ch �s resented, and, as I th�nk,
r�ghtly resented, �n that great modern l�terature of wh�ch Ibsen �s typ�cal, �s
that wh�le the eye that can perce�ve what are the wrong th�ngs �ncreases �n
an uncanny and devour�ng clar�ty, the eye wh�ch sees what th�ngs are r�ght
�s grow�ng m�st�er and m�st�er every moment, t�ll �t goes almost bl�nd w�th
doubt. If we compare, let us say, the moral�ty of the DIVINE COMEDY
w�th the moral�ty of Ibsen's GHOSTS, we shall see all that modern eth�cs
have really done. No one, I �mag�ne, w�ll accuse the author of the
INFERNO of an Early V�ctor�an prud�shness or a Podsnap�an opt�m�sm.
But Dante descr�bes three moral �nstruments—Heaven, Purgatory, and Hell,
the v�s�on of perfect�on, the v�s�on of �mprovement, and the v�s�on of
fa�lure. Ibsen has only one—Hell. It �s often sa�d, and w�th perfect truth,



that no one could read a play l�ke GHOSTS and rema�n �nd�fferent to the
necess�ty of an eth�cal self-command. That �s qu�te true, and the same �s to
be sa�d of the most monstrous and mater�al descr�pt�ons of the eternal f�re.
It �s qu�te certa�n the real�sts l�ke Zola do �n one sense promote moral�ty—
they promote �t �n the sense �n wh�ch the hangman promotes �t, �n the sense
�n wh�ch the dev�l promotes �t. But they only affect that small m�nor�ty
wh�ch w�ll accept any v�rtue of courage. Most healthy people d�sm�ss these
moral dangers as they d�sm�ss the poss�b�l�ty of bombs or m�crobes.
Modern real�sts are �ndeed Terror�sts, l�ke the dynam�ters; and they fa�l just
as much �n the�r effort to create a thr�ll. Both real�sts and dynam�ters are
well-mean�ng people engaged �n the task, so obv�ously ult�mately hopeless,
of us�ng sc�ence to promote moral�ty.

I do not w�sh the reader to confuse me for a moment w�th those vague
persons who �mag�ne that Ibsen �s what they call a pess�m�st. There are
plenty of wholesome people �n Ibsen, plenty of good people, plenty of
happy people, plenty of examples of men act�ng w�sely and th�ngs end�ng
well. That �s not my mean�ng. My mean�ng �s that Ibsen has throughout,
and does not d�sgu�se, a certa�n vagueness and a chang�ng att�tude as well
as a doubt�ng att�tude towards what �s really w�sdom and v�rtue �n th�s l�fe
—a vagueness wh�ch contrasts very remarkably w�th the dec�s�veness w�th
wh�ch he pounces on someth�ng wh�ch he perce�ves to be a root of ev�l,
some convent�on, some decept�on, some �gnorance. We know that the hero
of GHOSTS �s mad, and we know why he �s mad. We do also know that Dr.
Stockman �s sane; but we do not know why he �s sane. Ibsen does not
profess to know how v�rtue and happ�ness are brought about, �n the sense
that he professes to know how our modern sexual traged�es are brought
about. Falsehood works ru�n �n THE PILLARS OF SOCIETY, but truth
works equal ru�n �n THE WILD DUCK. There are no card�nal v�rtues of
Ibsen�sm. There �s no �deal man of Ibsen. All th�s �s not only adm�tted, but
vaunted �n the most valuable and thoughtful of all the eulog�es upon Ibsen,
Mr. Bernard Shaw's QUINTESSENCE OF IBSENISM. Mr. Shaw sums up
Ibsen's teach�ng �n the phrase, "The golden rule �s that there �s no golden
rule." In h�s eyes th�s absence of an endur�ng and pos�t�ve �deal, th�s
absence of a permanent key to v�rtue, �s the one great Ibsen mer�t. I am not
d�scuss�ng now w�th any fullness whether th�s �s so or not. All I venture to
po�nt out, w�th an �ncreased f�rmness, �s that th�s om�ss�on, good or bad,



does leave us face to face w�th the problem of a human consc�ousness f�lled
w�th very def�n�te �mages of ev�l, and w�th no def�n�te �mage of good. To us
l�ght must be henceforward the dark th�ng—the th�ng of wh�ch we cannot
speak. To us, as to M�lton's dev�ls �n Pandemon�um, �t �s darkness that �s
v�s�ble. The human race, accord�ng to rel�g�on, fell once, and �n fall�ng
ga�ned knowledge of good and of ev�l. Now we have fallen a second t�me,
and only the knowledge of ev�l rema�ns to us.

A great s�lent collapse, an enormous unspoken d�sappo�ntment, has �n
our t�me fallen on our Northern c�v�l�zat�on. All prev�ous ages have sweated
and been cruc�f�ed �n an attempt to real�ze what �s really the r�ght l�fe, what
was really the good man. A def�n�te part of the modern world has come
beyond quest�on to the conclus�on that there �s no answer to these quest�ons,
that the most that we can do �s to set up a few not�ce-boards at places of
obv�ous danger, to warn men, for �nstance, aga�nst dr�nk�ng themselves to
death, or �gnor�ng the mere ex�stence of the�r ne�ghbours. Ibsen �s the f�rst
to return from the baffled hunt to br�ng us the t�d�ngs of great fa�lure.

Every one of the popular modern phrases and �deals �s a dodge �n order
to sh�rk the problem of what �s good. We are fond of talk�ng about "l�berty";
that, as we talk of �t, �s a dodge to avo�d d�scuss�ng what �s good. We are
fond of talk�ng about "progress"; that �s a dodge to avo�d d�scuss�ng what �s
good. We are fond of talk�ng about "educat�on"; that �s a dodge to avo�d
d�scuss�ng what �s good. The modern man says, "Let us leave all these
arb�trary standards and embrace l�berty." Th�s �s, log�cally rendered, "Let us
not dec�de what �s good, but let �t be cons�dered good not to dec�de �t." He
says, "Away w�th your old moral formulae; I am for progress." Th�s,
log�cally stated, means, "Let us not settle what �s good; but let us settle
whether we are gett�ng more of �t." He says, "Ne�ther �n rel�g�on nor
moral�ty, my fr�end, l�e the hopes of the race, but �n educat�on." Th�s,
clearly expressed, means, "We cannot dec�de what �s good, but let us g�ve �t
to our ch�ldren."

Mr. H.G. Wells, that exceed�ngly clear-s�ghted man, has po�nted out �n a
recent work that th�s has happened �n connect�on w�th econom�c quest�ons.
The old econom�sts, he says, made general�zat�ons, and they were (�n Mr.
Wells's v�ew) mostly wrong. But the new econom�sts, he says, seem to have



lost the power of mak�ng any general�zat�ons at all. And they cover th�s
�ncapac�ty w�th a general cla�m to be, �n spec�f�c cases, regarded as
"experts", a cla�m "proper enough �n a ha�rdresser or a fash�onable
phys�c�an, but �ndecent �n a ph�losopher or a man of sc�ence." But �n sp�te
of the refresh�ng rat�onal�ty w�th wh�ch Mr. Wells has �nd�cated th�s, �t must
also be sa�d that he h�mself has fallen �nto the same enormous modern error.
In the open�ng pages of that excellent book MANKIND IN THE MAKING,
he d�sm�sses the �deals of art, rel�g�on, abstract moral�ty, and the rest, and
says that he �s go�ng to cons�der men �n the�r ch�ef funct�on, the funct�on of
parenthood. He �s go�ng to d�scuss l�fe as a "t�ssue of b�rths." He �s not
go�ng to ask what w�ll produce sat�sfactory sa�nts or sat�sfactory heroes, but
what w�ll produce sat�sfactory fathers and mothers. The whole �s set
forward so sens�bly that �t �s a few moments at least before the reader
real�ses that �t �s another example of unconsc�ous sh�rk�ng. What �s the good
of begett�ng a man unt�l we have settled what �s the good of be�ng a man?
You are merely hand�ng on to h�m a problem you dare not settle yourself. It
�s as �f a man were asked, "What �s the use of a hammer?" and answered,
"To make hammers"; and when asked, "And of those hammers, what �s the
use?" answered, "To make hammers aga�n". Just as such a man would be
perpetually putt�ng off the quest�on of the ult�mate use of carpentry, so Mr.
Wells and all the rest of us are by these phrases successfully putt�ng off the
quest�on of the ult�mate value of the human l�fe.

The case of the general talk of "progress" �s, �ndeed, an extreme one. As
enunc�ated today, "progress" �s s�mply a comparat�ve of wh�ch we have not
settled the superlat�ve. We meet every �deal of rel�g�on, patr�ot�sm, beauty,
or brute pleasure w�th the alternat�ve �deal of progress—that �s to say, we
meet every proposal of gett�ng someth�ng that we know about, w�th an
alternat�ve proposal of gett�ng a great deal more of nobody knows what.
Progress, properly understood, has, �ndeed, a most d�gn�f�ed and leg�t�mate
mean�ng. But as used �n oppos�t�on to prec�se moral �deals, �t �s lud�crous.
So far from �t be�ng the truth that the �deal of progress �s to be set aga�nst
that of eth�cal or rel�g�ous f�nal�ty, the reverse �s the truth. Nobody has any
bus�ness to use the word "progress" unless he has a def�n�te creed and a
cast-�ron code of morals. Nobody can be progress�ve w�thout be�ng
doctr�nal; I m�ght almost say that nobody can be progress�ve w�thout be�ng
�nfall�ble—at any rate, w�thout bel�ev�ng �n some �nfall�b�l�ty. For progress



by �ts very name �nd�cates a d�rect�on; and the moment we are �n the least
doubtful about the d�rect�on, we become �n the same degree doubtful about
the progress. Never perhaps s�nce the beg�nn�ng of the world has there been
an age that had less r�ght to use the word "progress" than we. In the
Cathol�c twelfth century, �n the ph�losoph�c e�ghteenth century, the d�rect�on
may have been a good or a bad one, men may have d�ffered more or less
about how far they went, and �n what d�rect�on, but about the d�rect�on they
d�d �n the ma�n agree, and consequently they had the genu�ne sensat�on of
progress. But �t �s prec�sely about the d�rect�on that we d�sagree. Whether
the future excellence l�es �n more law or less law, �n more l�berty or less
l�berty; whether property w�ll be f�nally concentrated or f�nally cut up;
whether sexual pass�on w�ll reach �ts sanest �n an almost v�rg�n
�ntellectual�sm or �n a full an�mal freedom; whether we should love
everybody w�th Tolstoy, or spare nobody w�th N�etzsche;—these are the
th�ngs about wh�ch we are actually f�ght�ng most. It �s not merely true that
the age wh�ch has settled least what �s progress �s th�s "progress�ve" age. It
�s, moreover, true that the people who have settled least what �s progress are
the most "progress�ve" people �n �t. The ord�nary mass, the men who have
never troubled about progress, m�ght be trusted perhaps to progress. The
part�cular �nd�v�duals who talk about progress would certa�nly fly to the
four w�nds of heaven when the p�stol-shot started the race. I do not,
therefore, say that the word "progress" �s unmean�ng; I say �t �s unmean�ng
w�thout the prev�ous def�n�t�on of a moral doctr�ne, and that �t can only be
appl�ed to groups of persons who hold that doctr�ne �n common. Progress �s
not an �lleg�t�mate word, but �t �s log�cally ev�dent that �t �s �lleg�t�mate for
us. It �s a sacred word, a word wh�ch could only r�ghtly be used by r�g�d
bel�evers and �n the ages of fa�th.

III. On Mr. Rudyard K�pl�ng and Mak�ng the World
Small



There �s no such th�ng on earth as an un�nterest�ng subject; the only th�ng
that can ex�st �s an un�nterested person. Noth�ng �s more keenly requ�red
than a defence of bores. When Byron d�v�ded human�ty �nto the bores and
bored, he om�tted to not�ce that the h�gher qual�t�es ex�st ent�rely �n the
bores, the lower qual�t�es �n the bored, among whom he counted h�mself.
The bore, by h�s starry enthus�asm, h�s solemn happ�ness, may, �n some
sense, have proved h�mself poet�cal. The bored has certa�nly proved h�mself
prosa�c.

We m�ght, no doubt, f�nd �t a nu�sance to count all the blades of grass or
all the leaves of the trees; but th�s would not be because of our boldness or
ga�ety, but because of our lack of boldness and ga�ety. The bore would go
onward, bold and gay, and f�nd the blades of grass as splend�d as the swords
of an army. The bore �s stronger and more joyous than we are; he �s a
dem�god—nay, he �s a god. For �t �s the gods who do not t�re of the �terat�on
of th�ngs; to them the n�ghtfall �s always new, and the last rose as red as the
f�rst.

The sense that everyth�ng �s poet�cal �s a th�ng sol�d and absolute; �t �s
not a mere matter of phraseology or persuas�on. It �s not merely true, �t �s
ascerta�nable. Men may be challenged to deny �t; men may be challenged to
ment�on anyth�ng that �s not a matter of poetry. I remember a long t�me ago
a sens�ble sub-ed�tor com�ng up to me w�th a book �n h�s hand, called "Mr.
Sm�th," or "The Sm�th Fam�ly," or some such th�ng. He sa�d, "Well, you
won't get any of your damned myst�c�sm out of th�s," or words to that
effect. I am happy to say that I undece�ved h�m; but the v�ctory was too
obv�ous and easy. In most cases the name �s unpoet�cal, although the fact �s
poet�cal. In the case of Sm�th, the name �s so poet�cal that �t must be an
arduous and hero�c matter for the man to l�ve up to �t. The name of Sm�th �s
the name of the one trade that even k�ngs respected, �t could cla�m half the
glory of that arma v�rumque wh�ch all ep�cs accla�med. The sp�r�t of the
sm�thy �s so close to the sp�r�t of song that �t has m�xed �n a m�ll�on poems,
and every blacksm�th �s a harmon�ous blacksm�th.

Even the v�llage ch�ldren feel that �n some d�m way the sm�th �s poet�c,
as the grocer and the cobbler are not poet�c, when they feast on the danc�ng
sparks and deafen�ng blows �n the cavern of that creat�ve v�olence. The



brute repose of Nature, the pass�onate cunn�ng of man, the strongest of
earthly metals, the w�erdest of earthly elements, the unconquerable �ron
subdued by �ts only conqueror, the wheel and the ploughshare, the sword
and the steam-hammer, the array�ng of arm�es and the whole legend of
arms, all these th�ngs are wr�tten, br�efly �ndeed, but qu�te leg�bly, on the
v�s�t�ng-card of Mr. Sm�th. Yet our novel�sts call the�r hero "Aylmer
Valence," wh�ch means noth�ng, or "Vernon Raymond," wh�ch means
noth�ng, when �t �s �n the�r power to g�ve h�m th�s sacred name of Sm�th—
th�s name made of �ron and flame. It would be very natural �f a certa�n
hauteur, a certa�n carr�age of the head, a certa�n curl of the l�p, d�st�ngu�shed
every one whose name �s Sm�th. Perhaps �t does; I trust so. Whoever else
are parvenus, the Sm�ths are not parvenus. From the darkest dawn of h�story
th�s clan has gone forth to battle; �ts troph�es are on every hand; �ts name �s
everywhere; �t �s older than the nat�ons, and �ts s�gn �s the Hammer of Thor.
But as I also remarked, �t �s not qu�te the usual case. It �s common enough
that common th�ngs should be poet�cal; �t �s not so common that common
names should be poet�cal. In most cases �t �s the name that �s the obstacle. A
great many people talk as �f th�s cla�m of ours, that all th�ngs are poet�cal,
were a mere l�terary �ngenu�ty, a play on words. Prec�sely the contrary �s
true. It �s the �dea that some th�ngs are not poet�cal wh�ch �s l�terary, wh�ch
�s a mere product of words. The word "s�gnal-box" �s unpoet�cal. But the
th�ng s�gnal-box �s not unpoet�cal; �t �s a place where men, �n an agony of
v�g�lance, l�ght blood-red and sea-green f�res to keep other men from death.
That �s the pla�n, genu�ne descr�pt�on of what �t �s; the prose only comes �n
w�th what �t �s called. The word "p�llar-box" �s unpoet�cal. But the th�ng
p�llar-box �s not unpoet�cal; �t �s the place to wh�ch fr�ends and lovers
comm�t the�r messages, consc�ous that when they have done so they are
sacred, and not to be touched, not only by others, but even (rel�g�ous
touch!) by themselves. That red turret �s one of the last of the temples.
Post�ng a letter and gett�ng marr�ed are among the few th�ngs left that are
ent�rely romant�c; for to be ent�rely romant�c a th�ng must be �rrevocable.
We th�nk a p�llar-box prosa�c, because there �s no rhyme to �t. We th�nk a
p�llar-box unpoet�cal, because we have never seen �t �n a poem. But the bold
fact �s ent�rely on the s�de of poetry. A s�gnal-box �s only called a s�gnal-
box; �t �s a house of l�fe and death. A p�llar-box �s only called a p�llar-box; �t
�s a sanctuary of human words. If you th�nk the name of "Sm�th" prosa�c, �t
�s not because you are pract�cal and sens�ble; �t �s because you are too much



affected w�th l�terary ref�nements. The name shouts poetry at you. If you
th�nk of �t otherw�se, �t �s because you are steeped and sodden w�th verbal
rem�n�scences, because you remember everyth�ng �n Punch or Com�c Cuts
about Mr. Sm�th be�ng drunk or Mr. Sm�th be�ng henpecked. All these
th�ngs were g�ven to you poet�cal. It �s only by a long and elaborate process
of l�terary effort that you have made them prosa�c.

Now, the f�rst and fa�rest th�ng to say about Rudyard K�pl�ng �s that he
has borne a br�ll�ant part �n thus recover�ng the lost prov�nces of poetry. He
has not been fr�ghtened by that brutal mater�al�st�c a�r wh�ch cl�ngs only to
words; he has p�erced through to the romant�c, �mag�nat�ve matter of the
th�ngs themselves. He has perce�ved the s�gn�f�cance and ph�losophy of
steam and of slang. Steam may be, �f you l�ke, a d�rty by-product of sc�ence.
Slang may be, �f you l�ke, a d�rty by-product of language. But at least he has
been among the few who saw the d�v�ne parentage of these th�ngs, and
knew that where there �s smoke there �s f�re—that �s, that wherever there �s
the foulest of th�ngs, there also �s the purest. Above all, he has had
someth�ng to say, a def�n�te v�ew of th�ngs to utter, and that always means
that a man �s fearless and faces everyth�ng. For the moment we have a v�ew
of the un�verse, we possess �t.

Now, the message of Rudyard K�pl�ng, that upon wh�ch he has really
concentrated, �s the only th�ng worth worry�ng about �n h�m or �n any other
man. He has often wr�tten bad poetry, l�ke Wordsworth. He has often sa�d
s�lly th�ngs, l�ke Plato. He has often g�ven way to mere pol�t�cal hyster�a,
l�ke Gladstone. But no one can reasonably doubt that he means stead�ly and
s�ncerely to say someth�ng, and the only ser�ous quest�on �s, What �s that
wh�ch he has tr�ed to say? Perhaps the best way of stat�ng th�s fa�rly w�ll be
to beg�n w�th that element wh�ch has been most �ns�sted by h�mself and by
h�s opponents—I mean h�s �nterest �n m�l�tar�sm. But when we are seek�ng
for the real mer�ts of a man �t �s unw�se to go to h�s enem�es, and much
more fool�sh to go to h�mself.

Now, Mr. K�pl�ng �s certa�nly wrong �n h�s worsh�p of m�l�tar�sm, but h�s
opponents are, generally speak�ng, qu�te as wrong as he. The ev�l of
m�l�tar�sm �s not that �t shows certa�n men to be f�erce and haughty and
excess�vely warl�ke. The ev�l of m�l�tar�sm �s that �t shows most men to be



tame and t�m�d and excess�vely peaceable. The profess�onal sold�er ga�ns
more and more power as the general courage of a commun�ty decl�nes.
Thus the Pretor�an guard became more and more �mportant �n Rome as
Rome became more and more luxur�ous and feeble. The m�l�tary man ga�ns
the c�v�l power �n proport�on as the c�v�l�an loses the m�l�tary v�rtues. And
as �t was �n anc�ent Rome so �t �s �n contemporary Europe. There never was
a t�me when nat�ons were more m�l�tar�st. There never was a t�me when
men were less brave. All ages and all ep�cs have sung of arms and the man;
but we have effected s�multaneously the deter�orat�on of the man and the
fantast�c perfect�on of the arms. M�l�tar�sm demonstrated the decadence of
Rome, and �t demonstrates the decadence of Pruss�a.

And unconsc�ously Mr. K�pl�ng has proved th�s, and proved �t adm�rably.
For �n so far as h�s work �s earnestly understood the m�l�tary trade does not
by any means emerge as the most �mportant or attract�ve. He has not wr�tten
so well about sold�ers as he has about ra�lway men or br�dge bu�lders, or
even journal�sts. The fact �s that what attracts Mr. K�pl�ng to m�l�tar�sm �s
not the �dea of courage, but the �dea of d�sc�pl�ne. There was far more
courage to the square m�le �n the M�ddle Ages, when no k�ng had a stand�ng
army, but every man had a bow or sword. But the fasc�nat�on of the
stand�ng army upon Mr. K�pl�ng �s not courage, wh�ch scarcely �nterests
h�m, but d�sc�pl�ne, wh�ch �s, when all �s sa�d and done, h�s pr�mary theme.
The modern army �s not a m�racle of courage; �t has not enough
opportun�t�es, ow�ng to the coward�ce of everybody else. But �t �s really a
m�racle of organ�zat�on, and that �s the truly K�pl�ng�te �deal. K�pl�ng's
subject �s not that valour wh�ch properly belongs to war, but that
�nterdependence and eff�c�ency wh�ch belongs qu�te as much to eng�neers,
or sa�lors, or mules, or ra�lway eng�nes. And thus �t �s that when he wr�tes
of eng�neers, or sa�lors, or mules, or steam-eng�nes, he wr�tes at h�s best.
The real poetry, the "true romance" wh�ch Mr. K�pl�ng has taught, �s the
romance of the d�v�s�on of labour and the d�sc�pl�ne of all the trades. He
s�ngs the arts of peace much more accurately than the arts of war. And h�s
ma�n content�on �s v�tal and valuable. Every th�ng �s m�l�tary �n the sense
that everyth�ng depends upon obed�ence. There �s no perfectly ep�curean
corner; there �s no perfectly �rrespons�ble place. Everywhere men have
made the way for us w�th sweat and subm�ss�on. We may fl�ng ourselves
�nto a hammock �n a f�t of d�v�ne carelessness. But we are glad that the net-



maker d�d not make the hammock �n a f�t of d�v�ne carelessness. We may
jump upon a ch�ld's rock�ng-horse for a joke. But we are glad that the
carpenter d�d not leave the legs of �t unglued for a joke. So far from hav�ng
merely preached that a sold�er clean�ng h�s s�de-arm �s to be adored because
he �s m�l�tary, K�pl�ng at h�s best and clearest has preached that the baker
bak�ng loaves and the ta�lor cutt�ng coats �s as m�l�tary as anybody.

Be�ng devoted to th�s mult�tud�nous v�s�on of duty, Mr. K�pl�ng �s
naturally a cosmopol�tan. He happens to f�nd h�s examples �n the Br�t�sh
Emp�re, but almost any other emp�re would do as well, or, �ndeed, any other
h�ghly c�v�l�zed country. That wh�ch he adm�res �n the Br�t�sh army he
would f�nd even more apparent �n the German army; that wh�ch he des�res
�n the Br�t�sh pol�ce he would f�nd flour�sh�ng, �n the French pol�ce. The
�deal of d�sc�pl�ne �s not the whole of l�fe, but �t �s spread over the whole of
the world. And the worsh�p of �t tends to conf�rm �n Mr. K�pl�ng a certa�n
note of worldly w�sdom, of the exper�ence of the wanderer, wh�ch �s one of
the genu�ne charms of h�s best work.

The great gap �n h�s m�nd �s what may be roughly called the lack of
patr�ot�sm—that �s to say, he lacks altogether the faculty of attach�ng
h�mself to any cause or commun�ty f�nally and trag�cally; for all f�nal�ty
must be trag�c. He adm�res England, but he does not love her; for we
adm�re th�ngs w�th reasons, but love them w�thout reasons. He adm�res
England because she �s strong, not because she �s Engl�sh. There �s no
harshness �n say�ng th�s, for, to do h�m just�ce, he avows �t w�th h�s usual
p�cturesque candour. In a very �nterest�ng poem, he says that—

"If England was what England seems"

—that �s, weak and �neff�c�ent; �f England were not what (as he bel�eves)
she �s—that �s, powerful and pract�cal—

"How qu�ck we'd chuck 'er! But she a�n't!"

He adm�ts, that �s, that h�s devot�on �s the result of a cr�t�c�sm, and th�s �s
qu�te enough to put �t �n another category altogether from the patr�ot�sm of
the Boers, whom he hounded down �n South Afr�ca. In speak�ng of the
really patr�ot�c peoples, such as the Ir�sh, he has some d�ff�culty �n keep�ng



a shr�ll �rr�tat�on out of h�s language. The frame of m�nd wh�ch he really
descr�bes w�th beauty and nob�l�ty �s the frame of m�nd of the cosmopol�tan
man who has seen men and c�t�es.

"For to adm�re and for to see,
For to be'old th�s world so w�de."

He �s a perfect master of that l�ght melancholy w�th wh�ch a man looks
back on hav�ng been the c�t�zen of many commun�t�es, of that l�ght
melancholy w�th wh�ch a man looks back on hav�ng been the lover of many
women. He �s the ph�landerer of the nat�ons. But a man may have learnt
much about women �n fl�rtat�ons, and st�ll be �gnorant of f�rst love; a man
may have known as many lands as Ulysses, and st�ll be �gnorant of
patr�ot�sm.

Mr. Rudyard K�pl�ng has asked �n a celebrated ep�gram what they can
know of England who know England only. It �s a far deeper and sharper
quest�on to ask, "What can they know of England who know only the
world?" for the world does not �nclude England any more than �t �ncludes
the Church. The moment we care for anyth�ng deeply, the world—that �s,
all the other m�scellaneous �nterests—becomes our enemy. Chr�st�ans
showed �t when they talked of keep�ng one's self "unspotted from the
world;" but lovers talk of �t just as much when they talk of the "world well
lost." Astronom�cally speak�ng, I understand that England �s s�tuated on the
world; s�m�larly, I suppose that the Church was a part of the world, and
even the lovers �nhab�tants of that orb. But they all felt a certa�n truth—the
truth that the moment you love anyth�ng the world becomes your foe. Thus
Mr. K�pl�ng does certa�nly know the world; he �s a man of the world, w�th
all the narrowness that belongs to those �mpr�soned �n that planet. He knows
England as an �ntell�gent Engl�sh gentleman knows Ven�ce. He has been to
England a great many t�mes; he has stopped there for long v�s�ts. But he
does not belong to �t, or to any place; and the proof of �t �s th�s, that he
th�nks of England as a place. The moment we are rooted �n a place, the
place van�shes. We l�ve l�ke a tree w�th the whole strength of the un�verse.

The globe-trotter l�ves �n a smaller world than the peasant. He �s always
breath�ng, an a�r of local�ty. London �s a place, to be compared to Ch�cago;
Ch�cago �s a place, to be compared to T�mbuctoo. But T�mbuctoo �s not a



place, s�nce there, at least, l�ve men who regard �t as the un�verse, and
breathe, not an a�r of local�ty, but the w�nds of the world. The man �n the
saloon steamer has seen all the races of men, and he �s th�nk�ng of the
th�ngs that d�v�de men—d�et, dress, decorum, r�ngs �n the nose as �n Afr�ca,
or �n the ears as �n Europe, blue pa�nt among the anc�ents, or red pa�nt
among the modern Br�tons. The man �n the cabbage f�eld has seen noth�ng
at all; but he �s th�nk�ng of the th�ngs that un�te men—hunger and bab�es,
and the beauty of women, and the prom�se or menace of the sky. Mr.
K�pl�ng, w�th all h�s mer�ts, �s the globe-trotter; he has not the pat�ence to
become part of anyth�ng. So great and genu�ne a man �s not to be accused of
a merely cyn�cal cosmopol�tan�sm; st�ll, h�s cosmopol�tan�sm �s h�s
weakness. That weakness �s splend�dly expressed �n one of h�s f�nest
poems, "The Sest�na of the Tramp Royal," �n wh�ch a man declares that he
can endure anyth�ng �n the way of hunger or horror, but not permanent
presence �n one place. In th�s there �s certa�nly danger. The more dead and
dry and dusty a th�ng �s the more �t travels about; dust �s l�ke th�s and the
th�stle-down and the H�gh Comm�ss�oner �n South Afr�ca. Fert�le th�ngs are
somewhat heav�er, l�ke the heavy fru�t trees on the pregnant mud of the
N�le. In the heated �dleness of youth we were all rather �ncl�ned to quarrel
w�th the �mpl�cat�on of that proverb wh�ch says that a roll�ng stone gathers
no moss. We were �ncl�ned to ask, "Who wants to gather moss, except s�lly
old lad�es?" But for all that we beg�n to perce�ve that the proverb �s r�ght.
The roll�ng stone rolls echo�ng from rock to rock; but the roll�ng stone �s
dead. The moss �s s�lent because the moss �s al�ve.

The truth �s that explorat�on and enlargement make the world smaller.
The telegraph and the steamboat make the world smaller. The telescope
makes the world smaller; �t �s only the m�croscope that makes �t larger.
Before long the world w�ll be cloven w�th a war between the telescop�sts
and the m�croscop�sts. The f�rst study large th�ngs and l�ve �n a small world;
the second study small th�ngs and l�ve �n a large world. It �s �nsp�r�t�ng
w�thout doubt to wh�zz �n a motor-car round the earth, to feel Arab�a as a
wh�rl of sand or Ch�na as a flash of r�ce-f�elds. But Arab�a �s not a wh�rl of
sand and Ch�na �s not a flash of r�ce-f�elds. They are anc�ent c�v�l�zat�ons
w�th strange v�rtues bur�ed l�ke treasures. If we w�sh to understand them �t
must not be as tour�sts or �nqu�rers, �t must be w�th the loyalty of ch�ldren
and the great pat�ence of poets. To conquer these places �s to lose them. The



man stand�ng �n h�s own k�tchen-garden, w�th fa�ryland open�ng at the gate,
�s the man w�th large �deas. H�s m�nd creates d�stance; the motor-car
stup�dly destroys �t. Moderns th�nk of the earth as a globe, as someth�ng one
can eas�ly get round, the sp�r�t of a schoolm�stress. Th�s �s shown �n the odd
m�stake perpetually made about Cec�l Rhodes. H�s enem�es say that he may
have had large �deas, but he was a bad man. H�s fr�ends say that he may
have been a bad man, but he certa�nly had large �deas. The truth �s that he
was not a man essent�ally bad, he was a man of much gen�al�ty and many
good �ntent�ons, but a man w�th s�ngularly small v�ews. There �s noth�ng
large about pa�nt�ng the map red; �t �s an �nnocent game for ch�ldren. It �s
just as easy to th�nk �n cont�nents as to th�nk �n cobble-stones. The d�ff�culty
comes �n when we seek to know the substance of e�ther of them. Rhodes'
prophec�es about the Boer res�stance are an adm�rable comment on how the
"large �deas" prosper when �t �s not a quest�on of th�nk�ng �n cont�nents but
of understand�ng a few two-legged men. And under all th�s vast �llus�on of
the cosmopol�tan planet, w�th �ts emp�res and �ts Reuter's agency, the real
l�fe of man goes on concerned w�th th�s tree or that temple, w�th th�s harvest
or that dr�nk�ng-song, totally uncomprehended, totally untouched. And �t
watches from �ts splend�d paroch�al�sm, poss�bly w�th a sm�le of
amusement, motor-car c�v�l�zat�on go�ng �ts tr�umphant way, outstr�pp�ng
t�me, consum�ng space, see�ng all and see�ng noth�ng, roar�ng on at last to
the capture of the solar system, only to f�nd the sun cockney and the stars
suburban.

IV. Mr. Bernard Shaw

In the glad old days, before the r�se of modern morb�d�t�es, when gen�al
old Ibsen f�lled the world w�th wholesome joy, and the k�ndly tales of the
forgotten Em�le Zola kept our f�res�des merry and pure, �t used to be
thought a d�sadvantage to be m�sunderstood. It may be doubted whether �t �s
always or even generally a d�sadvantage. The man who �s m�sunderstood
has always th�s advantage over h�s enem�es, that they do not know h�s weak
po�nt or h�s plan of campa�gn. They go out aga�nst a b�rd w�th nets and



aga�nst a f�sh w�th arrows. There are several modern examples of th�s
s�tuat�on. Mr. Chamberla�n, for �nstance, �s a very good one. He constantly
eludes or vanqu�shes h�s opponents because h�s real powers and
def�c�enc�es are qu�te d�fferent to those w�th wh�ch he �s cred�ted, both by
fr�ends and foes. H�s fr�ends dep�ct h�m as a strenuous man of act�on; h�s
opponents dep�ct h�m as a coarse man of bus�ness; when, as a fact, he �s
ne�ther one nor the other, but an adm�rable romant�c orator and romant�c
actor. He has one power wh�ch �s the soul of melodrama—the power of
pretend�ng, even when backed by a huge major�ty, that he has h�s back to
the wall. For all mobs are so far ch�valrous that the�r heroes must make
some show of m�sfortune—that sort of hypocr�sy �s the homage that
strength pays to weakness. He talks fool�shly and yet very f�nely about h�s
own c�ty that has never deserted h�m. He wears a flam�ng and fantast�c
flower, l�ke a decadent m�nor poet. As for h�s bluffness and toughness and
appeals to common sense, all that �s, of course, s�mply the f�rst tr�ck of
rhetor�c. He fronts h�s aud�ences w�th the venerable affectat�on of Mark
Antony—

"I am no orator, as Brutus �s;
But as you know me all, a pla�n blunt man."

It �s the whole d�fference between the a�m of the orator and the a�m of
any other art�st, such as the poet or the sculptor. The a�m of the sculptor �s
to conv�nce us that he �s a sculptor; the a�m of the orator, �s to conv�nce us
that he �s not an orator. Once let Mr. Chamberla�n be m�staken for a
pract�cal man, and h�s game �s won. He has only to compose a theme on
emp�re, and people w�ll say that these pla�n men say great th�ngs on great
occas�ons. He has only to dr�ft �n the large loose not�ons common to all
art�sts of the second rank, and people w�ll say that bus�ness men have the
b�ggest �deals after all. All h�s schemes have ended �n smoke; he has
touched noth�ng that he d�d not confuse. About h�s f�gure there �s a Celt�c
pathos; l�ke the Gaels �n Matthew Arnold's quotat�on, "he went forth to
battle, but he always fell." He �s a mounta�n of proposals, a mounta�n of
fa�lures; but st�ll a mounta�n. And a mounta�n �s always romant�c.

There �s another man �n the modern world who m�ght be called the
ant�thes�s of Mr. Chamberla�n �n every po�nt, who �s also a stand�ng
monument of the advantage of be�ng m�sunderstood. Mr. Bernard Shaw �s



always represented by those who d�sagree w�th h�m, and, I fear, also (�f
such ex�st) by those who agree w�th h�m, as a caper�ng humor�st, a dazzl�ng
acrobat, a qu�ck-change art�st. It �s sa�d that he cannot be taken ser�ously,
that he w�ll defend anyth�ng or attack anyth�ng, that he w�ll do anyth�ng to
startle and amuse. All th�s �s not only untrue, but �t �s, glar�ngly, the
oppos�te of the truth; �t �s as w�ld as to say that D�ckens had not the
bo�sterous mascul�n�ty of Jane Austen. The whole force and tr�umph of Mr.
Bernard Shaw l�e �n the fact that he �s a thoroughly cons�stent man. So far
from h�s power cons�st�ng �n jump�ng through hoops or stand�ng on h�s
head, h�s power cons�sts �n hold�ng h�s own fortress n�ght and day. He puts
the Shaw test rap�dly and r�gorously to everyth�ng that happens �n heaven or
earth. H�s standard never var�es. The th�ng wh�ch weak-m�nded
revolut�on�sts and weak-m�nded Conservat�ves really hate (and fear) �n h�m,
�s exactly th�s, that h�s scales, such as they are, are held even, and that h�s
law, such as �t �s, �s justly enforced. You may attack h�s pr�nc�ples, as I do;
but I do not know of any �nstance �n wh�ch you can attack the�r appl�cat�on.
If he d�sl�kes lawlessness, he d�sl�kes the lawlessness of Soc�al�sts as much
as that of Ind�v�dual�sts. If he d�sl�kes the fever of patr�ot�sm, he d�sl�kes �t
�n Boers and Ir�shmen as well as �n Engl�shmen. If he d�sl�kes the vows and
bonds of marr�age, he d�sl�kes st�ll more the f�ercer bonds and w�lder vows
that are made by lawless love. If he laughs at the author�ty of pr�ests, he
laughs louder at the pompos�ty of men of sc�ence. If he condemns the
�rrespons�b�l�ty of fa�th, he condemns w�th a sane cons�stency the equal
�rrespons�b�l�ty of art. He has pleased all the bohem�ans by say�ng that
women are equal to men; but he has �nfur�ated them by suggest�ng that men
are equal to women. He �s almost mechan�cally just; he has someth�ng of
the terr�ble qual�ty of a mach�ne. The man who �s really w�ld and wh�rl�ng,
the man who �s really fantast�c and �ncalculable, �s not Mr. Shaw, but the
average Cab�net M�n�ster. It �s S�r M�chael H�cks-Beach who jumps through
hoops. It �s S�r Henry Fowler who stands on h�s head. The sol�d and
respectable statesman of that type does really leap from pos�t�on to pos�t�on;
he �s really ready to defend anyth�ng or noth�ng; he �s really not to be taken
ser�ously. I know perfectly well what Mr. Bernard Shaw w�ll be say�ng
th�rty years hence; he w�ll be say�ng what he has always sa�d. If th�rty years
hence I meet Mr. Shaw, a reverent be�ng w�th a s�lver beard sweep�ng the
earth, and say to h�m, "One can never, of course, make a verbal attack upon
a lady," the patr�arch w�ll l�ft h�s aged hand and fell me to the earth. We



know, I say, what Mr. Shaw w�ll be, say�ng th�rty years hence. But �s there
any one so darkly read �n stars and oracles that he w�ll dare to pred�ct what
Mr. Asqu�th w�ll be say�ng th�rty years hence?

The truth �s, that �t �s qu�te an error to suppose that absence of def�n�te
conv�ct�ons g�ves the m�nd freedom and ag�l�ty. A man who bel�eves
someth�ng �s ready and w�tty, because he has all h�s weapons about h�m. He
can apply h�s test �n an �nstant. The man engaged �n confl�ct w�th a man l�ke
Mr. Bernard Shaw may fancy he has ten faces; s�m�larly a man engaged
aga�nst a br�ll�ant duell�st may fancy that the sword of h�s foe has turned to
ten swords �n h�s hand. But th�s �s not really because the man �s play�ng
w�th ten swords, �t �s because he �s a�m�ng very stra�ght w�th one. Moreover,
a man w�th a def�n�te bel�ef always appears b�zarre, because he does not
change w�th the world; he has cl�mbed �nto a f�xed star, and the earth
wh�zzes below h�m l�ke a zoetrope. M�ll�ons of m�ld black-coated men call
themselves sane and sens�ble merely because they always catch the
fash�onable �nsan�ty, because they are hurr�ed �nto madness after madness
by the maelstrom of the world.

People accuse Mr. Shaw and many much s�ll�er persons of "prov�ng that
black �s wh�te." But they never ask whether the current colour-language �s
always correct. Ord�nary sens�ble phraseology somet�mes calls black wh�te,
�t certa�nly calls yellow wh�te and green wh�te and redd�sh-brown wh�te. We
call w�ne "wh�te w�ne" wh�ch �s as yellow as a Blue-coat boy's legs. We call
grapes "wh�te grapes" wh�ch are man�festly pale green. We g�ve to the
European, whose complex�on �s a sort of p�nk drab, the horr�ble t�tle of a
"wh�te man"—a p�cture more blood-curdl�ng than any spectre �n Poe.

Now, �t �s undoubtedly true that �f a man asked a wa�ter �n a restaurant
for a bottle of yellow w�ne and some green�sh-yellow grapes, the wa�ter
would th�nk h�m mad. It �s undoubtedly true that �f a Government off�c�al,
report�ng on the Europeans �n Burmah, sa�d, "There are only two thousand
p�nk�sh men here" he would be accused of crack�ng jokes, and k�cked out of
h�s post. But �t �s equally obv�ous that both men would have come to gr�ef
through tell�ng the str�ct truth. That too truthful man �n the restaurant; that
too truthful man �n Burmah, �s Mr. Bernard Shaw. He appears eccentr�c and
grotesque because he w�ll not accept the general bel�ef that wh�te �s yellow.



He has based all h�s br�ll�ancy and sol�d�ty upon the hackneyed, but yet
forgotten, fact that truth �s stranger than f�ct�on. Truth, of course, must of
necess�ty be stranger than f�ct�on, for we have made f�ct�on to su�t
ourselves.

So much then a reasonable apprec�at�on w�ll f�nd �n Mr. Shaw to be
brac�ng and excellent. He cla�ms to see th�ngs as they are; and some th�ngs,
at any rate, he does see as they are, wh�ch the whole of our c�v�l�zat�on does
not see at all. But �n Mr. Shaw's real�sm there �s someth�ng lack�ng, and that
th�ng wh�ch �s lack�ng �s ser�ous.

Mr. Shaw's old and recogn�zed ph�losophy was that powerfully presented
�n "The Qu�ntessence of Ibsen�sm." It was, �n br�ef, that conservat�ve �deals
were bad, not because they were conservat�ve, but because they were �deals.
Every �deal prevented men from judg�ng justly the part�cular case; every
moral general�zat�on oppressed the �nd�v�dual; the golden rule was there
was no golden rule. And the object�on to th�s �s s�mply that �t pretends to
free men, but really restra�ns them from do�ng the only th�ng that men want
to do. What �s the good of tell�ng a commun�ty that �t has every l�berty
except the l�berty to make laws? The l�berty to make laws �s what
const�tutes a free people. And what �s the good of tell�ng a man (or a
ph�losopher) that he has every l�berty except the l�berty to make
general�zat�ons. Mak�ng general�zat�ons �s what makes h�m a man. In short,
when Mr. Shaw forb�ds men to have str�ct moral �deals, he �s act�ng l�ke one
who should forb�d them to have ch�ldren. The say�ng that "the golden rule �s
that there �s no golden rule," can, �ndeed, be s�mply answered by be�ng
turned round. That there �s no golden rule �s �tself a golden rule, or rather �t
�s much worse than a golden rule. It �s an �ron rule; a fetter on the f�rst
movement of a man.

But the sensat�on connected w�th Mr. Shaw �n recent years has been h�s
sudden development of the rel�g�on of the Superman. He who had to all
appearance mocked at the fa�ths �n the forgotten past d�scovered a new god
�n the un�mag�nable future. He who had la�d all the blame on �deals set up
the most �mposs�ble of all �deals, the �deal of a new creature. But the truth,
nevertheless, �s that any one who knows Mr. Shaw's m�nd adequately, and
adm�res �t properly, must have guessed all th�s long ago.



For the truth �s that Mr. Shaw has never seen th�ngs as they really are. If
he had he would have fallen on h�s knees before them. He has always had a
secret �deal that has w�thered all the th�ngs of th�s world. He has all the t�me
been s�lently compar�ng human�ty w�th someth�ng that was not human, w�th
a monster from Mars, w�th the W�se Man of the Sto�cs, w�th the Econom�c
Man of the Fab�ans, w�th Jul�us Caesar, w�th S�egfr�ed, w�th the Superman.
Now, to have th�s �nner and merc�less standard may be a very good th�ng, or
a very bad one, �t may be excellent or unfortunate, but �t �s not see�ng th�ngs
as they are. It �s not see�ng th�ngs as they are to th�nk f�rst of a Br�areus w�th
a hundred hands, and then call every man a cr�pple for only hav�ng two. It �s
not see�ng th�ngs as they are to start w�th a v�s�on of Argus w�th h�s hundred
eyes, and then jeer at every man w�th two eyes as �f he had only one. And �t
�s not see�ng th�ngs as they are to �mag�ne a dem�god of �nf�n�te mental
clar�ty, who may or may not appear �n the latter days of the earth, and then
to see all men as �d�ots. And th�s �s what Mr. Shaw has always �n some
degree done. When we really see men as they are, we do not cr�t�c�se, but
worsh�p; and very r�ghtly. For a monster w�th myster�ous eyes and
m�raculous thumbs, w�th strange dreams �n h�s skull, and a queer tenderness
for th�s place or that baby, �s truly a wonderful and unnerv�ng matter. It �s
only the qu�te arb�trary and pr�gg�sh hab�t of compar�son w�th someth�ng
else wh�ch makes �t poss�ble to be at our ease �n front of h�m. A sent�ment
of super�or�ty keeps us cool and pract�cal; the mere facts would make our
knees knock under as w�th rel�g�ous fear. It �s the fact that every �nstant of
consc�ous l�fe �s an un�mag�nable prod�gy. It �s the fact that every face �n the
street has the �ncred�ble unexpectedness of a fa�ry-tale. The th�ng wh�ch
prevents a man from real�z�ng th�s �s not any clear-s�ghtedness or
exper�ence, �t �s s�mply a hab�t of pedant�c and fast�d�ous compar�sons
between one th�ng and another. Mr. Shaw, on the pract�cal s�de perhaps the
most humane man al�ve, �s �n th�s sense �nhumane. He has even been
�nfected to some extent w�th the pr�mary �ntellectual weakness of h�s new
master, N�etzsche, the strange not�on that the greater and stronger a man
was the more he would desp�se other th�ngs. The greater and stronger a man
�s the more he would be �ncl�ned to prostrate h�mself before a per�w�nkle.
That Mr. Shaw keeps a l�fted head and a contemptuous face before the
colossal panorama of emp�res and c�v�l�zat�ons, th�s does not �n �tself
conv�nce one that he sees th�ngs as they are. I should be most effect�vely
conv�nced that he d�d �f I found h�m star�ng w�th rel�g�ous aston�shment at



h�s own feet. "What are those two beaut�ful and �ndustr�ous be�ngs," I can
�mag�ne h�m murmur�ng to h�mself, "whom I see everywhere, serv�ng me I
know not why? What fa�ry godmother bade them come trott�ng out of
elfland when I was born? What god of the borderland, what barbar�c god of
legs, must I prop�t�ate w�th f�re and w�ne, lest they run away w�th me?"

The truth �s, that all genu�ne apprec�at�on rests on a certa�n mystery of
hum�l�ty and almost of darkness. The man who sa�d, "Blessed �s he that
expecteth noth�ng, for he shall not be d�sappo�nted," put the eulogy qu�te
�nadequately and even falsely. The truth "Blessed �s he that expecteth
noth�ng, for he shall be glor�ously surpr�sed." The man who expects noth�ng
sees redder roses than common men can see, and greener grass, and a more
startl�ng sun. Blessed �s he that expecteth noth�ng, for he shall possess the
c�t�es and the mounta�ns; blessed �s the meek, for he shall �nher�t the earth.
Unt�l we real�ze that th�ngs m�ght not be we cannot real�ze that th�ngs are.
Unt�l we see the background of darkness we cannot adm�re the l�ght as a
s�ngle and created th�ng. As soon as we have seen that darkness, all l�ght �s
l�ghten�ng, sudden, bl�nd�ng, and d�v�ne. Unt�l we p�cture nonent�ty we
underrate the v�ctory of God, and can real�ze none of the troph�es of H�s
anc�ent war. It �s one of the m�ll�on w�ld jests of truth that we know noth�ng
unt�l we know noth�ng.

Now th�s �s, I say del�berately, the only defect �n the greatness of Mr.
Shaw, the only answer to h�s cla�m to be a great man, that he �s not eas�ly
pleased. He �s an almost sol�tary except�on to the general and essent�al
max�m, that l�ttle th�ngs please great m�nds. And from th�s absence of that
most uproar�ous of all th�ngs, hum�l�ty, comes �nc�dentally the pecul�ar
�ns�stence on the Superman. After belabour�ng a great many people for a
great many years for be�ng unprogress�ve, Mr. Shaw has d�scovered, w�th
character�st�c sense, that �t �s very doubtful whether any ex�st�ng human
be�ng w�th two legs can be progress�ve at all. Hav�ng come to doubt
whether human�ty can be comb�ned w�th progress, most people, eas�ly
pleased, would have elected to abandon progress and rema�n w�th human�ty.
Mr. Shaw, not be�ng eas�ly pleased, dec�des to throw over human�ty w�th all
�ts l�m�tat�ons and go �n for progress for �ts own sake. If man, as we know
h�m, �s �ncapable of the ph�losophy of progress, Mr. Shaw asks, not for a
new k�nd of ph�losophy, but for a new k�nd of man. It �s rather as �f a nurse



had tr�ed a rather b�tter food for some years on a baby, and on d�scover�ng
that �t was not su�table, should not throw away the food and ask for a new
food, but throw the baby out of w�ndow, and ask for a new baby. Mr. Shaw
cannot understand that the th�ng wh�ch �s valuable and lovable �n our eyes �s
man—the old beer-dr�nk�ng, creed-mak�ng, f�ght�ng, fa�l�ng, sensual,
respectable man. And the th�ngs that have been founded on th�s creature
�mmortally rema�n; the th�ngs that have been founded on the fancy of the
Superman have d�ed w�th the dy�ng c�v�l�zat�ons wh�ch alone have g�ven
them b�rth. When Chr�st at a symbol�c moment was establ�sh�ng H�s great
soc�ety, He chose for �ts corner-stone ne�ther the br�ll�ant Paul nor the
myst�c John, but a shuffler, a snob a coward—�n a word, a man. And upon
th�s rock He has bu�lt H�s Church, and the gates of Hell have not preva�led
aga�nst �t. All the emp�res and the k�ngdoms have fa�led, because of th�s
�nherent and cont�nual weakness, that they were founded by strong men and
upon strong men. But th�s one th�ng, the h�stor�c Chr�st�an Church, was
founded on a weak man, and for that reason �t �s �ndestruct�ble. For no cha�n
�s stronger than �ts weakest l�nk.



V. Mr. H. G. Wells and the G�ants

We ought to see far enough �nto a hypocr�te to see even h�s s�ncer�ty. We
ought to be �nterested �n that darkest and most real part of a man �n wh�ch
dwell not the v�ces that he does not d�splay, but the v�rtues that he cannot.
And the more we approach the problems of human h�story w�th th�s keen
and p�erc�ng char�ty, the smaller and smaller space we shall allow to pure
hypocr�sy of any k�nd. The hypocr�tes shall not dece�ve us �nto th�nk�ng
them sa�nts; but ne�ther shall they dece�ve us �nto th�nk�ng them hypocr�tes.
And an �ncreas�ng number of cases w�ll crowd �nto our f�eld of �nqu�ry,
cases �n wh�ch there �s really no quest�on of hypocr�sy at all, cases �n wh�ch
people were so �ngenuous that they seemed absurd, and so absurd that they
seemed d�s�ngenuous.

There �s one str�k�ng �nstance of an unfa�r charge of hypocr�sy. It �s
always urged aga�nst the rel�g�ous �n the past, as a po�nt of �ncons�stency
and dupl�c�ty, that they comb�ned a profess�on of almost crawl�ng hum�l�ty
w�th a keen struggle for earthly success and cons�derable tr�umph �n
atta�n�ng �t. It �s felt as a p�ece of humbug, that a man should be very
punct�l�ous �n call�ng h�mself a m�serable s�nner, and also very punct�l�ous
�n call�ng h�mself K�ng of France. But the truth �s that there �s no more
consc�ous �ncons�stency between the hum�l�ty of a Chr�st�an and the
rapac�ty of a Chr�st�an than there �s between the hum�l�ty of a lover and the
rapac�ty of a lover. The truth �s that there are no th�ngs for wh�ch men w�ll
make such herculean efforts as the th�ngs of wh�ch they know they are
unworthy. There never was a man �n love who d�d not declare that, �f he
stra�ned every nerve to break�ng, he was go�ng to have h�s des�re. And there
never was a man �n love who d�d not declare also that he ought not to have
�t. The whole secret of the pract�cal success of Chr�stendom l�es �n the
Chr�st�an hum�l�ty, however �mperfectly fulf�lled. For w�th the removal of
all quest�on of mer�t or payment, the soul �s suddenly released for �ncred�ble
voyages. If we ask a sane man how much he mer�ts, h�s m�nd shr�nks
�nst�nct�vely and �nstantaneously. It �s doubtful whether he mer�ts s�x feet of
earth. But �f you ask h�m what he can conquer—he can conquer the stars.
Thus comes the th�ng called Romance, a purely Chr�st�an product. A man
cannot deserve adventures; he cannot earn dragons and h�ppogr�ffs. The



med�aeval Europe wh�ch asserted hum�l�ty ga�ned Romance; the c�v�l�zat�on
wh�ch ga�ned Romance has ga�ned the hab�table globe. How d�fferent the
Pagan and Sto�cal feel�ng was from th�s has been adm�rably expressed �n a
famous quotat�on. Add�son makes the great Sto�c say—

"'T�s not �n mortals to command success;
But we'll do more, Sempron�us, we'll deserve �t."

But the sp�r�t of Romance and Chr�stendom, the sp�r�t wh�ch �s �n every
lover, the sp�r�t wh�ch has bestr�dden the earth w�th European adventure, �s
qu�te oppos�te. 'T�s not �n mortals to deserve success. But we'll do more,
Sempron�us; we'll obta�n �t.

And th�s gay hum�l�ty, th�s hold�ng of ourselves l�ghtly and yet ready for
an �nf�n�ty of unmer�ted tr�umphs, th�s secret �s so s�mple that every one has
supposed that �t must be someth�ng qu�te s�n�ster and myster�ous. Hum�l�ty
�s so pract�cal a v�rtue that men th�nk �t must be a v�ce. Hum�l�ty �s so
successful that �t �s m�staken for pr�de. It �s m�staken for �t all the more
eas�ly because �t generally goes w�th a certa�n s�mple love of splendour
wh�ch amounts to van�ty. Hum�l�ty w�ll always, by preference, go clad �n
scarlet and gold; pr�de �s that wh�ch refuses to let gold and scarlet �mpress �t
or please �t too much. In a word, the fa�lure of th�s v�rtue actually l�es �n �ts
success; �t �s too successful as an �nvestment to be bel�eved �n as a v�rtue.
Hum�l�ty �s not merely too good for th�s world; �t �s too pract�cal for th�s
world; I had almost sa�d �t �s too worldly for th�s world.

The �nstance most quoted �n our day �s the th�ng called the hum�l�ty of
the man of sc�ence; and certa�nly �t �s a good �nstance as well as a modern
one. Men f�nd �t extremely d�ff�cult to bel�eve that a man who �s obv�ously
uproot�ng mounta�ns and d�v�d�ng seas, tear�ng down temples and stretch�ng
out hands to the stars, �s really a qu�et old gentleman who only asks to be
allowed to �ndulge h�s harmless old hobby and follow h�s harmless old
nose. When a man spl�ts a gra�n of sand and the un�verse �s turned ups�de
down �n consequence, �t �s d�ff�cult to real�ze that to the man who d�d �t, the
spl�tt�ng of the gra�n �s the great affa�r, and the caps�z�ng of the cosmos
qu�te a small one. It �s hard to enter �nto the feel�ngs of a man who regards a
new heaven and a new earth �n the l�ght of a by-product. But undoubtedly �t
was to th�s almost eer�e �nnocence of the �ntellect that the great men of the



great sc�ent�f�c per�od, wh�ch now appears to be clos�ng, owed the�r
enormous power and tr�umph. If they had brought the heavens down l�ke a
house of cards the�r plea was not even that they had done �t on pr�nc�ple;
the�r qu�te unanswerable plea was that they had done �t by acc�dent.
Whenever there was �n them the least touch of pr�de �n what they had done,
there was a good ground for attack�ng them; but so long as they were
wholly humble, they were wholly v�ctor�ous. There were poss�ble answers
to Huxley; there was no answer poss�ble to Darw�n. He was conv�nc�ng
because of h�s unconsc�ousness; one m�ght almost say because of h�s
dulness. Th�s ch�ldl�ke and prosa�c m�nd �s beg�nn�ng to wane �n the world
of sc�ence. Men of sc�ence are beg�nn�ng to see themselves, as the f�ne
phrase �s, �n the part; they are beg�nn�ng to be proud of the�r hum�l�ty. They
are beg�nn�ng to be aesthet�c, l�ke the rest of the world, beg�nn�ng to spell
truth w�th a cap�tal T, beg�nn�ng to talk of the creeds they �mag�ne
themselves to have destroyed, of the d�scover�es that the�r forbears made.
L�ke the modern Engl�sh, they are beg�nn�ng to be soft about the�r own
hardness. They are becom�ng consc�ous of the�r own strength—that �s, they
are grow�ng weaker. But one purely modern man has emerged �n the str�ctly
modern decades who does carry �nto our world the clear personal s�mpl�c�ty
of the old world of sc�ence. One man of gen�us we have who �s an art�st, but
who was a man of sc�ence, and who seems to be marked above all th�ngs
w�th th�s great sc�ent�f�c hum�l�ty. I mean Mr. H. G. Wells. And �n h�s case,
as �n the others above spoken of, there must be a great prel�m�nary d�ff�culty
�n conv�nc�ng the ord�nary person that such a v�rtue �s pred�cable of such a
man. Mr. Wells began h�s l�terary work w�th v�olent v�s�ons—v�s�ons of the
last pangs of th�s planet; can �t be that a man who beg�ns w�th v�olent
v�s�ons �s humble? He went on to w�lder and w�lder stor�es about carv�ng
beasts �nto men and shoot�ng angels l�ke b�rds. Is the man who shoots
angels and carves beasts �nto men humble? S�nce then he has done
someth�ng bolder than e�ther of these blasphem�es; he has prophes�ed the
pol�t�cal future of all men; prophes�ed �t w�th aggress�ve author�ty and a
r�ng�ng dec�s�on of deta�l. Is the prophet of the future of all men humble? It
w�ll �ndeed be d�ff�cult, �n the present cond�t�on of current thought about
such th�ngs as pr�de and hum�l�ty, to answer the query of how a man can be
humble who does such b�g th�ngs and such bold th�ngs. For the only answer
�s the answer wh�ch I gave at the beg�nn�ng of th�s essay. It �s the humble
man who does the b�g th�ngs. It �s the humble man who does the bold



th�ngs. It �s the humble man who has the sensat�onal s�ghts vouchsafed to
h�m, and th�s for three obv�ous reasons: f�rst, that he stra�ns h�s eyes more
than any other men to see them; second, that he �s more overwhelmed and
upl�fted w�th them when they come; th�rd, that he records them more
exactly and s�ncerely and w�th less adulterat�on from h�s more
commonplace and more conce�ted everyday self. Adventures are to those to
whom they are most unexpected—that �s, most romant�c. Adventures are to
the shy: �n th�s sense adventures are to the unadventurous.

Now, th�s arrest�ng, mental hum�l�ty �n Mr. H. G. Wells may be, l�ke a
great many other th�ngs that are v�tal and v�v�d, d�ff�cult to �llustrate by
examples, but �f I were asked for an example of �t, I should have no
d�ff�culty about wh�ch example to beg�n w�th. The most �nterest�ng th�ng
about Mr. H. G. Wells �s that he �s the only one of h�s many br�ll�ant
contemporar�es who has not stopped grow�ng. One can l�e awake at n�ght
and hear h�m grow. Of th�s growth the most ev�dent man�festat�on �s �ndeed
a gradual change of op�n�ons; but �t �s no mere change of op�n�ons. It �s not
a perpetual leap�ng from one pos�t�on to another l�ke that of Mr. George
Moore. It �s a qu�te cont�nuous advance along a qu�te sol�d road �n a qu�te
def�nable d�rect�on. But the ch�ef proof that �t �s not a p�ece of f�ckleness
and van�ty �s the fact that �t has been upon the whole an advance from more
startl�ng op�n�ons to more humdrum op�n�ons. It has been even �n some
sense an advance from unconvent�onal op�n�ons to convent�onal op�n�ons.
Th�s fact f�xes Mr. Wells's honesty and proves h�m to be no poseur. Mr.
Wells once held that the upper classes and the lower classes would be so
much d�fferent�ated �n the future that one class would eat the other.
Certa�nly no paradox�cal charlatan who had once found arguments for so
startl�ng a v�ew would ever have deserted �t except for someth�ng yet more
startl�ng. Mr. Wells has deserted �t �n favour of the blameless bel�ef that
both classes w�ll be ult�mately subord�nated or ass�m�lated to a sort of
sc�ent�f�c m�ddle class, a class of eng�neers. He has abandoned the
sensat�onal theory w�th the same honourable grav�ty and s�mpl�c�ty w�th
wh�ch he adopted �t. Then he thought �t was true; now he th�nks �t �s not
true. He has come to the most dreadful conclus�on a l�terary man can come
to, the conclus�on that the ord�nary v�ew �s the r�ght one. It �s only the last
and w�ldest k�nd of courage that can stand on a tower before ten thousand
people and tell them that tw�ce two �s four.



Mr. H. G. Wells ex�sts at present �n a gay and exh�larat�ng progress of
conservat�v�sm. He �s f�nd�ng out more and more that convent�ons, though
s�lent, are al�ve. As good an example as any of th�s hum�l�ty and san�ty of
h�s may be found �n h�s change of v�ew on the subject of sc�ence and
marr�age. He once held, I bel�eve, the op�n�on wh�ch some s�ngular
soc�olog�sts st�ll hold, that human creatures could successfully be pa�red
and bred after the manner of dogs or horses. He no longer holds that v�ew.
Not only does he no longer hold that v�ew, but he has wr�tten about �t �n
"Mank�nd �n the Mak�ng" w�th such smash�ng sense and humour, that I f�nd
�t d�ff�cult to bel�eve that anybody else can hold �t e�ther. It �s true that h�s
ch�ef object�on to the proposal �s that �t �s phys�cally �mposs�ble, wh�ch
seems to me a very sl�ght object�on, and almost negl�g�ble compared w�th
the others. The one object�on to sc�ent�f�c marr�age wh�ch �s worthy of f�nal
attent�on �s s�mply that such a th�ng could only be �mposed on unth�nkable
slaves and cowards. I do not know whether the sc�ent�f�c marr�age-mongers
are r�ght (as they say) or wrong (as Mr. Wells says) �n say�ng that med�cal
superv�s�on would produce strong and healthy men. I am only certa�n that �f
�t d�d, the f�rst act of the strong and healthy men would be to smash the
med�cal superv�s�on.

The m�stake of all that med�cal talk l�es �n the very fact that �t connects
the �dea of health w�th the �dea of care. What has health to do w�th care?
Health has to do w�th carelessness. In spec�al and abnormal cases �t �s
necessary to have care. When we are pecul�arly unhealthy �t may be
necessary to be careful �n order to be healthy. But even then we are only
try�ng to be healthy �n order to be careless. If we are doctors we are
speak�ng to except�onally s�ck men, and they ought to be told to be careful.
But when we are soc�olog�sts we are address�ng the normal man, we are
address�ng human�ty. And human�ty ought to be told to be recklessness
�tself. For all the fundamental funct�ons of a healthy man ought
emphat�cally to be performed w�th pleasure and for pleasure; they
emphat�cally ought not to be performed w�th precaut�on or for precaut�on.
A man ought to eat because he has a good appet�te to sat�sfy, and
emphat�cally not because he has a body to susta�n. A man ought to take
exerc�se not because he �s too fat, but because he loves fo�ls or horses or
h�gh mounta�ns, and loves them for the�r own sake. And a man ought to
marry because he has fallen �n love, and emphat�cally not because the world



requ�res to be populated. The food w�ll really renovate h�s t�ssues as long as
he �s not th�nk�ng about h�s t�ssues. The exerc�se w�ll really get h�m �nto
tra�n�ng so long as he �s th�nk�ng about someth�ng else. And the marr�age
w�ll really stand some chance of produc�ng a generous-blooded generat�on
�f �t had �ts or�g�n �n �ts own natural and generous exc�tement. It �s the f�rst
law of health that our necess�t�es should not be accepted as necess�t�es; they
should be accepted as luxur�es. Let us, then, be careful about the small
th�ngs, such as a scratch or a sl�ght �llness, or anyth�ng that can be managed
w�th care. But �n the name of all san�ty, let us be careless about the
�mportant th�ngs, such as marr�age, or the founta�n of our very l�fe w�ll fa�l.

Mr. Wells, however, �s not qu�te clear enough of the narrower sc�ent�f�c
outlook to see that there are some th�ngs wh�ch actually ought not to be
sc�ent�f�c. He �s st�ll sl�ghtly affected w�th the great sc�ent�f�c fallacy; I
mean the hab�t of beg�nn�ng not w�th the human soul, wh�ch �s the f�rst
th�ng a man learns about, but w�th some such th�ng as protoplasm, wh�ch �s
about the last. The one defect �n h�s splend�d mental equ�pment �s that he
does not suff�c�ently allow for the stuff or mater�al of men. In h�s new
Utop�a he says, for �nstance, that a ch�ef po�nt of the Utop�a w�ll be a
d�sbel�ef �n or�g�nal s�n. If he had begun w�th the human soul—that �s, �f he
had begun on h�mself—he would have found or�g�nal s�n almost the f�rst
th�ng to be bel�eved �n. He would have found, to put the matter shortly, that
a permanent poss�b�l�ty of self�shness ar�ses from the mere fact of hav�ng a
self, and not from any acc�dents of educat�on or �ll-treatment. And the
weakness of all Utop�as �s th�s, that they take the greatest d�ff�culty of man
and assume �t to be overcome, and then g�ve an elaborate account of the
overcom�ng of the smaller ones. They f�rst assume that no man w�ll want
more than h�s share, and then are very �ngen�ous �n expla�n�ng whether h�s
share w�ll be del�vered by motor-car or balloon. And an even stronger
example of Mr. Wells's �nd�fference to the human psychology can be found
�n h�s cosmopol�tan�sm, the abol�t�on �n h�s Utop�a of all patr�ot�c
boundar�es. He says �n h�s �nnocent way that Utop�a must be a world-state,
or else people m�ght make war on �t. It does not seem to occur to h�m that,
for a good many of us, �f �t were a world-state we should st�ll make war on
�t to the end of the world. For �f we adm�t that there must be var�et�es �n art
or op�n�on what sense �s there �n th�nk�ng there w�ll not be var�et�es �n
government? The fact �s very s�mple. Unless you are go�ng del�berately to



prevent a th�ng be�ng good, you cannot prevent �t be�ng worth f�ght�ng for.
It �s �mposs�ble to prevent a poss�ble confl�ct of c�v�l�zat�ons, because �t �s
�mposs�ble to prevent a poss�ble confl�ct between �deals. If there were no
longer our modern str�fe between nat�ons, there would only be a str�fe
between Utop�as. For the h�ghest th�ng does not tend to un�on only; the
h�ghest th�ng, tends also to d�fferent�at�on. You can often get men to f�ght
for the un�on; but you can never prevent them from f�ght�ng also for the
d�fferent�at�on. Th�s var�ety �n the h�ghest th�ng �s the mean�ng of the f�erce
patr�ot�sm, the f�erce nat�onal�sm of the great European c�v�l�zat�on. It �s
also, �nc�dentally, the mean�ng of the doctr�ne of the Tr�n�ty.

But I th�nk the ma�n m�stake of Mr. Wells's ph�losophy �s a somewhat
deeper one, one that he expresses �n a very enterta�n�ng manner �n the
�ntroductory part of the new Utop�a. H�s ph�losophy �n some sense amounts
to a den�al of the poss�b�l�ty of ph�losophy �tself. At least, he ma�nta�ns that
there are no secure and rel�able �deas upon wh�ch we can rest w�th a f�nal
mental sat�sfact�on. It w�ll be both clearer, however, and more amus�ng to
quote Mr. Wells h�mself.

He says, "Noth�ng endures, noth�ng �s prec�se and certa�n (except the
m�nd of a pedant).... Be�ng �ndeed!—there �s no be�ng, but a un�versal
becom�ng of �nd�v�dual�t�es, and Plato turned h�s back on truth when he
turned towards h�s museum of spec�f�c �deals." Mr. Wells says, aga�n,
"There �s no ab�d�ng th�ng �n what we know. We change from weaker to
stronger l�ghts, and each more powerful l�ght p�erces our h�therto opaque
foundat�ons and reveals fresh and d�fferent opac�t�es below." Now, when
Mr. Wells says th�ngs l�ke th�s, I speak w�th all respect when I say that he
does not observe an ev�dent mental d�st�nct�on. It cannot be true that there �s
noth�ng ab�d�ng �n what we know. For �f that were so we should not know �t
all and should not call �t knowledge. Our mental state may be very d�fferent
from that of somebody else some thousands of years back; but �t cannot be
ent�rely d�fferent, or else we should not be consc�ous of a d�fference. Mr.
Wells must surely real�ze the f�rst and s�mplest of the paradoxes that s�t by
the spr�ngs of truth. He must surely see that the fact of two th�ngs be�ng
d�fferent �mpl�es that they are s�m�lar. The hare and the torto�se may d�ffer
�n the qual�ty of sw�ftness, but they must agree �n the qual�ty of mot�on. The
sw�ftest hare cannot be sw�fter than an �sosceles tr�angle or the �dea of



p�nkness. When we say the hare moves faster, we say that the torto�se
moves. And when we say of a th�ng that �t moves, we say, w�thout need of
other words, that there are th�ngs that do not move. And even �n the act of
say�ng that th�ngs change, we say that there �s someth�ng unchangeable.

But certa�nly the best example of Mr. Wells's fallacy can be found �n the
example wh�ch he h�mself chooses. It �s qu�te true that we see a d�m l�ght
wh�ch, compared w�th a darker th�ng, �s l�ght, but wh�ch, compared w�th a
stronger l�ght, �s darkness. But the qual�ty of l�ght rema�ns the same th�ng,
or else we should not call �t a stronger l�ght or recogn�ze �t as such. If the
character of l�ght were not f�xed �n the m�nd, we should be qu�te as l�kely to
call a denser shadow a stronger l�ght, or v�ce versa If the character of l�ght
became even for an �nstant unf�xed, �f �t became even by a ha�r's-breadth
doubtful, �f, for example, there crept �nto our �dea of l�ght some vague �dea
of blueness, then �n that flash we have become doubtful whether the new
l�ght has more l�ght or less. In br�ef, the progress may be as vary�ng as a
cloud, but the d�rect�on must be as r�g�d as a French road. North and South
are relat�ve �n the sense that I am North of Bournemouth and South of
Sp�tzbergen. But �f there be any doubt of the pos�t�on of the North Pole,
there �s �n equal degree a doubt of whether I am South of Sp�tzbergen at all.
The absolute �dea of l�ght may be pract�cally unatta�nable. We may not be
able to procure pure l�ght. We may not be able to get to the North Pole. But
because the North Pole �s unatta�nable, �t does not follow that �t �s
�ndef�nable. And �t �s only because the North Pole �s not �ndef�nable that we
can make a sat�sfactory map of Br�ghton and Worth�ng.

In other words, Plato turned h�s face to truth but h�s back on Mr. H. G.
Wells, when he turned to h�s museum of spec�f�ed �deals. It �s prec�sely here
that Plato shows h�s sense. It �s not true that everyth�ng changes; the th�ngs
that change are all the man�fest and mater�al th�ngs. There �s someth�ng that
does not change; and that �s prec�sely the abstract qual�ty, the �nv�s�ble �dea.
Mr. Wells says truly enough, that a th�ng wh�ch we have seen �n one
connect�on as dark we may see �n another connect�on as l�ght. But the th�ng
common to both �nc�dents �s the mere �dea of l�ght—wh�ch we have not
seen at all. Mr. Wells m�ght grow taller and taller for unend�ng aeons t�ll h�s
head was h�gher than the lonel�est star. I can �mag�ne h�s wr�t�ng a good
novel about �t. In that case he would see the trees f�rst as tall th�ngs and then



as short th�ngs; he would see the clouds f�rst as h�gh and then as low. But
there would rema�n w�th h�m through the ages �n that starry lonel�ness the
�dea of tallness; he would have �n the awful spaces for compan�on and
comfort the def�n�te concept�on that he was grow�ng taller and not (for
�nstance) grow�ng fatter.

And now �t comes to my m�nd that Mr. H. G. Wells actually has wr�tten a
very del�ghtful romance about men grow�ng as tall as trees; and that here,
aga�n, he seems to me to have been a v�ct�m of th�s vague relat�v�sm. "The
Food of the Gods" �s, l�ke Mr. Bernard Shaw's play, �n essence a study of
the Superman �dea. And �t l�es, I th�nk, even through the ve�l of a half-
pantom�m�c allegory, open to the same �ntellectual attack. We cannot be
expected to have any regard for a great creature �f he does not �n any
manner conform to our standards. For unless he passes our standard of
greatness we cannot even call h�m great. N�etszche summed up all that �s
�nterest�ng �n the Superman �dea when he sa�d, "Man �s a th�ng wh�ch has to
be surpassed." But the very word "surpass" �mpl�es the ex�stence of a
standard common to us and the th�ng surpass�ng us. If the Superman �s
more manly than men are, of course they w�ll ult�mately de�fy h�m, even �f
they happen to k�ll h�m f�rst. But �f he �s s�mply more supermanly, they may
be qu�te �nd�fferent to h�m as they would be to another seem�ngly a�mless
monstros�ty. He must subm�t to our test even �n order to overawe us. Mere
force or s�ze even �s a standard; but that alone w�ll never make men th�nk a
man the�r super�or. G�ants, as �n the w�se old fa�ry-tales, are verm�n.
Supermen, �f not good men, are verm�n.

"The Food of the Gods" �s the tale of "Jack the G�ant-K�ller" told from
the po�nt of v�ew of the g�ant. Th�s has not, I th�nk, been done before �n
l�terature; but I have l�ttle doubt that the psycholog�cal substance of �t
ex�sted �n fact. I have l�ttle doubt that the g�ant whom Jack k�lled d�d regard
h�mself as the Superman. It �s l�kely enough that he cons�dered Jack a
narrow and paroch�al person who w�shed to frustrate a great forward
movement of the l�fe-force. If (as not unfrequently was the case) he
happened to have two heads, he would po�nt out the elementary max�m
wh�ch declares them to be better than one. He would enlarge on the subtle
modern�ty of such an equ�pment, enabl�ng a g�ant to look at a subject from
two po�nts of v�ew, or to correct h�mself w�th prompt�tude. But Jack was the



champ�on of the endur�ng human standards, of the pr�nc�ple of one man one
head and one man one consc�ence, of the s�ngle head and the s�ngle heart
and the s�ngle eye. Jack was qu�te un�mpressed by the quest�on of whether
the g�ant was a part�cularly g�gant�c g�ant. All he w�shed to know was
whether he was a good g�ant—that �s, a g�ant who was any good to us.
What were the g�ant's rel�g�ous v�ews; what h�s v�ews on pol�t�cs and the
dut�es of the c�t�zen? Was he fond of ch�ldren—or fond of them only �n a
dark and s�n�ster sense? To use a f�ne phrase for emot�onal san�ty, was h�s
heart �n the r�ght place? Jack had somet�mes to cut h�m up w�th a sword �n
order to f�nd out. The old and correct story of Jack the G�ant-K�ller �s
s�mply the whole story of man; �f �t were understood we should need no
B�bles or h�stor�es. But the modern world �n part�cular does not seem to
understand �t at all. The modern world, l�ke Mr. Wells �s on the s�de of the
g�ants; the safest place, and therefore the meanest and the most prosa�c. The
modern world, when �t pra�ses �ts l�ttle Caesars, talks of be�ng strong and
brave: but �t does not seem to see the eternal paradox �nvolved �n the
conjunct�on of these �deas. The strong cannot be brave. Only the weak can
be brave; and yet aga�n, �n pract�ce, only those who can be brave can be
trusted, �n t�me of doubt, to be strong. The only way �n wh�ch a g�ant could
really keep h�mself �n tra�n�ng aga�nst the �nev�table Jack would be by
cont�nually f�ght�ng other g�ants ten t�mes as b�g as h�mself. That �s by
ceas�ng to be a g�ant and becom�ng a Jack. Thus that sympathy w�th the
small or the defeated as such, w�th wh�ch we L�berals and Nat�onal�sts have
been often reproached, �s not a useless sent�mental�sm at all, as Mr. Wells
and h�s fr�ends fancy. It �s the f�rst law of pract�cal courage. To be �n the
weakest camp �s to be �n the strongest school. Nor can I �mag�ne anyth�ng
that would do human�ty more good than the advent of a race of Supermen,
for them to f�ght l�ke dragons. If the Superman �s better than we, of course
we need not f�ght h�m; but �n that case, why not call h�m the Sa�nt? But �f
he �s merely stronger (whether phys�cally, mentally, or morally stronger, I
do not care a farth�ng), then he ought to have to reckon w�th us at least for
all the strength we have. It we are weaker than he, that �s no reason why we
should be weaker than ourselves. If we are not tall enough to touch the
g�ant's knees, that �s no reason why we should become shorter by fall�ng on
our own. But that �s at bottom the mean�ng of all modern hero-worsh�p and
celebrat�on of the Strong Man, the Caesar the Superman. That he may be
someth�ng more than man, we must be someth�ng less.



Doubtless there �s an older and better hero-worsh�p than th�s. But the old
hero was a be�ng who, l�ke Ach�lles, was more human than human�ty �tself.
N�etzsche's Superman �s cold and fr�endless. Ach�lles �s so fool�shly fond of
h�s fr�end that he slaughters arm�es �n the agony of h�s bereavement. Mr.
Shaw's sad Caesar says �n h�s desolate pr�de, "He who has never hoped can
never despa�r." The Man-God of old answers from h�s awful h�ll, "Was ever
sorrow l�ke unto my sorrow?" A great man �s not a man so strong that he
feels less than other men; he �s a man so strong that he feels more. And
when N�etszche says, "A new commandment I g�ve to you, 'be hard,'" he �s
really say�ng, "A new commandment I g�ve to you, 'be dead.'" Sens�b�l�ty �s
the def�n�t�on of l�fe.

I recur for a last word to Jack the G�ant-K�ller. I have dwelt on th�s
matter of Mr. Wells and the g�ants, not because �t �s spec�ally prom�nent �n
h�s m�nd; I know that the Superman does not bulk so large �n h�s cosmos as
�n that of Mr. Bernard Shaw. I have dwelt on �t for the oppos�te reason;
because th�s heresy of �mmoral hero-worsh�p has taken, I th�nk, a sl�ghter
hold of h�m, and may perhaps st�ll be prevented from pervert�ng one of the
best th�nkers of the day. In the course of "The New Utop�a" Mr. Wells
makes more than one adm�r�ng allus�on to Mr. W. E. Henley. That clever
and unhappy man l�ved �n adm�rat�on of a vague v�olence, and was always
go�ng back to rude old tales and rude old ballads, to strong and pr�m�t�ve
l�teratures, to f�nd the pra�se of strength and the just�f�cat�on of tyranny. But
he could not f�nd �t. It �s not there. The pr�m�t�ve l�terature �s shown �n the
tale of Jack the G�ant-K�ller. The strong old l�terature �s all �n pra�se of the
weak. The rude old tales are as tender to m�nor�t�es as any modern pol�t�cal
�deal�st. The rude old ballads are as sent�mentally concerned for the under-
dog as the Abor�g�nes Protect�on Soc�ety. When men were tough and raw,
when they l�ved am�d hard knocks and hard laws, when they knew what
f�ght�ng really was, they had only two k�nds of songs. The f�rst was a
rejo�c�ng that the weak had conquered the strong, the second a lamentat�on
that the strong had, for once �n a way, conquered the weak. For th�s def�ance
of the statu quo, th�s constant effort to alter the ex�st�ng balance, th�s
premature challenge to the powerful, �s the whole nature and �nmost secret
of the psycholog�cal adventure wh�ch �s called man. It �s h�s strength to
d�sda�n strength. The forlorn hope �s not only a real hope, �t �s the only real
hope of mank�nd. In the coarsest ballads of the greenwood men are adm�red



most when they defy, not only the k�ng, but what �s more to the po�nt, the
hero. The moment Rob�n Hood becomes a sort of Superman, that moment
the ch�valrous chron�cler shows us Rob�n thrashed by a poor t�nker whom
he thought to thrust as�de. And the ch�valrous chron�cler makes Rob�n Hood
rece�ve the thrash�ng �n a glow of adm�rat�on. Th�s magnan�m�ty �s not a
product of modern human�tar�an�sm; �t �s not a product of anyth�ng to do
w�th peace. Th�s magnan�m�ty �s merely one of the lost arts of war. The
Henley�tes call for a sturdy and f�ght�ng England, and they go back to the
f�erce old stor�es of the sturdy and f�ght�ng Engl�sh. And the th�ng that they
f�nd wr�tten across that f�erce old l�terature everywhere, �s "the pol�cy of
Majuba."

VI. Chr�stmas and the Aesthetes

The world �s round, so round that the schools of opt�m�sm and
pess�m�sm have been argu�ng from the beg�nn�ng whether �t �s the r�ght way
up. The d�ff�culty does not ar�se so much from the mere fact that good and
ev�l are m�ngled �n roughly equal proport�ons; �t ar�ses ch�efly from the fact
that men always d�ffer about what parts are good and what ev�l. Hence the
d�ff�culty wh�ch besets "undenom�nat�onal rel�g�ons." They profess to
�nclude what �s beaut�ful �n all creeds, but they appear to many to have
collected all that �s dull �n them. All the colours m�xed together �n pur�ty
ought to make a perfect wh�te. M�xed together on any human pa�nt-box,
they make a th�ng l�ke mud, and a th�ng very l�ke many new rel�g�ons. Such
a blend �s often someth�ng much worse than any one creed taken separately,
even the creed of the Thugs. The error ar�ses from the d�ff�culty of detect�ng
what �s really the good part and what �s really the bad part of any g�ven
rel�g�on. And th�s pathos falls rather heav�ly on those persons who have the
m�sfortune to th�nk of some rel�g�on or other, that the parts commonly
counted good are bad, and the parts commonly counted bad are good.

It �s trag�c to adm�re and honestly adm�re a human group, but to adm�re
�t �n a photograph�c negat�ve. It �s d�ff�cult to congratulate all the�r wh�tes



on be�ng black and all the�r blacks on the�r wh�teness. Th�s w�ll often
happen to us �n connect�on w�th human rel�g�ons. Take two �nst�tut�ons
wh�ch bear w�tness to the rel�g�ous energy of the n�neteenth century. Take
the Salvat�on Army and the ph�losophy of Auguste Comte.

The usual verd�ct of educated people on the Salvat�on Army �s expressed
�n some such words as these: "I have no doubt they do a great deal of good,
but they do �t �n a vulgar and profane style; the�r a�ms are excellent, but
the�r methods are wrong." To me, unfortunately, the prec�se reverse of th�s
appears to be the truth. I do not know whether the a�ms of the Salvat�on
Army are excellent, but I am qu�te sure the�r methods are adm�rable. The�r
methods are the methods of all �ntense and hearty rel�g�ons; they are
popular l�ke all rel�g�on, m�l�tary l�ke all rel�g�on, publ�c and sensat�onal
l�ke all rel�g�on. They are not reverent any more than Roman Cathol�cs are
reverent, for reverence �n the sad and del�cate mean�ng of the term
reverence �s a th�ng only poss�ble to �nf�dels. That beaut�ful tw�l�ght you
w�ll f�nd �n Eur�p�des, �n Renan, �n Matthew Arnold; but �n men who
bel�eve you w�ll not f�nd �t—you w�ll f�nd only laughter and war. A man
cannot pay that k�nd of reverence to truth sol�d as marble; they can only be
reverent towards a beaut�ful l�e. And the Salvat�on Army, though the�r vo�ce
has broken out �n a mean env�ronment and an ugly shape, are really the old
vo�ce of glad and angry fa�th, hot as the r�ots of D�onysus, w�ld as the
gargoyles of Cathol�c�sm, not to be m�staken for a ph�losophy. Professor
Huxley, �n one of h�s clever phrases, called the Salvat�on Army "corybant�c
Chr�st�an�ty." Huxley was the last and noblest of those Sto�cs who have
never understood the Cross. If he had understood Chr�st�an�ty he would
have known that there never has been, and never can be, any Chr�st�an�ty
that �s not corybant�c.

And there �s th�s d�fference between the matter of a�ms and the matter of
methods, that to judge of the a�ms of a th�ng l�ke the Salvat�on Army �s very
d�ff�cult, to judge of the�r r�tual and atmosphere very easy. No one, perhaps,
but a soc�olog�st can see whether General Booth's hous�ng scheme �s r�ght.
But any healthy person can see that bang�ng brass cymbals together must be
r�ght. A page of stat�st�cs, a plan of model dwell�ngs, anyth�ng wh�ch �s
rat�onal, �s always d�ff�cult for the lay m�nd. But the th�ng wh�ch �s
�rrat�onal any one can understand. That �s why rel�g�on came so early �nto



the world and spread so far, wh�le sc�ence came so late �nto the world and
has not spread at all. H�story unan�mously attests the fact that �t �s only
myst�c�sm wh�ch stands the smallest chance of be�ng understanded of the
people. Common sense has to be kept as an esoter�c secret �n the dark
temple of culture. And so wh�le the ph�lanthropy of the Salvat�on�sts and �ts
genu�neness may be a reasonable matter for the d�scuss�on of the doctors,
there can be no doubt about the genu�neness of the�r brass bands, for a brass
band �s purely sp�r�tual, and seeks only to qu�cken the �nternal l�fe. The
object of ph�lanthropy �s to do good; the object of rel�g�on �s to be good, �f
only for a moment, am�d a crash of brass.

And the same ant�thes�s ex�sts about another modern rel�g�on—I mean
the rel�g�on of Comte, generally known as Pos�t�v�sm, or the worsh�p of
human�ty. Such men as Mr. Freder�c Harr�son, that br�ll�ant and ch�valrous
ph�losopher, who st�ll, by h�s mere personal�ty, speaks for the creed, would
tell us that he offers us the ph�losophy of Comte, but not all Comte's
fantast�c proposals for pont�ffs and ceremon�als, the new calendar, the new
hol�days and sa�nts' days. He does not mean that we should dress ourselves
up as pr�ests of human�ty or let off f�reworks because �t �s M�lton's b�rthday.
To the sol�d Engl�sh Comt�st all th�s appears, he confesses, to be a l�ttle
absurd. To me �t appears the only sens�ble part of Comt�sm. As a
ph�losophy �t �s unsat�sfactory. It �s ev�dently �mposs�ble to worsh�p
human�ty, just as �t �s �mposs�ble to worsh�p the Sav�le Club; both are
excellent �nst�tut�ons to wh�ch we may happen to belong. But we perce�ve
clearly that the Sav�le Club d�d not make the stars and does not f�ll the
un�verse. And �t �s surely unreasonable to attack the doctr�ne of the Tr�n�ty
as a p�ece of bew�lder�ng myst�c�sm, and then to ask men to worsh�p a be�ng
who �s n�nety m�ll�on persons �n one God, ne�ther confound�ng the persons
nor d�v�d�ng the substance.

But �f the w�sdom of Comte was �nsuff�c�ent, the folly of Comte was
w�sdom. In an age of dusty modern�ty, when beauty was thought of as
someth�ng barbar�c and ugl�ness as someth�ng sens�ble, he alone saw that
men must always have the sacredness of mummery. He saw that wh�le the
brutes have all the useful th�ngs, the th�ngs that are truly human are the
useless ones. He saw the falsehood of that almost un�versal not�on of to-
day, the not�on that r�tes and forms are someth�ng art�f�c�al, add�t�onal, and



corrupt. R�tual �s really much older than thought; �t �s much s�mpler and
much w�lder than thought. A feel�ng touch�ng the nature of th�ngs does not
only make men feel that there are certa�n proper th�ngs to say; �t makes
them feel that there are certa�n proper th�ngs to do. The more agreeable of
these cons�st of danc�ng, bu�ld�ng temples, and shout�ng very loud; the less
agreeable, of wear�ng green carnat�ons and burn�ng other ph�losophers
al�ve. But everywhere the rel�g�ous dance came before the rel�g�ous hymn,
and man was a r�tual�st before he could speak. If Comt�sm had spread the
world would have been converted, not by the Comt�st ph�losophy, but by
the Comt�st calendar. By d�scourag�ng what they conce�ve to be the
weakness of the�r master, the Engl�sh Pos�t�v�sts have broken the strength of
the�r rel�g�on. A man who has fa�th must be prepared not only to be a
martyr, but to be a fool. It �s absurd to say that a man �s ready to to�l and d�e
for h�s conv�ct�ons when he �s not even ready to wear a wreath round h�s
head for them. I myself, to take a corpus v�le, am very certa�n that I would
not read the works of Comte through for any cons�derat�on whatever. But I
can eas�ly �mag�ne myself w�th the greatest enthus�asm l�ght�ng a bonf�re on
Darw�n Day.

That splend�d effort fa�led, and noth�ng �n the style of �t has succeeded.
There has been no rat�onal�st fest�val, no rat�onal�st ecstasy. Men are st�ll �n
black for the death of God. When Chr�st�an�ty was heav�ly bombarded �n
the last century upon no po�nt was �t more pers�stently and br�ll�antly
attacked than upon that of �ts alleged enm�ty to human joy. Shelley and
Sw�nburne and all the�r arm�es have passed aga�n and aga�n over the
ground, but they have not altered �t. They have not set up a s�ngle new
trophy or ens�gn for the world's merr�ment to rally to. They have not g�ven a
name or a new occas�on of ga�ety. Mr. Sw�nburne does not hang up h�s
stock�ng on the eve of the b�rthday of V�ctor Hugo. Mr. W�ll�am Archer
does not s�ng carols descr�pt�ve of the �nfancy of Ibsen outs�de people's
doors �n the snow. In the round of our rat�onal and mournful year one
fest�val rema�ns out of all those anc�ent ga�et�es that once covered the whole
earth. Chr�stmas rema�ns to rem�nd us of those ages, whether Pagan or
Chr�st�an, when the many acted poetry �nstead of the few wr�t�ng �t. In all
the w�nter �n our woods there �s no tree �n glow but the holly.



The strange truth about the matter �s told �n the very word "hol�day." A
bank hol�day means presumably a day wh�ch bankers regard as holy. A
half-hol�day means, I suppose, a day on wh�ch a schoolboy �s only part�ally
holy. It �s hard to see at f�rst s�ght why so human a th�ng as le�sure and
lark�ness should always have a rel�g�ous or�g�n. Rat�onally there appears no
reason why we should not s�ng and g�ve each other presents �n honour of
anyth�ng—the b�rth of M�chael Angelo or the open�ng of Euston Stat�on.
But �t does not work. As a fact, men only become greed�ly and glor�ously
mater�al about someth�ng sp�r�tual�st�c. Take away the N�cene Creed and
s�m�lar th�ngs, and you do some strange wrong to the sellers of sausages.
Take away the strange beauty of the sa�nts, and what has rema�ned to us �s
the far stranger ugl�ness of Wandsworth. Take away the supernatural, and
what rema�ns �s the unnatural.

And now I have to touch upon a very sad matter. There are �n the
modern world an adm�rable class of persons who really make protest on
behalf of that ant�qua pulchr�tudo of wh�ch August�ne spoke, who do long
for the old feasts and formal�t�es of the ch�ldhood of the world. W�ll�am
Morr�s and h�s followers showed how much br�ghter were the dark ages
than the age of Manchester. Mr. W. B. Yeats frames h�s steps �n preh�stor�c
dances, but no man knows and jo�ns h�s vo�ce to forgotten choruses that no
one but he can hear. Mr. George Moore collects every fragment of Ir�sh
pagan�sm that the forgetfulness of the Cathol�c Church has left or poss�bly
her w�sdom preserved. There are �nnumerable persons w�th eye-glasses and
green garments who pray for the return of the maypole or the Olymp�an
games. But there �s about these people a haunt�ng and alarm�ng someth�ng
wh�ch suggests that �t �s just poss�ble that they do not keep Chr�stmas. It �s
pa�nful to regard human nature �n such a l�ght, but �t seems somehow
poss�ble that Mr. George Moore does not wave h�s spoon and shout when
the pudd�ng �s set al�ght. It �s even poss�ble that Mr. W. B. Yeats never pulls
crackers. If so, where �s the sense of all the�r dreams of fest�ve trad�t�ons?
Here �s a sol�d and anc�ent fest�ve trad�t�on st�ll ply�ng a roar�ng trade �n the
streets, and they th�nk �t vulgar. �f th�s �s so, let them be very certa�n of th�s,
that they are the k�nd of people who �n the t�me of the maypole would have
thought the maypole vulgar; who �n the t�me of the Canterbury p�lgr�mage
would have thought the Canterbury p�lgr�mage vulgar; who �n the t�me of
the Olymp�an games would have thought the Olymp�an games vulgar. Nor



can there be any reasonable doubt that they were vulgar. Let no man
dece�ve h�mself; �f by vulgar�ty we mean coarseness of speech, rowd�ness
of behav�our, goss�p, horseplay, and some heavy dr�nk�ng, vulgar�ty there
always was wherever there was joy, wherever there was fa�th �n the gods.
Wherever you have bel�ef you w�ll have h�lar�ty, wherever you have h�lar�ty
you w�ll have some dangers. And as creed and mythology produce th�s
gross and v�gorous l�fe, so �n �ts turn th�s gross and v�gorous l�fe w�ll always
produce creed and mythology. If we ever get the Engl�sh back on to the
Engl�sh land they w�ll become aga�n a rel�g�ous people, �f all goes well, a
superst�t�ous people. The absence from modern l�fe of both the h�gher and
lower forms of fa�th �s largely due to a d�vorce from nature and the trees
and clouds. If we have no more turn�p ghosts �t �s ch�efly from the lack of
turn�ps.

VII. Omar and the Sacred V�ne

A new moral�ty has burst upon us w�th some v�olence �n connect�on w�th
the problem of strong dr�nk; and enthus�asts �n the matter range from the
man who �s v�olently thrown out at 12.30, to the lady who smashes
Amer�can bars w�th an axe. In these d�scuss�ons �t �s almost always felt that
one very w�se and moderate pos�t�on �s to say that w�ne or such stuff should
only be drunk as a med�c�ne. W�th th�s I should venture to d�sagree w�th a
pecul�ar feroc�ty. The one genu�nely dangerous and �mmoral way of
dr�nk�ng w�ne �s to dr�nk �t as a med�c�ne. And for th�s reason, If a man
dr�nks w�ne �n order to obta�n pleasure, he �s try�ng to obta�n someth�ng
except�onal, someth�ng he does not expect every hour of the day, someth�ng
wh�ch, unless he �s a l�ttle �nsane, he w�ll not try to get every hour of the
day. But �f a man dr�nks w�ne �n order to obta�n health, he �s try�ng to get
someth�ng natural; someth�ng, that �s, that he ought not to be w�thout;
someth�ng that he may f�nd �t d�ff�cult to reconc�le h�mself to be�ng w�thout.
The man may not be seduced who has seen the ecstasy of be�ng ecstat�c; �t
�s more dazzl�ng to catch a gl�mpse of the ecstasy of be�ng ord�nary. If there
were a mag�c o�ntment, and we took �t to a strong man, and sa�d, "Th�s w�ll



enable you to jump off the Monument," doubtless he would jump off the
Monument, but he would not jump off the Monument all day long to the
del�ght of the C�ty. But �f we took �t to a bl�nd man, say�ng, "Th�s w�ll
enable you to see," he would be under a heav�er temptat�on. It would be
hard for h�m not to rub �t on h�s eyes whenever he heard the hoof of a noble
horse or the b�rds s�ng�ng at daybreak. It �s easy to deny one's self fest�v�ty;
�t �s d�ff�cult to deny one's self normal�ty. Hence comes the fact wh�ch every
doctor knows, that �t �s often per�lous to g�ve alcohol to the s�ck even when
they need �t. I need hardly say that I do not mean that I th�nk the g�v�ng of
alcohol to the s�ck for st�mulus �s necessar�ly unjust�f�able. But I do mean
that g�v�ng �t to the healthy for fun �s the proper use of �t, and a great deal
more cons�stent w�th health.

The sound rule �n the matter would appear to be l�ke many other sound
rules—a paradox. Dr�nk because you are happy, but never because you are
m�serable. Never dr�nk when you are wretched w�thout �t, or you w�ll be
l�ke the grey-faced g�n-dr�nker �n the slum; but dr�nk when you would be
happy w�thout �t, and you w�ll be l�ke the laugh�ng peasant of Italy. Never
dr�nk because you need �t, for th�s �s rat�onal dr�nk�ng, and the way to death
and hell. But dr�nk because you do not need �t, for th�s �s �rrat�onal dr�nk�ng,
and the anc�ent health of the world.

For more than th�rty years the shadow and glory of a great Eastern f�gure
has la�n upon our Engl�sh l�terature. F�tzgerald's translat�on of Omar
Khayyam concentrated �nto an �mmortal po�gnancy all the dark and dr�ft�ng
hedon�sm of our t�me. Of the l�terary splendour of that work �t would be
merely banal to speak; �n few other of the books of men has there been
anyth�ng so comb�n�ng the gay pugnac�ty of an ep�gram w�th the vague
sadness of a song. But of �ts ph�losoph�cal, eth�cal, and rel�g�ous �nfluence
wh�ch has been almost as great as �ts br�ll�ancy, I should l�ke to say a word,
and that word, I confess, one of uncomprom�s�ng host�l�ty. There are a great
many th�ngs wh�ch m�ght be sa�d aga�nst the sp�r�t of the Ruba�yat, and
aga�nst �ts prod�g�ous �nfluence. But one matter of �nd�ctment towers
om�nously above the rest—a genu�ne d�sgrace to �t, a genu�ne calam�ty to
us. Th�s �s the terr�ble blow that th�s great poem has struck aga�nst
soc�ab�l�ty and the joy of l�fe. Some one called Omar "the sad, glad old



Pers�an." Sad he �s; glad he �s not, �n any sense of the word whatever. He
has been a worse foe to gladness than the Pur�tans.

A pens�ve and graceful Or�ental l�es under the rose-tree w�th h�s w�ne-
pot and h�s scroll of poems. It may seem strange that any one's thoughts
should, at the moment of regard�ng h�m, fly back to the dark beds�de where
the doctor doles out brandy. It may seem stranger st�ll that they should go
back to the grey wastrel shak�ng w�th g�n �n Houndsd�tch. But a great
ph�losoph�cal un�ty l�nks the three �n an ev�l bond. Omar Khayyam's w�ne-
b�bb�ng �s bad, not because �t �s w�ne-b�bb�ng. It �s bad, and very bad,
because �t �s med�cal w�ne-b�bb�ng. It �s the dr�nk�ng of a man who dr�nks
because he �s not happy. H�s �s the w�ne that shuts out the un�verse, not the
w�ne that reveals �t. It �s not poet�cal dr�nk�ng, wh�ch �s joyous and
�nst�nct�ve; �t �s rat�onal dr�nk�ng, wh�ch �s as prosa�c as an �nvestment, as
unsavoury as a dose of camom�le. Whole heavens above �t, from the po�nt
of v�ew of sent�ment, though not of style, r�ses the splendour of some old
Engl�sh dr�nk�ng-song—

"Then pass the bowl, my comrades all,
And let the z�der vlow."

For th�s song was caught up by happy men to express the worth of truly
worthy th�ngs, of brotherhood and garrul�ty, and the br�ef and k�ndly le�sure
of the poor. Of course, the great part of the more stol�d reproaches d�rected
aga�nst the Omar�te moral�ty are as false and baby�sh as such reproaches
usually are. One cr�t�c, whose work I have read, had the �ncred�ble
fool�shness to call Omar an athe�st and a mater�al�st. It �s almost �mposs�ble
for an Or�ental to be e�ther; the East understands metaphys�cs too well for
that. Of course, the real object�on wh�ch a ph�losoph�cal Chr�st�an would
br�ng aga�nst the rel�g�on of Omar, �s not that he g�ves no place to God, �t �s
that he g�ves too much place to God. H�s �s that terr�ble the�sm wh�ch can
�mag�ne noth�ng else but de�ty, and wh�ch den�es altogether the outl�nes of
human personal�ty and human w�ll.

"The ball no quest�on makes of Ayes or Noes,
But Here or There as str�kes the Player goes;
And He that tossed you down �nto the f�eld,
He knows about �t all—he knows—he knows."



A Chr�st�an th�nker such as August�ne or Dante would object to th�s
because �t �gnores free-w�ll, wh�ch �s the valour and d�gn�ty of the soul. The
quarrel of the h�ghest Chr�st�an�ty w�th th�s scept�c�sm �s not �n the least that
the scept�c�sm den�es the ex�stence of God; �t �s that �t den�es the ex�stence
of man.

In th�s cult of the pess�m�st�c pleasure-seeker the Ruba�yat stands f�rst �n
our t�me; but �t does not stand alone. Many of the most br�ll�ant �ntellects of
our t�me have urged us to the same self-consc�ous snatch�ng at a rare
del�ght. Walter Pater sa�d that we were all under sentence of death, and the
only course was to enjoy exqu�s�te moments s�mply for those moments'
sake. The same lesson was taught by the very powerful and very desolate
ph�losophy of Oscar W�lde. It �s the carpe d�em rel�g�on; but the carpe d�em
rel�g�on �s not the rel�g�on of happy people, but of very unhappy people.
Great joy does, not gather the rosebuds wh�le �t may; �ts eyes are f�xed on
the �mmortal rose wh�ch Dante saw. Great joy has �n �t the sense of
�mmortal�ty; the very splendour of youth �s the sense that �t has all space to
stretch �ts legs �n. In all great com�c l�terature, �n "Tr�stram Shandy" or
"P�ckw�ck", there �s th�s sense of space and �ncorrupt�b�l�ty; we feel the
characters are deathless people �n an endless tale.

It �s true enough, of course, that a pungent happ�ness comes ch�efly �n
certa�n pass�ng moments; but �t �s not true that we should th�nk of them as
pass�ng, or enjoy them s�mply "for those moments' sake." To do th�s �s to
rat�onal�ze the happ�ness, and therefore to destroy �t. Happ�ness �s a mystery
l�ke rel�g�on, and should never be rat�onal�zed. Suppose a man exper�ences
a really splend�d moment of pleasure. I do not mean someth�ng connected
w�th a b�t of enamel, I mean someth�ng w�th a v�olent happ�ness �n �t—an
almost pa�nful happ�ness. A man may have, for �nstance, a moment of
ecstasy �n f�rst love, or a moment of v�ctory �n battle. The lover enjoys the
moment, but prec�sely not for the moment's sake. He enjoys �t for the
woman's sake, or h�s own sake. The warr�or enjoys the moment, but not for
the sake of the moment; he enjoys �t for the sake of the flag. The cause
wh�ch the flag stands for may be fool�sh and fleet�ng; the love may be calf-
love, and last a week. But the patr�ot th�nks of the flag as eternal; the lover
th�nks of h�s love as someth�ng that cannot end. These moments are f�lled
w�th etern�ty; these moments are joyful because they do not seem



momentary. Once look at them as moments after Pater's manner, and they
become as cold as Pater and h�s style. Man cannot love mortal th�ngs. He
can only love �mmortal th�ngs for an �nstant.

Pater's m�stake �s revealed �n h�s most famous phrase. He asks us to burn
w�th a hard, gem-l�ke flame. Flames are never hard and never gem-l�ke—
they cannot be handled or arranged. So human emot�ons are never hard and
never gem-l�ke; they are always dangerous, l�ke flames, to touch or even to
exam�ne. There �s only one way �n wh�ch our pass�ons can become hard and
gem-l�ke, and that �s by becom�ng as cold as gems. No blow then has ever
been struck at the natural loves and laughter of men so ster�l�z�ng as th�s
carpe d�em of the aesthetes. For any k�nd of pleasure a totally d�fferent
sp�r�t �s requ�red; a certa�n shyness, a certa�n �ndeterm�nate hope, a certa�n
boy�sh expectat�on. Pur�ty and s�mpl�c�ty are essent�al to pass�ons—yes
even to ev�l pass�ons. Even v�ce demands a sort of v�rg�n�ty.

Omar's (or F�tzgerald's) effect upon the other world we may let go, h�s
hand upon th�s world has been heavy and paralyz�ng. The Pur�tans, as I
have sa�d, are far joll�er than he. The new ascet�cs who follow Thoreau or
Tolstoy are much l�vel�er company; for, though the surrender of strong
dr�nk and such luxur�es may str�ke us as an �dle negat�on, �t may leave a
man w�th �nnumerable natural pleasures, and, above all, w�th man's natural
power of happ�ness. Thoreau could enjoy the sunr�se w�thout a cup of
coffee. If Tolstoy cannot adm�re marr�age, at least he �s healthy enough to
adm�re mud. Nature can be enjoyed w�thout even the most natural luxur�es.
A good bush needs no w�ne. But ne�ther nature nor w�ne nor anyth�ng else
can be enjoyed �f we have the wrong att�tude towards happ�ness, and Omar
(or F�tzgerald) d�d have the wrong att�tude towards happ�ness. He and those
he has �nfluenced do not see that �f we are to be truly gay, we must bel�eve
that there �s some eternal ga�ety �n the nature of th�ngs. We cannot enjoy
thoroughly even a pas-de-quatre at a subscr�pt�on dance unless we bel�eve
that the stars are danc�ng to the same tune. No one can be really h�lar�ous
but the ser�ous man. "W�ne," says the Scr�pture, "maketh glad the heart of
man," but only of the man who has a heart. The th�ng called h�gh sp�r�ts �s
poss�ble only to the sp�r�tual. Ult�mately a man cannot rejo�ce �n anyth�ng
except the nature of th�ngs. Ult�mately a man can enjoy noth�ng except
rel�g�on. Once �n the world's h�story men d�d bel�eve that the stars were



danc�ng to the tune of the�r temples, and they danced as men have never
danced s�nce. W�th th�s old pagan eudaemon�sm the sage of the Ruba�yat
has qu�te as l�ttle to do as he has w�th any Chr�st�an var�ety. He �s no more a
Bacchanal than he �s a sa�nt. D�onysus and h�s church was grounded on a
ser�ous jo�e-de-v�vre l�ke that of Walt Wh�tman. D�onysus made w�ne, not a
med�c�ne, but a sacrament. Jesus Chr�st also made w�ne, not a med�c�ne, but
a sacrament. But Omar makes �t, not a sacrament, but a med�c�ne. He feasts
because l�fe �s not joyful; he revels because he �s not glad. "Dr�nk," he says,
"for you know not whence you come nor why. Dr�nk, for you know not
when you go nor where. Dr�nk, because the stars are cruel and the world as
�dle as a humm�ng-top. Dr�nk, because there �s noth�ng worth trust�ng,
noth�ng worth f�ght�ng for. Dr�nk, because all th�ngs are lapsed �n a base
equal�ty and an ev�l peace." So he stands offer�ng us the cup �n h�s hand.
And at the h�gh altar of Chr�st�an�ty stands another f�gure, �n whose hand
also �s the cup of the v�ne. "Dr�nk" he says "for the whole world �s as red as
th�s w�ne, w�th the cr�mson of the love and wrath of God. Dr�nk, for the
trumpets are blow�ng for battle and th�s �s the st�rrup-cup. Dr�nk, for th�s my
blood of the new testament that �s shed for you. Dr�nk, for I know of
whence you come and why. Dr�nk, for I know of when you go and where."

VIII. The M�ldness of the Yellow Press

There �s a great deal of protest made from one quarter or another
nowadays aga�nst the �nfluence of that new journal�sm wh�ch �s assoc�ated
w�th the names of S�r Alfred Harmsworth and Mr. Pearson. But almost
everybody who attacks �t attacks on the ground that �t �s very sensat�onal,
very v�olent and vulgar and startl�ng. I am speak�ng �n no affected
contrar�ety, but �n the s�mpl�c�ty of a genu�ne personal �mpress�on, when I
say that th�s journal�sm offends as be�ng not sensat�onal or v�olent enough.
The real v�ce �s not that �t �s startl�ng, but that �t �s qu�te �nsupportably tame.
The whole object �s to keep carefully along a certa�n level of the expected
and the commonplace; �t may be low, but �t must take care also to be flat.
Never by any chance �n �t �s there any of that real plebe�an pungency wh�ch



can be heard from the ord�nary cabman �n the ord�nary street. We have
heard of a certa�n standard of decorum wh�ch demands that th�ngs should be
funny w�thout be�ng vulgar, but the standard of th�s decorum demands that
�f th�ngs are vulgar they shall be vulgar w�thout be�ng funny. Th�s
journal�sm does not merely fa�l to exaggerate l�fe—�t pos�t�vely underrates
�t; and �t has to do so because �t �s �ntended for the fa�nt and langu�d
recreat�on of men whom the f�erceness of modern l�fe has fat�gued. Th�s
press �s not the yellow press at all; �t �s the drab press. S�r Alfred
Harmsworth must not address to the t�red clerk any observat�on more w�tty
than the t�red clerk m�ght be able to address to S�r Alfred Harmsworth. It
must not expose anybody (anybody who �s powerful, that �s), �t must not
offend anybody, �t must not even please anybody, too much. A general
vague �dea that �n sp�te of all th�s, our yellow press �s sensat�onal, ar�ses
from such external acc�dents as large type or lur�d headl�nes. It �s qu�te true
that these ed�tors pr�nt everyth�ng they poss�bly can �n large cap�tal letters.
But they do th�s, not because �t �s startl�ng, but because �t �s sooth�ng. To
people wholly weary or partly drunk �n a d�mly l�ghted tra�n, �t �s a
s�mpl�f�cat�on and a comfort to have th�ngs presented �n th�s vast and
obv�ous manner. The ed�tors use th�s g�gant�c alphabet �n deal�ng w�th the�r
readers, for exactly the same reason that parents and governesses use a
s�m�lar g�gant�c alphabet �n teach�ng ch�ldren to spell. The nursery
author�t�es do not use an A as b�g as a horseshoe �n order to make the ch�ld
jump; on the contrary, they use �t to put the ch�ld at h�s ease, to make th�ngs
smoother and more ev�dent. Of the same character �s the d�m and qu�et
dame school wh�ch S�r Alfred Harmsworth and Mr. Pearson keep. All the�r
sent�ments are spell�ng-book sent�ments—that �s to say, they are sent�ments
w�th wh�ch the pup�l �s already respectfully fam�l�ar. All the�r w�ldest
posters are leaves torn from a copy-book.

Of real sensat�onal journal�sm, as �t ex�sts �n France, �n Ireland, and �n
Amer�ca, we have no trace �n th�s country. When a journal�st �n Ireland
w�shes to create a thr�ll, he creates a thr�ll worth talk�ng about. He
denounces a lead�ng Ir�sh member for corrupt�on, or he charges the whole
pol�ce system w�th a w�cked and def�n�te consp�racy. When a French
journal�st des�res a fr�sson there �s a fr�sson; he d�scovers, let us say, that the
Pres�dent of the Republ�c has murdered three w�ves. Our yellow journal�sts
�nvent qu�te as unscrupulously as th�s; the�r moral cond�t�on �s, as regards



careful verac�ty, about the same. But �t �s the�r mental cal�bre wh�ch
happens to be such that they can only �nvent calm and even reassur�ng
th�ngs. The f�ct�t�ous vers�on of the massacre of the envoys of Pek�n was
mendac�ous, but �t was not �nterest�ng, except to those who had pr�vate
reasons for terror or sorrow. It was not connected w�th any bold and
suggest�ve v�ew of the Ch�nese s�tuat�on. It revealed only a vague �dea that
noth�ng could be �mpress�ve except a great deal of blood. Real
sensat�onal�sm, of wh�ch I happen to be very fond, may be e�ther moral or
�mmoral. But even when �t �s most �mmoral, �t requ�res moral courage. For
�t �s one of the most dangerous th�ngs on earth genu�nely to surpr�se
anybody. If you make any sent�ent creature jump, you render �t by no means
�mprobable that �t w�ll jump on you. But the leaders of th�s movement have
no moral courage or �mmoral courage; the�r whole method cons�sts �n
say�ng, w�th large and elaborate emphas�s, the th�ngs wh�ch everybody else
says casually, and w�thout remember�ng what they have sa�d. When they
brace themselves up to attack anyth�ng, they never reach the po�nt of
attack�ng anyth�ng wh�ch �s large and real, and would resound w�th the
shock. They do not attack the army as men do �n France, or the judges as
men do �n Ireland, or the democracy �tself as men d�d �n England a hundred
years ago. They attack someth�ng l�ke the War Off�ce—someth�ng, that �s,
wh�ch everybody attacks and nobody bothers to defend, someth�ng wh�ch �s
an old joke �n fourth-rate com�c papers. just as a man shows he has a weak
vo�ce by stra�n�ng �t to shout, so they show the hopelessly unsensat�onal
nature of the�r m�nds when they really try to be sensat�onal. W�th the whole
world full of b�g and dub�ous �nst�tut�ons, w�th the whole w�ckedness of
c�v�l�zat�on star�ng them �n the face, the�r �dea of be�ng bold and br�ght �s to
attack the War Off�ce. They m�ght as well start a campa�gn aga�nst the
weather, or form a secret soc�ety �n order to make jokes about mothers-�n-
law. Nor �s �t only from the po�nt of v�ew of part�cular amateurs of the
sensat�onal such as myself, that �t �s perm�ss�ble to say, �n the words of
Cowper's Alexander Selk�rk, that "the�r tameness �s shock�ng to me." The
whole modern world �s p�n�ng for a genu�nely sensat�onal journal�sm. Th�s
has been d�scovered by that very able and honest journal�st, Mr. Blatchford,
who started h�s campa�gn aga�nst Chr�st�an�ty, warned on all s�des, I
bel�eve, that �t would ru�n h�s paper, but who cont�nued from an honourable
sense of �ntellectual respons�b�l�ty. He d�scovered, however, that wh�le he
had undoubtedly shocked h�s readers, he had also greatly advanced h�s



newspaper. It was bought—f�rst, by all the people who agreed w�th h�m and
wanted to read �t; and secondly, by all the people who d�sagreed w�th h�m,
and wanted to wr�te h�m letters. Those letters were volum�nous (I helped, I
am glad to say, to swell the�r volume), and they were generally �nserted
w�th a generous fulness. Thus was acc�dentally d�scovered (l�ke the steam-
eng�ne) the great journal�st�c max�m—that �f an ed�tor can only make
people angry enough, they w�ll wr�te half h�s newspaper for h�m for
noth�ng.

Some hold that such papers as these are scarcely the proper objects of so
ser�ous a cons�derat�on; but that can scarcely be ma�nta�ned from a pol�t�cal
or eth�cal po�nt of v�ew. In th�s problem of the m�ldness and tameness of the
Harmsworth m�nd there �s m�rrored the outl�nes of a much larger problem
wh�ch �s ak�n to �t.

The Harmsworth�an journal�st beg�ns w�th a worsh�p of success and
v�olence, and ends �n sheer t�m�d�ty and med�ocr�ty. But he �s not alone �n
th�s, nor does he come by th�s fate merely because he happens personally to
be stup�d. Every man, however brave, who beg�ns by worsh�pp�ng v�olence,
must end �n mere t�m�d�ty. Every man, however w�se, who beg�ns by
worsh�pp�ng success, must end �n mere med�ocr�ty. Th�s strange and
paradox�cal fate �s �nvolved, not �n the �nd�v�dual, but �n the ph�losophy, �n
the po�nt of v�ew. It �s not the folly of the man wh�ch br�ngs about th�s
necessary fall; �t �s h�s w�sdom. The worsh�p of success �s the only one out
of all poss�ble worsh�ps of wh�ch th�s �s true, that �ts followers are
foredoomed to become slaves and cowards. A man may be a hero for the
sake of Mrs. Gallup's c�phers or for the sake of human sacr�f�ce, but not for
the sake of success. For obv�ously a man may choose to fa�l because he
loves Mrs. Gallup or human sacr�f�ce; but he cannot choose to fa�l because
he loves success. When the test of tr�umph �s men's test of everyth�ng, they
never endure long enough to tr�umph at all. As long as matters are really
hopeful, hope �s a mere flattery or plat�tude; �t �s only when everyth�ng �s
hopeless that hope beg�ns to be a strength at all. L�ke all the Chr�st�an
v�rtues, �t �s as unreasonable as �t �s �nd�spensable.

It was through th�s fatal paradox �n the nature of th�ngs that all these
modern adventurers come at last to a sort of ted�um and acqu�escence. They



des�red strength; and to them to des�re strength was to adm�re strength; to
adm�re strength was s�mply to adm�re the statu quo. They thought that he
who w�shed to be strong ought to respect the strong. They d�d not real�ze
the obv�ous ver�ty that he who w�shes to be strong must desp�se the strong.
They sought to be everyth�ng, to have the whole force of the cosmos beh�nd
them, to have an energy that would dr�ve the stars. But they d�d not real�ze
the two great facts—f�rst, that �n the attempt to be everyth�ng the f�rst and
most d�ff�cult step �s to be someth�ng; second, that the moment a man �s
someth�ng, he �s essent�ally defy�ng everyth�ng. The lower an�mals, say the
men of sc�ence, fought the�r way up w�th a bl�nd self�shness. If th�s be so,
the only real moral of �t �s that our unself�shness, �f �t �s to tr�umph, must be
equally bl�nd. The mammoth d�d not put h�s head on one s�de and wonder
whether mammoths were a l�ttle out of date. Mammoths were at least as
much up to date as that �nd�v�dual mammoth could make them. The great
elk d�d not say, "Cloven hoofs are very much worn now." He pol�shed h�s
own weapons for h�s own use. But �n the reason�ng an�mal there has ar�sen
a more horr�ble danger, that he may fa�l through perce�v�ng h�s own fa�lure.
When modern soc�olog�sts talk of the necess�ty of accommodat�ng one's
self to the trend of the t�me, they forget that the trend of the t�me at �ts best
cons�sts ent�rely of people who w�ll not accommodate themselves to
anyth�ng. At �ts worst �t cons�sts of many m�ll�ons of fr�ghtened creatures all
accommodat�ng themselves to a trend that �s not there. And that �s
becom�ng more and more the s�tuat�on of modern England. Every man
speaks of publ�c op�n�on, and means by publ�c op�n�on, publ�c op�n�on
m�nus h�s op�n�on. Every man makes h�s contr�but�on negat�ve under the
erroneous �mpress�on that the next man's contr�but�on �s pos�t�ve. Every
man surrenders h�s fancy to a general tone wh�ch �s �tself a surrender. And
over all the heartless and fatuous un�ty spreads th�s new and wear�some and
plat�tud�nous press, �ncapable of �nvent�on, �ncapable of audac�ty, capable
only of a serv�l�ty all the more contempt�ble because �t �s not even a
serv�l�ty to the strong. But all who beg�n w�th force and conquest w�ll end �n
th�s.

The ch�ef character�st�c of the "New journal�sm" �s s�mply that �t �s bad
journal�sm. It �s beyond all compar�son the most shapeless, careless, and
colourless work done �n our day.



I read yesterday a sentence wh�ch should be wr�tten �n letters of gold and
adamant; �t �s the very motto of the new ph�losophy of Emp�re. I found �t
(as the reader has already eagerly guessed) �n Pearson's Magaz�ne, wh�le I
was commun�ng (soul to soul) w�th Mr. C. Arthur Pearson, whose f�rst and
suppressed name I am afra�d �s Ch�lper�c. It occurred �n an art�cle on the
Amer�can Pres�dent�al Elect�on. Th�s �s the sentence, and every one should
read �t carefully, and roll �t on the tongue, t�ll all the honey be tasted.

"A l�ttle sound common sense often goes further w�th an aud�ence of
Amer�can work�ng-men than much h�gh-flown argument. A speaker who,
as he brought forward h�s po�nts, hammered na�ls �nto a board, won
hundreds of votes for h�s s�de at the last Pres�dent�al Elect�on."

I do not w�sh to so�l th�s perfect th�ng w�th comment; the words of
Mercury are harsh after the songs of Apollo. But just th�nk for a moment of
the m�nd, the strange �nscrutable m�nd, of the man who wrote that, of the
ed�tor who approved �t, of the people who are probably �mpressed by �t, of
the �ncred�ble Amer�can work�ng-man, of whom, for all I know, �t may be
true. Th�nk what the�r not�on of "common sense" must be! It �s del�ghtful to
real�ze that you and I are now able to w�n thousands of votes should we
ever be engaged �n a Pres�dent�al Elect�on, by do�ng someth�ng of th�s k�nd.
For I suppose the na�ls and the board are not essent�al to the exh�b�t�on of
"common sense;" there may be var�at�ons. We may read—

"A l�ttle common sense �mpresses Amer�can work�ng-men more than
h�gh-flown argument. A speaker who, as he made h�s po�nts, pulled buttons
off h�s wa�stcoat, won thousands of votes for h�s s�de." Or, "Sound common
sense tells better �n Amer�ca than h�gh-flown argument. Thus Senator
Budge, who threw h�s false teeth �n the a�r every t�me he made an ep�gram,
won the sol�d approval of Amer�can work�ng-men." Or aga�n, "The sound
common sense of a gentleman from Earlswood, who stuck straws �n h�s ha�r
dur�ng the progress of h�s speech, assured the v�ctory of Mr. Roosevelt."

There are many other elements �n th�s art�cle on wh�ch I should love to
l�nger. But the matter wh�ch I w�sh to po�nt out �s that �n that sentence �s
perfectly revealed the whole truth of what our Chamberla�n�tes, hustlers,
bustlers, Emp�re-bu�lders, and strong, s�lent men, really mean by
"commonsense." They mean knock�ng, w�th deafen�ng no�se and dramat�c



effect, mean�ngless b�ts of �ron �nto a useless b�t of wood. A man goes on to
an Amer�can platform and behaves l�ke a mountebank fool w�th a board and
a hammer; well, I do not blame h�m; I m�ght even adm�re h�m. He may be a
dash�ng and qu�te decent strateg�st. He may be a f�ne romant�c actor, l�ke
Burke fl�ng�ng the dagger on the floor. He may even (for all I know) be a
subl�me myst�c, profoundly �mpressed w�th the anc�ent mean�ng of the
d�v�ne trade of the Carpenter, and offer�ng to the people a parable �n the
form of a ceremony. All I w�sh to �nd�cate �s the abyss of mental confus�on
�n wh�ch such w�ld r�tual�sm can be called "sound common sense." And �t �s
�n that abyss of mental confus�on, and �n that alone, that the new
Imper�al�sm l�ves and moves and has �ts be�ng. The whole glory and
greatness of Mr. Chamberla�n cons�sts �n th�s: that �f a man h�ts the r�ght
na�l on the head nobody cares where he h�ts �t to or what �t does. They care
about the no�se of the hammer, not about the s�lent dr�p of the na�l. Before
and throughout the Afr�can war, Mr. Chamberla�n was always knock�ng �n
na�ls, w�th r�ng�ng dec�s�veness. But when we ask, "But what have these
na�ls held together? Where �s your carpentry? Where are your contented
Outlanders? Where �s your free South Afr�ca? Where �s your Br�t�sh
prest�ge? What have your na�ls done?" then what answer �s there? We must
go back (w�th an affect�onate s�gh) to our Pearson for the answer to the
quest�on of what the na�ls have done: "The speaker who hammered na�ls
�nto a board won thousands of votes."

Now the whole of th�s passage �s adm�rably character�st�c of the new
journal�sm wh�ch Mr. Pearson represents, the new journal�sm wh�ch has just
purchased the Standard. To take one �nstance out of hundreds, the
�ncomparable man w�th the board and na�ls �s descr�bed �n the Pearson's
art�cle as call�ng out (as he smote the symbol�c na�l), "L�e number one.
Na�led to the Mast! Na�led to the Mast!" In the whole off�ce there was
apparently no compos�tor or off�ce-boy to po�nt out that we speak of l�es
be�ng na�led to the counter, and not to the mast. Nobody �n the off�ce knew
that Pearson's Magaz�ne was fall�ng �nto a stale Ir�sh bull, wh�ch must be as
old as St. Patr�ck. Th�s �s the real and essent�al tragedy of the sale of the
Standard. It �s not merely that journal�sm �s v�ctor�ous over l�terature. It �s
that bad journal�sm �s v�ctor�ous over good journal�sm.



It �s not that one art�cle wh�ch we cons�der costly and beaut�ful �s be�ng
ousted by another k�nd of art�cle wh�ch we cons�der common or unclean. It
�s that of the same art�cle a worse qual�ty �s preferred to a better. If you l�ke
popular journal�sm (as I do), you w�ll know that Pearson's Magaz�ne �s poor
and weak popular journal�sm. You w�ll know �t as certa�nly as you know
bad butter. You w�ll know as certa�nly that �t �s poor popular journal�sm as
you know that the Strand, �n the great days of Sherlock Holmes, was good
popular journal�sm. Mr. Pearson has been a monument of th�s enormous
banal�ty. About everyth�ng he says and does there �s someth�ng �nf�n�tely
weak-m�nded. He clamours for home trades and employs fore�gn ones to
pr�nt h�s paper. When th�s glar�ng fact �s po�nted out, he does not say that
the th�ng was an overs�ght, l�ke a sane man. He cuts �t off w�th sc�ssors, l�ke
a ch�ld of three. H�s very cunn�ng �s �nfant�le. And l�ke a ch�ld of three, he
does not cut �t qu�te off. In all human records I doubt �f there �s such an
example of a profound s�mpl�c�ty �n decept�on. Th�s �s the sort of
�ntell�gence wh�ch now s�ts �n the seat of the sane and honourable old Tory
journal�sm. If �t were really the tr�umph of the trop�cal exuberance of the
Yankee press, �t would be vulgar, but st�ll trop�cal. But �t �s not. We are
del�vered over to the bramble, and from the meanest of the shrubs comes
the f�re upon the cedars of Lebanon.

The only quest�on now �s how much longer the f�ct�on w�ll endure that
journal�sts of th�s order represent publ�c op�n�on. It may be doubted whether
any honest and ser�ous Tar�ff Reformer would for a moment ma�nta�n that
there was any major�ty for Tar�ff Reform �n the country comparable to the
lud�crous preponderance wh�ch money has g�ven �t among the great da�l�es.
The only �nference �s that for purposes of real publ�c op�n�on the press �s
now a mere plutocrat�c ol�garchy. Doubtless the publ�c buys the wares of
these men, for one reason or another. But there �s no more reason to
suppose that the publ�c adm�res the�r pol�t�cs than that the publ�c adm�res
the del�cate ph�losophy of Mr. Crosse or the darker and sterner creed of Mr.
Blackwell. If these men are merely tradesmen, there �s noth�ng to say
except that there are plenty l�ke them �n the Battersea Park Road, and many
much better. But �f they make any sort of attempt to be pol�t�c�ans, we can
only po�nt out to them that they are not as yet even good journal�sts.



IX. The Moods of Mr. George Moore

Mr. George Moore began h�s l�terary career by wr�t�ng h�s personal
confess�ons; nor �s there any harm �n th�s �f he had not cont�nued them for
the rema�nder of h�s l�fe. He �s a man of genu�nely forc�ble m�nd and of
great command over a k�nd of rhetor�cal and fug�t�ve conv�ct�on wh�ch
exc�tes and pleases. He �s �n a perpetual state of temporary honesty. He has
adm�red all the most adm�rable modern eccentr�cs unt�l they could stand �t
no longer. Everyth�ng he wr�tes, �t �s to be fully adm�tted, has a genu�ne
mental power. H�s account of h�s reason for leav�ng the Roman Cathol�c
Church �s poss�bly the most adm�rable tr�bute to that commun�on wh�ch has
been wr�tten of late years. For the fact of the matter �s, that the weakness
wh�ch has rendered barren the many br�ll�anc�es of Mr. Moore �s actually
that weakness wh�ch the Roman Cathol�c Church �s at �ts best �n combat�ng.
Mr. Moore hates Cathol�c�sm because �t breaks up the house of look�ng-
glasses �n wh�ch he l�ves. Mr. Moore does not d�sl�ke so much be�ng asked
to bel�eve �n the sp�r�tual ex�stence of m�racles or sacraments, but he does
fundamentally d�sl�ke be�ng asked to bel�eve �n the actual ex�stence of other
people. L�ke h�s master Pater and all the aesthetes, h�s real quarrel w�th l�fe
�s that �t �s not a dream that can be moulded by the dreamer. It �s not the
dogma of the real�ty of the other world that troubles h�m, but the dogma of
the real�ty of th�s world.

The truth �s that the trad�t�on of Chr�st�an�ty (wh�ch �s st�ll the only
coherent eth�c of Europe) rests on two or three paradoxes or myster�es
wh�ch can eas�ly be �mpugned �n argument and as eas�ly just�f�ed �n l�fe.
One of them, for �nstance, �s the paradox of hope or fa�th—that the more
hopeless �s the s�tuat�on the more hopeful must be the man. Stevenson
understood th�s, and consequently Mr. Moore cannot understand Stevenson.
Another �s the paradox of char�ty or ch�valry that the weaker a th�ng �s the
more �t should be respected, that the more �ndefens�ble a th�ng �s the more �t
should appeal to us for a certa�n k�nd of defence. Thackeray understood
th�s, and therefore Mr. Moore does not understand Thackeray. Now, one of



these very pract�cal and work�ng myster�es �n the Chr�st�an trad�t�on, and
one wh�ch the Roman Cathol�c Church, as I say, has done her best work �n
s�ngl�ng out, �s the concept�on of the s�nfulness of pr�de. Pr�de �s a weakness
�n the character; �t dr�es up laughter, �t dr�es up wonder, �t dr�es up ch�valry
and energy. The Chr�st�an trad�t�on understands th�s; therefore Mr. Moore
does not understand the Chr�st�an trad�t�on.

For the truth �s much stranger even than �t appears �n the formal doctr�ne
of the s�n of pr�de. It �s not only true that hum�l�ty �s a much w�ser and more
v�gorous th�ng than pr�de. It �s also true that van�ty �s a much w�ser and
more v�gorous th�ng than pr�de. Van�ty �s soc�al—�t �s almost a k�nd of
comradesh�p; pr�de �s sol�tary and unc�v�l�zed. Van�ty �s act�ve; �t des�res the
applause of �nf�n�te mult�tudes; pr�de �s pass�ve, des�r�ng only the applause
of one person, wh�ch �t already has. Van�ty �s humorous, and can enjoy the
joke even of �tself; pr�de �s dull, and cannot even sm�le. And the whole of
th�s d�fference �s the d�fference between Stevenson and Mr. George Moore,
who, as he �nforms us, has "brushed Stevenson as�de." I do not know where
he has been brushed to, but wherever �t �s I fancy he �s hav�ng a good t�me,
because he had the w�sdom to be va�n, and not proud. Stevenson had a
w�ndy van�ty; Mr. Moore has a dusty ego�sm. Hence Stevenson could
amuse h�mself as well as us w�th h�s van�ty; wh�le the r�chest effects of Mr.
Moore's absurd�ty are h�dden from h�s eyes.

If we compare th�s solemn folly w�th the happy folly w�th wh�ch
Stevenson belauds h�s own books and berates h�s own cr�t�cs, we shall not
f�nd �t d�ff�cult to guess why �t �s that Stevenson at least found a f�nal
ph�losophy of some sort to l�ve by, wh�le Mr. Moore �s always walk�ng the
world look�ng for a new one. Stevenson had found that the secret of l�fe l�es
�n laughter and hum�l�ty. Self �s the gorgon. Van�ty sees �t �n the m�rror of
other men and l�ves. Pr�de stud�es �t for �tself and �s turned to stone.

It �s necessary to dwell on th�s defect �n Mr. Moore, because �t �s really
the weakness of work wh�ch �s not w�thout �ts strength. Mr. Moore's ego�sm
�s not merely a moral weakness, �t �s a very constant and �nfluent�al
aesthet�c weakness as well. We should really be much more �nterested �n
Mr. Moore �f he were not qu�te so �nterested �n h�mself. We feel as �f we
were be�ng shown through a gallery of really f�ne p�ctures, �nto each of



wh�ch, by some useless and d�scordant convent�on, the art�st had
represented the same f�gure �n the same att�tude. "The Grand Canal w�th a
d�stant v�ew of Mr. Moore," "Effect of Mr. Moore through a Scotch M�st,"
"Mr. Moore by F�rel�ght," "Ru�ns of Mr. Moore by Moonl�ght," and so on,
seems to be the endless ser�es. He would no doubt reply that �n such a book
as th�s he �ntended to reveal h�mself. But the answer �s that �n such a book
as th�s he does not succeed. One of the thousand object�ons to the s�n of
pr�de l�es prec�sely �n th�s, that self-consc�ousness of necess�ty destroys
self-revelat�on. A man who th�nks a great deal about h�mself w�ll try to be
many-s�ded, attempt a theatr�cal excellence at all po�nts, w�ll try to be an
encyclopaed�a of culture, and h�s own real personal�ty w�ll be lost �n that
false un�versal�sm. Th�nk�ng about h�mself w�ll lead to try�ng to be the
un�verse; try�ng to be the un�verse w�ll lead to ceas�ng to be anyth�ng. If, on
the other hand, a man �s sens�ble enough to th�nk only about the un�verse;
he w�ll th�nk about �t �n h�s own �nd�v�dual way. He w�ll keep v�rg�n the
secret of God; he w�ll see the grass as no other man can see �t, and look at a
sun that no man has ever known. Th�s fact �s very pract�cally brought out �n
Mr. Moore's "Confess�ons." In read�ng them we do not feel the presence of
a clean-cut personal�ty l�ke that of Thackeray and Matthew Arnold. We only
read a number of qu�te clever and largely confl�ct�ng op�n�ons wh�ch m�ght
be uttered by any clever person, but wh�ch we are called upon to adm�re
spec�f�cally, because they are uttered by Mr. Moore. He �s the only thread
that connects Cathol�c�sm and Protestant�sm, real�sm and myst�c�sm—he or
rather h�s name. He �s profoundly absorbed even �n v�ews he no longer
holds, and he expects us to be. And he �ntrudes the cap�tal "I" even where �t
need not be �ntruded—even where �t weakens the force of a pla�n statement.
Where another man would say, "It �s a f�ne day," Mr. Moore says, "Seen
through my temperament, the day appeared f�ne." Where another man
would say "M�lton has obv�ously a f�ne style," Mr. Moore would say, "As a
styl�st M�lton had always �mpressed me." The Nemes�s of th�s self-centred
sp�r�t �s that of be�ng totally �neffectual. Mr. Moore has started many
�nterest�ng crusades, but he has abandoned them before h�s d�sc�ples could
beg�n. Even when he �s on the s�de of the truth he �s as f�ckle as the ch�ldren
of falsehood. Even when he has found real�ty he cannot f�nd rest. One Ir�sh
qual�ty he has wh�ch no Ir�shman was ever w�thout—pugnac�ty; and that �s
certa�nly a great v�rtue, espec�ally �n the present age. But he has not the
tenac�ty of conv�ct�on wh�ch goes w�th the f�ght�ng sp�r�t �n a man l�ke



Bernard Shaw. H�s weakness of �ntrospect�on and self�shness �n all the�r
glory cannot prevent h�m f�ght�ng; but they w�ll always prevent h�m
w�nn�ng.



X. On Sandals and S�mpl�c�ty

The great m�sfortune of the modern Engl�sh �s not at all that they are
more boastful than other people (they are not); �t �s that they are boastful
about those part�cular th�ngs wh�ch nobody can boast of w�thout los�ng
them. A Frenchman can be proud of be�ng bold and log�cal, and st�ll rema�n
bold and log�cal. A German can be proud of be�ng reflect�ve and orderly,
and st�ll rema�n reflect�ve and orderly. But an Engl�shman cannot be proud
of be�ng s�mple and d�rect, and st�ll rema�n s�mple and d�rect. In the matter
of these strange v�rtues, to know them �s to k�ll them. A man may be
consc�ous of be�ng hero�c or consc�ous of be�ng d�v�ne, but he cannot (�n
sp�te of all the Anglo-Saxon poets) be consc�ous of be�ng unconsc�ous.

Now, I do not th�nk that �t can be honestly den�ed that some port�on of
th�s �mposs�b�l�ty attaches to a class very d�fferent �n the�r own op�n�on, at
least, to the school of Anglo-Saxon�sm. I mean that school of the s�mple
l�fe, commonly assoc�ated w�th Tolstoy. If a perpetual talk about one's own
robustness leads to be�ng less robust, �t �s even more true that a perpetual
talk�ng about one's own s�mpl�c�ty leads to be�ng less s�mple. One great
compla�nt, I th�nk, must stand aga�nst the modern upholders of the s�mple
l�fe—the s�mple l�fe �n all �ts var�ed forms, from vegetar�an�sm to the
honourable cons�stency of the Doukhobors. Th�s compla�nt aga�nst them
stands, that they would make us s�mple �n the un�mportant th�ngs, but
complex �n the �mportant th�ngs. They would make us s�mple �n the th�ngs
that do not matter—that �s, �n d�et, �n costume, �n et�quette, �n econom�c
system. But they would make us complex �n the th�ngs that do matter—�n
ph�losophy, �n loyalty, �n sp�r�tual acceptance, and sp�r�tual reject�on. It does
not so very much matter whether a man eats a gr�lled tomato or a pla�n
tomato; �t does very much matter whether he eats a pla�n tomato w�th a
gr�lled m�nd. The only k�nd of s�mpl�c�ty worth preserv�ng �s the s�mpl�c�ty
of the heart, the s�mpl�c�ty wh�ch accepts and enjoys. There may be a
reasonable doubt as to what system preserves th�s; there can surely be no



doubt that a system of s�mpl�c�ty destroys �t. There �s more s�mpl�c�ty �n the
man who eats cav�ar on �mpulse than �n the man who eats grape-nuts on
pr�nc�ple. The ch�ef error of these people �s to be found �n the very phrase to
wh�ch they are most attached—"pla�n l�v�ng and h�gh th�nk�ng." These
people do not stand �n need of, w�ll not be �mproved by, pla�n l�v�ng and
h�gh th�nk�ng. They stand �n need of the contrary. They would be �mproved
by h�gh l�v�ng and pla�n th�nk�ng. A l�ttle h�gh l�v�ng (I say, hav�ng a full
sense of respons�b�l�ty, a l�ttle h�gh l�v�ng) would teach them the force and
mean�ng of the human fest�v�t�es, of the banquet that has gone on from the
beg�nn�ng of the world. It would teach them the h�stor�c fact that the
art�f�c�al �s, �f anyth�ng, older than the natural. It would teach them that the
lov�ng-cup �s as old as any hunger. It would teach them that r�tual�sm �s
older than any rel�g�on. And a l�ttle pla�n th�nk�ng would teach them how
harsh and fanc�ful are the mass of the�r own eth�cs, how very c�v�l�zed and
very compl�cated must be the bra�n of the Tolstoyan who really bel�eves �t
to be ev�l to love one's country and w�cked to str�ke a blow.

A man approaches, wear�ng sandals and s�mple ra�ment, a raw tomato
held f�rmly �n h�s r�ght hand, and says, "The affect�ons of fam�ly and
country al�ke are h�ndrances to the fuller development of human love;" but
the pla�n th�nker w�ll only answer h�m, w�th a wonder not unt�nged w�th
adm�rat�on, "What a great deal of trouble you must have taken �n order to
feel l�ke that." H�gh l�v�ng w�ll reject the tomato. Pla�n th�nk�ng w�ll equally
dec�s�vely reject the �dea of the �nvar�able s�nfulness of war. H�gh l�v�ng
w�ll conv�nce us that noth�ng �s more mater�al�st�c than to desp�se a pleasure
as purely mater�al. And pla�n th�nk�ng w�ll conv�nce us that noth�ng �s more
mater�al�st�c than to reserve our horror ch�efly for mater�al wounds.

The only s�mpl�c�ty that matters �s the s�mpl�c�ty of the heart. If that be
gone, �t can be brought back by no turn�ps or cellular cloth�ng; but only by
tears and terror and the f�res that are not quenched. If that rema�n, �t matters
very l�ttle �f a few Early V�ctor�an armcha�rs rema�n along w�th �t. Let us
put a complex entree �nto a s�mple old gentleman; let us not put a s�mple
entree �nto a complex old gentleman. So long as human soc�ety w�ll leave
my sp�r�tual �ns�de alone, I w�ll allow �t, w�th a comparat�ve subm�ss�on, to
work �ts w�ld w�ll w�th my phys�cal �nter�or. I w�ll subm�t to c�gars. I w�ll
meekly embrace a bottle of Burgundy. I w�ll humble myself to a hansom



cab. If only by th�s means I may preserve to myself the v�rg�n�ty of the
sp�r�t, wh�ch enjoys w�th aston�shment and fear. I do not say that these are
the only methods of preserv�ng �t. I �ncl�ne to the bel�ef that there are others.
But I w�ll have noth�ng to do w�th s�mpl�c�ty wh�ch lacks the fear, the
aston�shment, and the joy al�ke. I w�ll have noth�ng to do w�th the dev�l�sh
v�s�on of a ch�ld who �s too s�mple to l�ke toys.

The ch�ld �s, �ndeed, �n these, and many other matters, the best gu�de.
And �n noth�ng �s the ch�ld so r�ghteously ch�ldl�ke, �n noth�ng does he
exh�b�t more accurately the sounder order of s�mpl�c�ty, than �n the fact that
he sees everyth�ng w�th a s�mple pleasure, even the complex th�ngs. The
false type of naturalness harps always on the d�st�nct�on between the natural
and the art�f�c�al. The h�gher k�nd of naturalness �gnores that d�st�nct�on. To
the ch�ld the tree and the lamp-post are as natural and as art�f�c�al as each
other; or rather, ne�ther of them are natural but both supernatural. For both
are splend�d and unexpla�ned. The flower w�th wh�ch God crowns the one,
and the flame w�th wh�ch Sam the lampl�ghter crowns the other, are equally
of the gold of fa�ry-tales. In the m�ddle of the w�ldest f�elds the most rust�c
ch�ld �s, ten to one, play�ng at steam-eng�nes. And the only sp�r�tual or
ph�losoph�cal object�on to steam-eng�nes �s not that men pay for them or
work at them, or make them very ugly, or even that men are k�lled by them;
but merely that men do not play at them. The ev�l �s that the ch�ld�sh poetry
of clockwork does not rema�n. The wrong �s not that eng�nes are too much
adm�red, but that they are not adm�red enough. The s�n �s not that eng�nes
are mechan�cal, but that men are mechan�cal.

In th�s matter, then, as �n all the other matters treated �n th�s book, our
ma�n conclus�on �s that �t �s a fundamental po�nt of v�ew, a ph�losophy or
rel�g�on wh�ch �s needed, and not any change �n hab�t or soc�al rout�ne. The
th�ngs we need most for �mmed�ate pract�cal purposes are all abstract�ons.
We need a r�ght v�ew of the human lot, a r�ght v�ew of the human soc�ety;
and �f we were l�v�ng eagerly and angr�ly �n the enthus�asm of those th�ngs,
we should, �pso facto, be l�v�ng s�mply �n the genu�ne and sp�r�tual sense.
Des�re and danger make every one s�mple. And to those who talk to us w�th
�nterfer�ng eloquence about Jaeger and the pores of the sk�n, and about
Plasmon and the coats of the stomach, at them shall only be hurled the
words that are hurled at fops and gluttons, "Take no thought what ye shall



eat or what ye shall dr�nk, or wherew�thal ye shall be clothed. For after all
these th�ngs do the Gent�les seek. But seek f�rst the k�ngdom of God and
H�s r�ghteousness, and all these th�ngs shall be added unto you." Those
amaz�ng words are not only extraord�nar�ly good, pract�cal pol�t�cs; they are
also superlat�vely good hyg�ene. The one supreme way of mak�ng all those
processes go r�ght, the processes of health, and strength, and grace, and
beauty, the one and only way of mak�ng certa�n of the�r accuracy, �s to th�nk
about someth�ng else. If a man �s bent on cl�mb�ng �nto the seventh heaven,
he may be qu�te easy about the pores of h�s sk�n. If he harnesses h�s waggon
to a star, the process w�ll have a most sat�sfactory effect upon the coats of
h�s stomach. For the th�ng called "tak�ng thought," the th�ng for wh�ch the
best modern word �s "rat�onal�z�ng," �s �n �ts nature, �nappl�cable to all pla�n
and urgent th�ngs. Men take thought and ponder rat�onal�st�cally, touch�ng
remote th�ngs—th�ngs that only theoret�cally matter, such as the trans�t of
Venus. But only at the�r per�l can men rat�onal�ze about so pract�cal a matter
as health.

XI Sc�ence and the Savages

A permanent d�sadvantage of the study of folk-lore and k�ndred subjects
�s that the man of sc�ence can hardly be �n the nature of th�ngs very
frequently a man of the world. He �s a student of nature; he �s scarcely ever
a student of human nature. And even where th�s d�ff�culty �s overcome, and
he �s �n some sense a student of human nature, th�s �s only a very fa�nt
beg�nn�ng of the pa�nful progress towards be�ng human. For the study of
pr�m�t�ve race and rel�g�on stands apart �n one �mportant respect from all, or
nearly all, the ord�nary sc�ent�f�c stud�es. A man can understand astronomy
only by be�ng an astronomer; he can understand entomology only by be�ng
an entomolog�st (or, perhaps, an �nsect); but he can understand a great deal
of anthropology merely by be�ng a man. He �s h�mself the an�mal wh�ch he
stud�es. Hence ar�ses the fact wh�ch str�kes the eye everywhere �n the
records of ethnology and folk-lore—the fact that the same fr�g�d and
detached sp�r�t wh�ch leads to success �n the study of astronomy or botany



leads to d�saster �n the study of mythology or human or�g�ns. It �s necessary
to cease to be a man �n order to do just�ce to a m�crobe; �t �s not necessary
to cease to be a man �n order to do just�ce to men. That same suppress�on of
sympath�es, that same wav�ng away of �ntu�t�ons or guess-work wh�ch make
a man preternaturally clever �n deal�ng w�th the stomach of a sp�der, w�ll
make h�m preternaturally stup�d �n deal�ng w�th the heart of man. He �s
mak�ng h�mself �nhuman �n order to understand human�ty. An �gnorance of
the other world �s boasted by many men of sc�ence; but �n th�s matter the�r
defect ar�ses, not from �gnorance of the other world, but from �gnorance of
th�s world. For the secrets about wh�ch anthropolog�sts concern themselves
can be best learnt, not from books or voyages, but from the ord�nary
commerce of man w�th man. The secret of why some savage tr�be worsh�ps
monkeys or the moon �s not to be found even by travell�ng among those
savages and tak�ng down the�r answers �n a note-book, although the
cleverest man may pursue th�s course. The answer to the r�ddle �s �n
England; �t �s �n London; nay, �t �s �n h�s own heart. When a man has
d�scovered why men �n Bond Street wear black hats he w�ll at the same
moment have d�scovered why men �n T�mbuctoo wear red feathers. The
mystery �n the heart of some savage war-dance should not be stud�ed �n
books of sc�ent�f�c travel; �t should be stud�ed at a subscr�pt�on ball. If a
man des�res to f�nd out the or�g�ns of rel�g�ons, let h�m not go to the
Sandw�ch Islands; let h�m go to church. If a man w�shes to know the or�g�n
of human soc�ety, to know what soc�ety, ph�losoph�cally speak�ng, really �s,
let h�m not go �nto the Br�t�sh Museum; let h�m go �nto soc�ety.

Th�s total m�sunderstand�ng of the real nature of ceremon�al g�ves r�se to
the most awkward and dehuman�zed vers�ons of the conduct of men �n rude
lands or ages. The man of sc�ence, not real�z�ng that ceremon�al �s
essent�ally a th�ng wh�ch �s done w�thout a reason, has to f�nd a reason for
every sort of ceremon�al, and, as m�ght be supposed, the reason �s generally
a very absurd one—absurd because �t or�g�nates not �n the s�mple m�nd of
the barbar�an, but �n the soph�st�cated m�nd of the professor. The teamed
man w�ll say, for �nstance, "The nat�ves of Mumbojumbo Land bel�eve that
the dead man can eat and w�ll requ�re food upon h�s journey to the other
world. Th�s �s attested by the fact that they place food �n the grave, and that
any fam�ly not comply�ng w�th th�s r�te �s the object of the anger of the
pr�ests and the tr�be." To any one acqua�nted w�th human�ty th�s way of



talk�ng �s topsy-turvy. It �s l�ke say�ng, "The Engl�sh �n the twent�eth
century bel�eved that a dead man could smell. Th�s �s attested by the fact
that they always covered h�s grave w�th l�l�es, v�olets, or other flowers.
Some pr�estly and tr�bal terrors were ev�dently attached to the neglect of
th�s act�on, as we have records of several old lad�es who were very much
d�sturbed �n m�nd because the�r wreaths had not arr�ved �n t�me for the
funeral." It may be of course that savages put food w�th a dead man because
they th�nk that a dead man can eat, or weapons w�th a dead man because
they th�nk that a dead man can f�ght. But personally I do not bel�eve that
they th�nk anyth�ng of the k�nd. I bel�eve they put food or weapons on the
dead for the same reason that we put flowers, because �t �s an exceed�ngly
natural and obv�ous th�ng to do. We do not understand, �t �s true, the
emot�on wh�ch makes us th�nk �t obv�ous and natural; but that �s because,
l�ke all the �mportant emot�ons of human ex�stence �t �s essent�ally
�rrat�onal. We do not understand the savage for the same reason that the
savage does not understand h�mself. And the savage does not understand
h�mself for the same reason that we do not understand ourselves e�ther.

The obv�ous truth �s that the moment any matter has passed through the
human m�nd �t �s f�nally and for ever spo�lt for all purposes of sc�ence. It
has become a th�ng �ncurably myster�ous and �nf�n�te; th�s mortal has put on
�mmortal�ty. Even what we call our mater�al des�res are sp�r�tual, because
they are human. Sc�ence can analyse a pork-chop, and say how much of �t �s
phosphorus and how much �s prote�n; but sc�ence cannot analyse any man's
w�sh for a pork-chop, and say how much of �t �s hunger, how much custom,
how much nervous fancy, how much a haunt�ng love of the beaut�ful. The
man's des�re for the pork-chop rema�ns l�terally as myst�cal and ethereal as
h�s des�re for heaven. All attempts, therefore, at a sc�ence of any human
th�ngs, at a sc�ence of h�story, a sc�ence of folk-lore, a sc�ence of soc�ology,
are by the�r nature not merely hopeless, but crazy. You can no more be
certa�n �n econom�c h�story that a man's des�re for money was merely a
des�re for money than you can be certa�n �n hag�ology that a sa�nt's des�re
for God was merely a des�re for God. And th�s k�nd of vagueness �n the
pr�mary phenomena of the study �s an absolutely f�nal blow to anyth�ng �n
the nature of a sc�ence. Men can construct a sc�ence w�th very few
�nstruments, or w�th very pla�n �nstruments; but no one on earth could
construct a sc�ence w�th unrel�able �nstruments. A man m�ght work out the



whole of mathemat�cs w�th a handful of pebbles, but not w�th a handful of
clay wh�ch was always fall�ng apart �nto new fragments, and fall�ng
together �nto new comb�nat�ons. A man m�ght measure heaven and earth
w�th a reed, but not w�th a grow�ng reed.

As one of the enormous foll�es of folk-lore, let us take the case of the
transm�grat�on of stor�es, and the alleged un�ty of the�r source. Story after
story the sc�ent�f�c mytholog�sts have cut out of �ts place �n h�story, and
p�nned s�de by s�de w�th s�m�lar stor�es �n the�r museum of fables. The
process �s �ndustr�ous, �t �s fasc�nat�ng, and the whole of �t rests on one of
the pla�nest fallac�es �n the world. That a story has been told all over the
place at some t�me or other, not only does not prove that �t never really
happened; �t does not even fa�ntly �nd�cate or make sl�ghtly more probable
that �t never happened. That a large number of f�shermen have falsely
asserted that they have caught a p�ke two feet long, does not �n the least
affect the quest�on of whether any one ever really d�d so. That numberless
journal�sts announce a Franco-German war merely for money �s no
ev�dence one way or the other upon the dark quest�on of whether such a war
ever occurred. Doubtless �n a few hundred years the �nnumerable Franco-
German wars that d�d not happen w�ll have cleared the sc�ent�f�c m�nd of
any bel�ef �n the legendary war of '70 wh�ch d�d. But that w�ll be because �f
folk-lore students rema�n at all, the�r nature w�ll be unchanged; and the�r
serv�ces to folk-lore w�ll be st�ll as they are at present, greater than they
know. For �n truth these men do someth�ng far more godl�ke than study�ng
legends; they create them.

There are two k�nds of stor�es wh�ch the sc�ent�sts say cannot be true,
because everybody tells them. The f�rst class cons�sts of the stor�es wh�ch
are told everywhere, because they are somewhat odd or clever; there �s
noth�ng �n the world to prevent the�r hav�ng happened to somebody as an
adventure any more than there �s anyth�ng to prevent the�r hav�ng occurred,
as they certa�nly d�d occur, to somebody as an �dea. But they are not l�kely
to have happened to many people. The second class of the�r "myths" cons�st
of the stor�es that are told everywhere for the s�mple reason that they
happen everywhere. Of the f�rst class, for �nstance, we m�ght take such an
example as the story of W�ll�am Tell, now generally ranked among legends
upon the sole ground that �t �s found �n the tales of other peoples. Now, �t �s



obv�ous that th�s was told everywhere because whether true or f�ct�t�ous �t �s
what �s called "a good story;" �t �s odd, exc�t�ng, and �t has a cl�max. But to
suggest that some such eccentr�c �nc�dent can never have happened �n the
whole h�story of archery, or that �t d�d not happen to any part�cular person
of whom �t �s told, �s stark �mpudence. The �dea of shoot�ng at a mark
attached to some valuable or beloved person �s an �dea doubtless that m�ght
eas�ly have occurred to any �nvent�ve poet. But �t �s also an �dea that m�ght
eas�ly occur to any boastful archer. It m�ght be one of the fantast�c capr�ces
of some story-teller. It m�ght equally well be one of the fantast�c capr�ces of
some tyrant. It m�ght occur f�rst �n real l�fe and afterwards occur �n legends.
Or �t m�ght just as well occur f�rst �n legends and afterwards occur �n real
l�fe. If no apple has ever been shot off a boy's head from the beg�nn�ng of
the world, �t may be done tomorrow morn�ng, and by somebody who has
never heard of W�ll�am Tell.

Th�s type of tale, �ndeed, may be pretty fa�rly paralleled w�th the
ord�nary anecdote term�nat�ng �n a repartee or an Ir�sh bull. Such a retort as
the famous "je ne vo�s pas la necess�te" we have all seen attr�buted to
Talleyrand, to Volta�re, to Henr� Quatre, to an anonymous judge, and so on.
But th�s var�ety does not �n any way make �t more l�kely that the th�ng was
never sa�d at all. It �s h�ghly l�kely that �t was really sa�d by somebody
unknown. It �s h�ghly l�kely that �t was really sa�d by Talleyrand. In any
case, �t �s not any more d�ff�cult to bel�eve that the mot m�ght have occurred
to a man �n conversat�on than to a man wr�t�ng memo�rs. It m�ght have
occurred to any of the men I have ment�oned. But there �s th�s po�nt of
d�st�nct�on about �t, that �t �s not l�kely to have occurred to all of them. And
th�s �s where the f�rst class of so-called myth d�ffers from the second to
wh�ch I have prev�ously referred. For there �s a second class of �nc�dent
found to be common to the stor�es of f�ve or s�x heroes, say to S�gurd, to
Hercules, to Rustem, to the C�d, and so on. And the pecul�ar�ty of th�s myth
�s that not only �s �t h�ghly reasonable to �mag�ne that �t really happened to
one hero, but �t �s h�ghly reasonable to �mag�ne that �t really happened to all
of them. Such a story, for �nstance, �s that of a great man hav�ng h�s strength
swayed or thwarted by the myster�ous weakness of a woman. The anecdotal
story, the story of W�ll�am Tell, �s as I have sa�d, popular, because �t �s
pecul�ar. But th�s k�nd of story, the story of Samson and Del�lah of Arthur
and Gu�nevere, �s obv�ously popular because �t �s not pecul�ar. It �s popular



as good, qu�et f�ct�on �s popular, because �t tells the truth about people. If
the ru�n of Samson by a woman, and the ru�n of Hercules by a woman, have
a common legendary or�g�n, �t �s grat�fy�ng to know that we can also
expla�n, as a fable, the ru�n of Nelson by a woman and the ru�n of Parnell
by a woman. And, �ndeed, I have no doubt whatever that, some centur�es
hence, the students of folk-lore w�ll refuse altogether to bel�eve that
El�zabeth Barrett eloped w�th Robert Brown�ng, and w�ll prove the�r po�nt
up to the h�lt by the unquest�onable fact that the whole f�ct�on of the per�od
was full of such elopements from end to end.

Poss�bly the most pathet�c of all the delus�ons of the modern students of
pr�m�t�ve bel�ef �s the not�on they have about the th�ng they call
anthropomorph�sm. They bel�eve that pr�m�t�ve men attr�buted phenomena
to a god �n human form �n order to expla�n them, because h�s m�nd �n �ts
sullen l�m�tat�on could not reach any further than h�s own clown�sh
ex�stence. The thunder was called the vo�ce of a man, the l�ghtn�ng the eyes
of a man, because by th�s explanat�on they were made more reasonable and
comfortable. The f�nal cure for all th�s k�nd of ph�losophy �s to walk down a
lane at n�ght. Any one who does so w�ll d�scover very qu�ckly that men
p�ctured someth�ng sem�-human at the back of all th�ngs, not because such a
thought was natural, but because �t was supernatural; not because �t made
th�ngs more comprehens�ble, but because �t made them a hundred t�mes
more �ncomprehens�ble and myster�ous. For a man walk�ng down a lane at
n�ght can see the consp�cuous fact that as long as nature keeps to her own
course, she has no power w�th us at all. As long as a tree �s a tree, �t �s a top-
heavy monster w�th a hundred arms, a thousand tongues, and only one leg.
But so long as a tree �s a tree, �t does not fr�ghten us at all. It beg�ns to be
someth�ng al�en, to be someth�ng strange, only when �t looks l�ke ourselves.
When a tree really looks l�ke a man our knees knock under us. And when
the whole un�verse looks l�ke a man we fall on our faces.

XII Pagan�sm and Mr. Lowes D�ck�nson



Of the New Pagan�sm (or neo-Pagan�sm), as �t was preached
flamboyantly by Mr. Sw�nburne or del�cately by Walter Pater, there �s no
necess�ty to take any very grave account, except as a th�ng wh�ch left
beh�nd �t �ncomparable exerc�ses �n the Engl�sh language. The New
Pagan�sm �s no longer new, and �t never at any t�me bore the smallest
resemblance to Pagan�sm. The �deas about the anc�ent c�v�l�zat�on wh�ch �t
has left loose �n the publ�c m�nd are certa�nly extraord�nary enough. The
term "pagan" �s cont�nually used �n f�ct�on and l�ght l�terature as mean�ng a
man w�thout any rel�g�on, whereas a pagan was generally a man w�th about
half a dozen. The pagans, accord�ng to th�s not�on, were cont�nually
crown�ng themselves w�th flowers and danc�ng about �n an �rrespons�ble
state, whereas, �f there were two th�ngs that the best pagan c�v�l�zat�on d�d
honestly bel�eve �n, they were a rather too r�g�d d�gn�ty and a much too r�g�d
respons�b�l�ty. Pagans are dep�cted as above all th�ngs �nebr�ate and lawless,
whereas they were above all th�ngs reasonable and respectable. They are
pra�sed as d�sobed�ent when they had only one great v�rtue—c�v�c
obed�ence. They are env�ed and adm�red as shamelessly happy when they
had only one great s�n—despa�r.

Mr. Lowes D�ck�nson, the most pregnant and provocat�ve of recent
wr�ters on th�s and s�m�lar subjects, �s far too sol�d a man to have fallen �nto
th�s old error of the mere anarchy of Pagan�sm. In order to make hay of that
Hellen�c enthus�asm wh�ch has as �ts �deal mere appet�te and egot�sm, �t �s
not necessary to know much ph�losophy, but merely to know a l�ttle Greek.
Mr. Lowes D�ck�nson knows a great deal of ph�losophy, and also a great
deal of Greek, and h�s error, �f error he has, �s not that of the crude hedon�st.
But the contrast wh�ch he offers between Chr�st�an�ty and Pagan�sm �n the
matter of moral �deals—a contrast wh�ch he states very ably �n a paper
called "How long halt ye?" wh�ch appeared �n the Independent Rev�ew—
does, I th�nk, conta�n an error of a deeper k�nd. Accord�ng to h�m, the �deal
of Pagan�sm was not, �ndeed, a mere frenzy of lust and l�berty and capr�ce,
but was an �deal of full and sat�sf�ed human�ty. Accord�ng to h�m, the �deal
of Chr�st�an�ty was the �deal of ascet�c�sm. When I say that I th�nk th�s �dea
wholly wrong as a matter of ph�losophy and h�story, I am not talk�ng for the
moment about any �deal Chr�st�an�ty of my own, or even of any pr�m�t�ve
Chr�st�an�ty undef�led by after events. I am not, l�ke so many modern
Chr�st�an �deal�sts, bas�ng my case upon certa�n th�ngs wh�ch Chr�st sa�d.



Ne�ther am I, l�ke so many other Chr�st�an �deal�sts, bas�ng my case upon
certa�n th�ngs that Chr�st forgot to say. I take h�stor�c Chr�st�an�ty w�th all �ts
s�ns upon �ts head; I take �t, as I would take Jacob�n�sm, or Mormon�sm, or
any other m�xed or unpleas�ng human product, and I say that the mean�ng
of �ts act�on was not to be found �n ascet�c�sm. I say that �ts po�nt of
departure from Pagan�sm was not ascet�c�sm. I say that �ts po�nt of
d�fference w�th the modern world was not ascet�c�sm. I say that St. S�meon
Styl�tes had not h�s ma�n �nsp�rat�on �n ascet�c�sm. I say that the ma�n
Chr�st�an �mpulse cannot be descr�bed as ascet�c�sm, even �n the ascet�cs.

Let me set about mak�ng the matter clear. There �s one broad fact about
the relat�ons of Chr�st�an�ty and Pagan�sm wh�ch �s so s�mple that many w�ll
sm�le at �t, but wh�ch �s so �mportant that all moderns forget �t. The pr�mary
fact about Chr�st�an�ty and Pagan�sm �s that one came after the other. Mr.
Lowes D�ck�nson speaks of them as �f they were parallel �deals—even
speaks as �f Pagan�sm were the newer of the two, and the more f�tted for a
new age. He suggests that the Pagan �deal w�ll be the ult�mate good of man;
but �f that �s so, we must at least ask w�th more cur�os�ty than he allows for,
why �t was that man actually found h�s ult�mate good on earth under the
stars, and threw �t away aga�n. It �s th�s extraord�nary en�gma to wh�ch I
propose to attempt an answer.

There �s only one th�ng �n the modern world that has been face to face
w�th Pagan�sm; there �s only one th�ng �n the modern world wh�ch �n that
sense knows anyth�ng about Pagan�sm: and that �s Chr�st�an�ty. That fact �s
really the weak po�nt �n the whole of that hedon�st�c neo-Pagan�sm of wh�ch
I have spoken. All that genu�nely rema�ns of the anc�ent hymns or the
anc�ent dances of Europe, all that has honestly come to us from the fest�vals
of Phoebus or Pan, �s to be found �n the fest�vals of the Chr�st�an Church. If
any one wants to hold the end of a cha�n wh�ch really goes back to the
heathen myster�es, he had better take hold of a festoon of flowers at Easter
or a str�ng of sausages at Chr�stmas. Everyth�ng else �n the modern world �s
of Chr�st�an or�g�n, even everyth�ng that seems most ant�-Chr�st�an. The
French Revolut�on �s of Chr�st�an or�g�n. The newspaper �s of Chr�st�an
or�g�n. The anarch�sts are of Chr�st�an or�g�n. Phys�cal sc�ence �s of
Chr�st�an or�g�n. The attack on Chr�st�an�ty �s of Chr�st�an or�g�n. There �s



one th�ng, and one th�ng only, �n ex�stence at the present day wh�ch can �n
any sense accurately be sa�d to be of pagan or�g�n, and that �s Chr�st�an�ty.

The real d�fference between Pagan�sm and Chr�st�an�ty �s perfectly
summed up �n the d�fference between the pagan, or natural, v�rtues, and
those three v�rtues of Chr�st�an�ty wh�ch the Church of Rome calls v�rtues
of grace. The pagan, or rat�onal, v�rtues are such th�ngs as just�ce and
temperance, and Chr�st�an�ty has adopted them. The three myst�cal v�rtues
wh�ch Chr�st�an�ty has not adopted, but �nvented, are fa�th, hope, and
char�ty. Now much easy and fool�sh Chr�st�an rhetor�c could eas�ly be
poured out upon those three words, but I des�re to conf�ne myself to the two
facts wh�ch are ev�dent about them. The f�rst ev�dent fact (�n marked
contrast to the delus�on of the danc�ng pagan)—the f�rst ev�dent fact, I say,
�s that the pagan v�rtues, such as just�ce and temperance, are the sad v�rtues,
and that the myst�cal v�rtues of fa�th, hope, and char�ty are the gay and
exuberant v�rtues. And the second ev�dent fact, wh�ch �s even more ev�dent,
�s the fact that the pagan v�rtues are the reasonable v�rtues, and that the
Chr�st�an v�rtues of fa�th, hope, and char�ty are �n the�r essence as
unreasonable as they can be.

As the word "unreasonable" �s open to m�sunderstand�ng, the matter may
be more accurately put by say�ng that each one of these Chr�st�an or
myst�cal v�rtues �nvolves a paradox �n �ts own nature, and that th�s �s not
true of any of the typ�cally pagan or rat�onal�st v�rtues. Just�ce cons�sts �n
f�nd�ng out a certa�n th�ng due to a certa�n man and g�v�ng �t to h�m.
Temperance cons�sts �n f�nd�ng out the proper l�m�t of a part�cular
�ndulgence and adher�ng to that. But char�ty means pardon�ng what �s
unpardonable, or �t �s no v�rtue at all. Hope means hop�ng when th�ngs are
hopeless, or �t �s no v�rtue at all. And fa�th means bel�ev�ng the �ncred�ble,
or �t �s no v�rtue at all.

It �s somewhat amus�ng, �ndeed, to not�ce the d�fference between the fate
of these three paradoxes �n the fash�on of the modern m�nd. Char�ty �s a
fash�onable v�rtue �n our t�me; �t �s l�t up by the g�gant�c f�rel�ght of
D�ckens. Hope �s a fash�onable v�rtue to-day; our attent�on has been
arrested for �t by the sudden and s�lver trumpet of Stevenson. But fa�th �s
unfash�onable, and �t �s customary on every s�de to cast aga�nst �t the fact



that �t �s a paradox. Everybody mock�ngly repeats the famous ch�ld�sh
def�n�t�on that fa�th �s "the power of bel�ev�ng that wh�ch we know to be
untrue." Yet �t �s not one atom more paradox�cal than hope or char�ty.
Char�ty �s the power of defend�ng that wh�ch we know to be �ndefens�ble.
Hope �s the power of be�ng cheerful �n c�rcumstances wh�ch we know to be
desperate. It �s true that there �s a state of hope wh�ch belongs to br�ght
prospects and the morn�ng; but that �s not the v�rtue of hope. The v�rtue of
hope ex�sts only �n earthquake and, ecl�pse. It �s true that there �s a th�ng
crudely called char�ty, wh�ch means char�ty to the deserv�ng poor; but
char�ty to the deserv�ng �s not char�ty at all, but just�ce. It �s the undeserv�ng
who requ�re �t, and the �deal e�ther does not ex�st at all, or ex�sts wholly for
them. For pract�cal purposes �t �s at the hopeless moment that we requ�re the
hopeful man, and the v�rtue e�ther does not ex�st at all, or beg�ns to ex�st at
that moment. Exactly at the �nstant when hope ceases to be reasonable �t
beg�ns to be useful. Now the old pagan world went perfectly
stra�ghtforward unt�l �t d�scovered that go�ng stra�ghtforward �s an
enormous m�stake. It was nobly and beaut�fully reasonable, and d�scovered
�n �ts death-pang th�s last�ng and valuable truth, a her�tage for the ages, that
reasonableness w�ll not do. The pagan age was truly an Eden or golden age,
�n th�s essent�al sense, that �t �s not to be recovered. And �t �s not to be
recovered �n th�s sense aga�n that, wh�le we are certa�nly joll�er than the
pagans, and much more r�ght than the pagans, there �s not one of us who
can, by the utmost stretch of energy, be so sens�ble as the pagans. That
naked �nnocence of the �ntellect cannot be recovered by any man after
Chr�st�an�ty; and for th�s excellent reason, that every man after Chr�st�an�ty
knows �t to be m�slead�ng. Let me take an example, the f�rst that occurs to
the m�nd, of th�s �mposs�ble pla�nness �n the pagan po�nt of v�ew. The
greatest tr�bute to Chr�st�an�ty �n the modern world �s Tennyson's "Ulysses."
The poet reads �nto the story of Ulysses the concept�on of an �ncurable
des�re to wander. But the real Ulysses does not des�re to wander at all. He
des�res to get home. He d�splays h�s hero�c and unconquerable qual�t�es �n
res�st�ng the m�sfortunes wh�ch baulk h�m; but that �s all. There �s no love
of adventure for �ts own sake; that �s a Chr�st�an product. There �s no love
of Penelope for her own sake; that �s a Chr�st�an product. Everyth�ng �n that
old world would appear to have been clean and obv�ous. A good man was a
good man; a bad man was a bad man. For th�s reason they had no char�ty;
for char�ty �s a reverent agnost�c�sm towards the complex�ty of the soul. For



th�s reason they had no such th�ng as the art of f�ct�on, the novel; for the
novel �s a creat�on of the myst�cal �dea of char�ty. For them a pleasant
landscape was pleasant, and an unpleasant landscape unpleasant. Hence
they had no �dea of romance; for romance cons�sts �n th�nk�ng a th�ng more
del�ghtful because �t �s dangerous; �t �s a Chr�st�an �dea. In a word, we
cannot reconstruct or even �mag�ne the beaut�ful and aston�sh�ng pagan
world. It was a world �n wh�ch common sense was really common.

My general mean�ng touch�ng the three v�rtues of wh�ch I have spoken
w�ll now, I hope, be suff�c�ently clear. They are all three paradox�cal, they
are all three pract�cal, and they are all three paradox�cal because they are
pract�cal. �t �s the stress of ult�mate need, and a terr�ble knowledge of th�ngs
as they are, wh�ch led men to set up these r�ddles, and to d�e for them.
Whatever may be the mean�ng of the contrad�ct�on, �t �s the fact that the
only k�nd of hope that �s of any use �n a battle �s a hope that den�es
ar�thmet�c. Whatever may be the mean�ng of the contrad�ct�on, �t �s the fact
that the only k�nd of char�ty wh�ch any weak sp�r�t wants, or wh�ch any
generous sp�r�t feels, �s the char�ty wh�ch forg�ves the s�ns that are l�ke
scarlet. Whatever may be the mean�ng of fa�th, �t must always mean a
certa�nty about someth�ng we cannot prove. Thus, for �nstance, we bel�eve
by fa�th �n the ex�stence of other people.

But there �s another Chr�st�an v�rtue, a v�rtue far more obv�ously and
h�stor�cally connected w�th Chr�st�an�ty, wh�ch w�ll �llustrate even better the
connect�on between paradox and pract�cal necess�ty. Th�s v�rtue cannot be
quest�oned �n �ts capac�ty as a h�stor�cal symbol; certa�nly Mr. Lowes
D�ck�nson w�ll not quest�on �t. It has been the boast of hundreds of the
champ�ons of Chr�st�an�ty. It has been the taunt of hundreds of the
opponents of Chr�st�an�ty. It �s, �n essence, the bas�s of Mr. Lowes
D�ck�nson's whole d�st�nct�on between Chr�st�an�ty and Pagan�sm. I mean,
of course, the v�rtue of hum�l�ty. I adm�t, of course, most read�ly, that a
great deal of false Eastern hum�l�ty (that �s, of str�ctly ascet�c hum�l�ty)
m�xed �tself w�th the ma�n stream of European Chr�st�an�ty. We must not
forget that when we speak of Chr�st�an�ty we are speak�ng of a whole
cont�nent for about a thousand years. But of th�s v�rtue even more than of
the other three, I would ma�nta�n the general propos�t�on adopted above.
C�v�l�zat�on d�scovered Chr�st�an hum�l�ty for the same urgent reason that �t



d�scovered fa�th and char�ty—that �s, because Chr�st�an c�v�l�zat�on had to
d�scover �t or d�e.

The great psycholog�cal d�scovery of Pagan�sm, wh�ch turned �t �nto
Chr�st�an�ty, can be expressed w�th some accuracy �n one phrase. The pagan
set out, w�th adm�rable sense, to enjoy h�mself. By the end of h�s
c�v�l�zat�on he had d�scovered that a man cannot enjoy h�mself and cont�nue
to enjoy anyth�ng else. Mr. Lowes D�ck�nson has po�nted out �n words too
excellent to need any further eluc�dat�on, the absurd shallowness of those
who �mag�ne that the pagan enjoyed h�mself only �n a mater�al�st�c sense.
Of course, he enjoyed h�mself, not only �ntellectually even, he enjoyed
h�mself morally, he enjoyed h�mself sp�r�tually. But �t was h�mself that he
was enjoy�ng; on the face of �t, a very natural th�ng to do. Now, the
psycholog�cal d�scovery �s merely th�s, that whereas �t had been supposed
that the fullest poss�ble enjoyment �s to be found by extend�ng our ego to
�nf�n�ty, the truth �s that the fullest poss�ble enjoyment �s to be found by
reduc�ng our ego to zero.

Hum�l�ty �s the th�ng wh�ch �s for ever renew�ng the earth and the stars.
It �s hum�l�ty, and not duty, wh�ch preserves the stars from wrong, from the
unpardonable wrong of casual res�gnat�on; �t �s through hum�l�ty that the
most anc�ent heavens for us are fresh and strong. The curse that came
before h�story has la�d on us all a tendency to be weary of wonders. If we
saw the sun for the f�rst t�me �t would be the most fearful and beaut�ful of
meteors. Now that we see �t for the hundredth t�me we call �t, �n the h�deous
and blasphemous phrase of Wordsworth, "the l�ght of common day." We are
�ncl�ned to �ncrease our cla�ms. We are �ncl�ned to demand s�x suns, to
demand a blue sun, to demand a green sun. Hum�l�ty �s perpetually putt�ng
us back �n the pr�mal darkness. There all l�ght �s l�ghtn�ng, startl�ng and
�nstantaneous. Unt�l we understand that or�g�nal dark, �n wh�ch we have
ne�ther s�ght nor expectat�on, we can g�ve no hearty and ch�ldl�ke pra�se to
the splend�d sensat�onal�sm of th�ngs. The terms "pess�m�sm" and
"opt�m�sm," l�ke most modern terms, are unmean�ng. But �f they can be
used �n any vague sense as mean�ng someth�ng, we may say that �n th�s
great fact pess�m�sm �s the very bas�s of opt�m�sm. The man who destroys
h�mself creates the un�verse. To the humble man, and to the humble man
alone, the sun �s really a sun; to the humble man, and to the humble man



alone, the sea �s really a sea. When he looks at all the faces �n the street, he
does not only real�ze that men are al�ve, he real�zes w�th a dramat�c pleasure
that they are not dead.

I have not spoken of another aspect of the d�scovery of hum�l�ty as a
psycholog�cal necess�ty, because �t �s more commonly �ns�sted on, and �s �n
�tself more obv�ous. But �t �s equally clear that hum�l�ty �s a permanent
necess�ty as a cond�t�on of effort and self-exam�nat�on. It �s one of the
deadly fallac�es of J�ngo pol�t�cs that a nat�on �s stronger for desp�s�ng other
nat�ons. As a matter of fact, the strongest nat�ons are those, l�ke Pruss�a or
Japan, wh�ch began from very mean beg�nn�ngs, but have not been too
proud to s�t at the feet of the fore�gner and learn everyth�ng from h�m.
Almost every obv�ous and d�rect v�ctory has been the v�ctory of the
plag�ar�st. Th�s �s, �ndeed, only a very paltry by-product of hum�l�ty, but �t �s
a product of hum�l�ty, and, therefore, �t �s successful. Pruss�a had no
Chr�st�an hum�l�ty �n �ts �nternal arrangements; hence �ts �nternal
arrangements were m�serable. But �t had enough Chr�st�an hum�l�ty
slav�shly to copy France (even down to Freder�ck the Great's poetry), and
that wh�ch �t had the hum�l�ty to copy �t had ult�mately the honour to
conquer. The case of the Japanese �s even more obv�ous; the�r only
Chr�st�an and the�r only beaut�ful qual�ty �s that they have humbled
themselves to be exalted. All th�s aspect of hum�l�ty, however, as connected
w�th the matter of effort and str�v�ng for a standard set above us, I d�sm�ss
as hav�ng been suff�c�ently po�nted out by almost all �deal�st�c wr�ters.

It may be worth wh�le, however, to po�nt out the �nterest�ng d�spar�ty �n
the matter of hum�l�ty between the modern not�on of the strong man and the
actual records of strong men. Carlyle objected to the statement that no man
could be a hero to h�s valet. Every sympathy can be extended towards h�m
�n the matter �f he merely or ma�nly meant that the phrase was a
d�sparagement of hero-worsh�p. Hero-worsh�p �s certa�nly a generous and
human �mpulse; the hero may be faulty, but the worsh�p can hardly be. It
may be that no man would be a hero to h�s valet. But any man would be a
valet to h�s hero. But �n truth both the proverb �tself and Carlyle's str�cture
upon �t �gnore the most essent�al matter at �ssue. The ult�mate psycholog�cal
truth �s not that no man �s a hero to h�s valet. The ult�mate psycholog�cal
truth, the foundat�on of Chr�st�an�ty, �s that no man �s a hero to h�mself.



Cromwell, accord�ng to Carlyle, was a strong man. Accord�ng to Cromwell,
he was a weak one.

The weak po�nt �n the whole of Carlyle's case for ar�stocracy l�es,
�ndeed, �n h�s most celebrated phrase. Carlyle sa�d that men were mostly
fools. Chr�st�an�ty, w�th a surer and more reverent real�sm, says that they are
all fools. Th�s doctr�ne �s somet�mes called the doctr�ne of or�g�nal s�n. It
may also be descr�bed as the doctr�ne of the equal�ty of men. But the
essent�al po�nt of �t �s merely th�s, that whatever pr�mary and far-reach�ng
moral dangers affect any man, affect all men. All men can be cr�m�nals, �f
tempted; all men can be heroes, �f �nsp�red. And th�s doctr�ne does away
altogether w�th Carlyle's pathet�c bel�ef (or any one else's pathet�c bel�ef) �n
"the w�se few." There are no w�se few. Every ar�stocracy that has ever
ex�sted has behaved, �n all essent�al po�nts, exactly l�ke a small mob. Every
ol�garchy �s merely a knot of men �n the street—that �s to say, �t �s very
jolly, but not �nfall�ble. And no ol�garch�es �n the world's h�story have ever
come off so badly �n pract�cal affa�rs as the very proud ol�garch�es—the
ol�garchy of Poland, the ol�garchy of Ven�ce. And the arm�es that have most
sw�ftly and suddenly broken the�r enem�es �n p�eces have been the rel�g�ous
arm�es—the Moslem Arm�es, for �nstance, or the Pur�tan Arm�es. And a
rel�g�ous army may, by �ts nature, be def�ned as an army �n wh�ch every
man �s taught not to exalt but to abase h�mself. Many modern Engl�shmen
talk of themselves as the sturdy descendants of the�r sturdy Pur�tan fathers.
As a fact, they would run away from a cow. If you asked one of the�r
Pur�tan fathers, �f you asked Bunyan, for �nstance, whether he was sturdy,
he would have answered, w�th tears, that he was as weak as water. And
because of th�s he would have borne tortures. And th�s v�rtue of hum�l�ty,
wh�le be�ng pract�cal enough to w�n battles, w�ll always be paradox�cal
enough to puzzle pedants. It �s at one w�th the v�rtue of char�ty �n th�s
respect. Every generous person w�ll adm�t that the one k�nd of s�n wh�ch
char�ty should cover �s the s�n wh�ch �s �nexcusable. And every generous
person w�ll equally agree that the one k�nd of pr�de wh�ch �s wholly
damnable �s the pr�de of the man who has someth�ng to be proud of. The
pr�de wh�ch, proport�onally speak�ng, does not hurt the character, �s the
pr�de �n th�ngs wh�ch reflect no cred�t on the person at all. Thus �t does a
man no harm to be proud of h�s country, and comparat�vely l�ttle harm to be
proud of h�s remote ancestors. It does h�m more harm to be proud of hav�ng



made money, because �n that he has a l�ttle more reason for pr�de. It does
h�m more harm st�ll to be proud of what �s nobler than money—�ntellect.
And �t does h�m most harm of all to value h�mself for the most valuable
th�ng on earth—goodness. The man who �s proud of what �s really
cred�table to h�m �s the Phar�see, the man whom Chr�st H�mself could not
forbear to str�ke.

My object�on to Mr. Lowes D�ck�nson and the reassertors of the pagan
�deal �s, then, th�s. I accuse them of �gnor�ng def�n�te human d�scover�es �n
the moral world, d�scover�es as def�n�te, though not as mater�al, as the
d�scovery of the c�rculat�on of the blood. We cannot go back to an �deal of
reason and san�ty. For mank�nd has d�scovered that reason does not lead to
san�ty. We cannot go back to an �deal of pr�de and enjoyment. For mank�nd
has d�scovered that pr�de does not lead to enjoyment. I do not know by what
extraord�nary mental acc�dent modern wr�ters so constantly connect the �dea
of progress w�th the �dea of �ndependent th�nk�ng. Progress �s obv�ously the
ant�thes�s of �ndependent th�nk�ng. For under �ndependent or �nd�v�dual�st�c
th�nk�ng, every man starts at the beg�nn�ng, and goes, �n all probab�l�ty, just
as far as h�s father before h�m. But �f there really be anyth�ng of the nature
of progress, �t must mean, above all th�ngs, the careful study and
assumpt�on of the whole of the past. I accuse Mr. Lowes D�ck�nson and h�s
school of react�on �n the only real sense. If he l�kes, let h�m �gnore these
great h�stor�c myster�es—the mystery of char�ty, the mystery of ch�valry, the
mystery of fa�th. If he l�kes, let h�m �gnore the plough or the pr�nt�ng-press.
But �f we do rev�ve and pursue the pagan �deal of a s�mple and rat�onal self-
complet�on we shall end—where Pagan�sm ended. I do not mean that we
shall end �n destruct�on. I mean that we shall end �n Chr�st�an�ty.

XIII. Celts and Celtoph�les

Sc�ence �n the modern world has many uses; �ts ch�ef use, however, �s to
prov�de long words to cover the errors of the r�ch. The word "kleptoman�a"
�s a vulgar example of what I mean. It �s on a par w�th that strange theory,



always advanced when a wealthy or prom�nent person �s �n the dock, that
exposure �s more of a pun�shment for the r�ch than for the poor. Of course,
the very reverse �s the truth. Exposure �s more of a pun�shment for the poor
than for the r�ch. The r�cher a man �s the eas�er �t �s for h�m to be a tramp.
The r�cher a man �s the eas�er �t �s for h�m to be popular and generally
respected �n the Cann�bal Islands. But the poorer a man �s the more l�kely �t
�s that he w�ll have to use h�s past l�fe whenever he wants to get a bed for
the n�ght. Honour �s a luxury for ar�stocrats, but �t �s a necess�ty for hall-
porters. Th�s �s a secondary matter, but �t �s an example of the general
propos�t�on I offer—the propos�t�on that an enormous amount of modern
�ngenu�ty �s expended on f�nd�ng defences for the �ndefens�ble conduct of
the powerful. As I have sa�d above, these defences generally exh�b�t
themselves most emphat�cally �n the form of appeals to phys�cal sc�ence.
And of all the forms �n wh�ch sc�ence, or pseudo-sc�ence, has come to the
rescue of the r�ch and stup�d, there �s none so s�ngular as the s�ngular
�nvent�on of the theory of races.

When a wealthy nat�on l�ke the Engl�sh d�scovers the perfectly patent
fact that �t �s mak�ng a lud�crous mess of the government of a poorer nat�on
l�ke the Ir�sh, �t pauses for a moment �n consternat�on, and then beg�ns to
talk about Celts and Teutons. As far as I can understand the theory, the Ir�sh
are Celts and the Engl�sh are Teutons. Of course, the Ir�sh are not Celts any
more than the Engl�sh are Teutons. I have not followed the ethnolog�cal
d�scuss�on w�th much energy, but the last sc�ent�f�c conclus�on wh�ch I read
�ncl�ned on the whole to the summary that the Engl�sh were ma�nly Celt�c
and the Ir�sh ma�nly Teuton�c. But no man al�ve, w�th even the gl�mmer�ng
of a real sc�ent�f�c sense, would ever dream of apply�ng the terms "Celt�c"
or "Teuton�c" to e�ther of them �n any pos�t�ve or useful sense.

That sort of th�ng must be left to people who talk about the Anglo-Saxon
race, and extend the express�on to Amer�ca. How much of the blood of the
Angles and Saxons (whoever they were) there rema�ns �n our m�xed Br�t�sh,
Roman, German, Dane, Norman, and P�card stock �s a matter only
�nterest�ng to w�ld ant�quar�es. And how much of that d�luted blood can
poss�bly rema�n �n that roar�ng wh�rlpool of Amer�ca �nto wh�ch a cataract
of Swedes, Jews, Germans, Ir�shmen, and Ital�ans �s perpetually pour�ng, �s
a matter only �nterest�ng to lunat�cs. It would have been w�ser for the



Engl�sh govern�ng class to have called upon some other god. All other gods,
however weak and warr�ng, at least boast of be�ng constant. But sc�ence
boasts of be�ng �n a flux for ever; boasts of be�ng unstable as water.

And England and the Engl�sh govern�ng class never d�d call on th�s
absurd de�ty of race unt�l �t seemed, for an �nstant, that they had no other
god to call on. All the most genu�ne Engl�shmen �n h�story would have
yawned or laughed �n your face �f you had begun to talk about Anglo-
Saxons. If you had attempted to subst�tute the �deal of race for the �deal of
nat�onal�ty, I really do not l�ke to th�nk what they would have sa�d. I
certa�nly should not l�ke to have been the off�cer of Nelson who suddenly
d�scovered h�s French blood on the eve of Trafalgar. I should not l�ke to
have been the Norfolk or Suffolk gentleman who had to expound to
Adm�ral Blake by what demonstrable t�es of genealogy he was �rrevocably
bound to the Dutch. The truth of the whole matter �s very s�mple.
Nat�onal�ty ex�sts, and has noth�ng �n the world to do w�th race. Nat�onal�ty
�s a th�ng l�ke a church or a secret soc�ety; �t �s a product of the human soul
and w�ll; �t �s a sp�r�tual product. And there are men �n the modern world
who would th�nk anyth�ng and do anyth�ng rather than adm�t that anyth�ng
could be a sp�r�tual product.

A nat�on, however, as �t confronts the modern world, �s a purely sp�r�tual
product. Somet�mes �t has been born �n �ndependence, l�ke Scotland.
Somet�mes �t has been born �n dependence, �n subjugat�on, l�ke Ireland.
Somet�mes �t �s a large th�ng coher�ng out of many smaller th�ngs, l�ke Italy.
Somet�mes �t �s a small th�ng break�ng away from larger th�ngs, l�ke Poland.
But �n each and every case �ts qual�ty �s purely sp�r�tual, or, �f you w�ll,
purely psycholog�cal. It �s a moment when f�ve men become a s�xth man.
Every one knows �t who has ever founded a club. It �s a moment when f�ve
places become one place. Every one must know �t who has ever had to repel
an �nvas�on. Mr. T�mothy Healy, the most ser�ous �ntellect �n the present
House of Commons, summed up nat�onal�ty to perfect�on when he s�mply
called �t someth�ng for wh�ch people w�ll d�e, As he excellently sa�d �n
reply to Lord Hugh Cec�l, "No one, not even the noble lord, would d�e for
the mer�d�an of Greenw�ch." And that �s the great tr�bute to �ts purely
psycholog�cal character. It �s �dle to ask why Greenw�ch should not cohere



�n th�s sp�r�tual manner wh�le Athens or Sparta d�d. It �s l�ke ask�ng why a
man falls �n love w�th one woman and not w�th another.

Now, of th�s great sp�r�tual coherence, �ndependent of external
c�rcumstances, or of race, or of any obv�ous phys�cal th�ng, Ireland �s the
most remarkable example. Rome conquered nat�ons, but Ireland has
conquered races. The Norman has gone there and become Ir�sh, the
Scotchman has gone there and become Ir�sh, the Span�ard has gone there
and become Ir�sh, even the b�tter sold�er of Cromwell has gone there and
become Ir�sh. Ireland, wh�ch d�d not ex�st even pol�t�cally, has been
stronger than all the races that ex�sted sc�ent�f�cally. The purest German�c
blood, the purest Norman blood, the purest blood of the pass�onate Scotch
patr�ot, has not been so attract�ve as a nat�on w�thout a flag. Ireland,
unrecogn�zed and oppressed, has eas�ly absorbed races, as such tr�fles are
eas�ly absorbed. She has eas�ly d�sposed of phys�cal sc�ence, as such
superst�t�ons are eas�ly d�sposed of. Nat�onal�ty �n �ts weakness has been
stronger than ethnology �n �ts strength. F�ve tr�umphant races have been
absorbed, have been defeated by a defeated nat�onal�ty.

Th�s be�ng the true and strange glory of Ireland, �t �s �mposs�ble to hear
w�thout �mpat�ence of the attempt so constantly made among her modern
sympath�zers to talk about Celts and Celt�c�sm. Who were the Celts? I defy
anybody to say. Who are the Ir�sh? I defy any one to be �nd�fferent, or to
pretend not to know. Mr. W. B. Yeats, the great Ir�sh gen�us who has
appeared �n our t�me, shows h�s own adm�rable penetrat�on �n d�scard�ng
altogether the argument from a Celt�c race. But he does not wholly escape,
and h�s followers hardly ever escape, the general object�on to the Celt�c
argument. The tendency of that argument �s to represent the Ir�sh or the
Celts as a strange and separate race, as a tr�be of eccentr�cs �n the modern
world �mmersed �n d�m legends and fru�tless dreams. Its tendency �s to
exh�b�t the Ir�sh as odd, because they see the fa�r�es. Its trend �s to make the
Ir�sh seem we�rd and w�ld because they s�ng old songs and jo�n �n strange
dances. But th�s �s qu�te an error; �ndeed, �t �s the oppos�te of the truth. It �s
the Engl�sh who are odd because they do not see the fa�r�es. It �s the
�nhab�tants of Kens�ngton who are we�rd and w�ld because they do not s�ng
old songs and jo�n �n strange dances. In all th�s the Ir�sh are not �n the least
strange and separate, are not �n the least Celt�c, as the word �s commonly



and popularly used. In all th�s the Ir�sh are s�mply an ord�nary sens�ble
nat�on, l�v�ng the l�fe of any other ord�nary and sens�ble nat�on wh�ch has
not been e�ther sodden w�th smoke or oppressed by money-lenders, or
otherw�se corrupted w�th wealth and sc�ence. There �s noth�ng Celt�c about
hav�ng legends. It �s merely human. The Germans, who are (I suppose)
Teuton�c, have hundreds of legends, wherever �t happens that the Germans
are human. There �s noth�ng Celt�c about lov�ng poetry; the Engl�sh loved
poetry more, perhaps, than any other people before they came under the
shadow of the ch�mney-pot and the shadow of the ch�mney-pot hat. It �s not
Ireland wh�ch �s mad and myst�c; �t �s Manchester wh�ch �s mad and myst�c,
wh�ch �s �ncred�ble, wh�ch �s a w�ld except�on among human th�ngs. Ireland
has no need to play the s�lly game of the sc�ence of races; Ireland has no
need to pretend to be a tr�be of v�s�onar�es apart. In the matter of v�s�ons,
Ireland �s more than a nat�on, �t �s a model nat�on.

XIV On Certa�n Modern Wr�ters and the Inst�tut�on of
the Fam�ly

The fam�ly may fa�rly be cons�dered, one would th�nk, an ult�mate
human �nst�tut�on. Every one would adm�t that �t has been the ma�n cell and
central un�t of almost all soc�et�es h�therto, except, �ndeed, such soc�et�es as
that of Lacedaemon, wh�ch went �n for "eff�c�ency," and has, therefore,
per�shed, and left not a trace beh�nd. Chr�st�an�ty, even enormous as was �ts
revolut�on, d�d not alter th�s anc�ent and savage sanct�ty; �t merely reversed
�t. It d�d not deny the tr�n�ty of father, mother, and ch�ld. It merely read �t
backwards, mak�ng �t run ch�ld, mother, father. Th�s �t called, not the fam�ly,
but the Holy Fam�ly, for many th�ngs are made holy by be�ng turned ups�de
down. But some sages of our own decadence have made a ser�ous attack on
the fam�ly. They have �mpugned �t, as I th�nk wrongly; and �ts defenders
have defended �t, and defended �t wrongly. The common defence of the
fam�ly �s that, am�d the stress and f�ckleness of l�fe, �t �s peaceful, pleasant,
and at one. But there �s another defence of the fam�ly wh�ch �s poss�ble, and



to me ev�dent; th�s defence �s that the fam�ly �s not peaceful and not
pleasant and not at one.

It �s not fash�onable to say much nowadays of the advantages of the
small commun�ty. We are told that we must go �n for large emp�res and
large �deas. There �s one advantage, however, �n the small state, the c�ty, or
the v�llage, wh�ch only the w�lfully bl�nd can overlook. The man who l�ves
�n a small commun�ty l�ves �n a much larger world. He knows much more
of the f�erce var�et�es and uncomprom�s�ng d�vergences of men. The reason
�s obv�ous. In a large commun�ty we can choose our compan�ons. In a small
commun�ty our compan�ons are chosen for us. Thus �n all extens�ve and
h�ghly c�v�l�zed soc�et�es groups come �nto ex�stence founded upon what �s
called sympathy, and shut out the real world more sharply than the gates of
a monastery. There �s noth�ng really narrow about the clan; the th�ng wh�ch
�s really narrow �s the cl�que. The men of the clan l�ve together because they
all wear the same tartan or are all descended from the same sacred cow; but
�n the�r souls, by the d�v�ne luck of th�ngs, there w�ll always be more
colours than �n any tartan. But the men of the cl�que l�ve together because
they have the same k�nd of soul, and the�r narrowness �s a narrowness of
sp�r�tual coherence and contentment, l�ke that wh�ch ex�sts �n hell. A b�g
soc�ety ex�sts �n order to form cl�ques. A b�g soc�ety �s a soc�ety for the
promot�on of narrowness. It �s a mach�nery for the purpose of guard�ng the
sol�tary and sens�t�ve �nd�v�dual from all exper�ence of the b�tter and
brac�ng human comprom�ses. It �s, �n the most l�teral sense of the words, a
soc�ety for the prevent�on of Chr�st�an knowledge.

We can see th�s change, for �nstance, �n the modern transformat�on of the
th�ng called a club. When London was smaller, and the parts of London
more self-conta�ned and paroch�al, the club was what �t st�ll �s �n v�llages,
the oppos�te of what �t �s now �n great c�t�es. Then the club was valued as a
place where a man could be soc�able. Now the club �s valued as a place
where a man can be unsoc�able. The more the enlargement and elaborat�on
of our c�v�l�zat�on goes on the more the club ceases to be a place where a
man can have a no�sy argument, and becomes more and more a place where
a man can have what �s somewhat fantast�cally called a qu�et chop. Its a�m
�s to make a man comfortable, and to make a man comfortable �s to make
h�m the oppos�te of soc�able. Soc�ab�l�ty, l�ke all good th�ngs, �s full of



d�scomforts, dangers, and renunc�at�ons. The club tends to produce the most
degraded of all comb�nat�ons—the luxur�ous anchor�te, the man who
comb�nes the self-�ndulgence of Lucullus w�th the �nsane lonel�ness of St.
S�meon Styl�tes.

If we were to-morrow morn�ng snowed up �n the street �n wh�ch we l�ve,
we should step suddenly �nto a much larger and much w�lder world than we
have ever known. And �t �s the whole effort of the typ�cally modern person
to escape from the street �n wh�ch he l�ves. F�rst he �nvents modern hyg�ene
and goes to Margate. Then he �nvents modern culture and goes to Florence.
Then he �nvents modern �mper�al�sm and goes to T�mbuctoo. He goes to the
fantast�c borders of the earth. He pretends to shoot t�gers. He almost r�des
on a camel. And �n all th�s he �s st�ll essent�ally flee�ng from the street �n
wh�ch he was born; and of th�s fl�ght he �s always ready w�th h�s own
explanat�on. He says he �s flee�ng from h�s street because �t �s dull; he �s
ly�ng. He �s really flee�ng from h�s street because �t �s a great deal too
exc�t�ng. It �s exc�t�ng because �t �s exact�ng; �t �s exact�ng because �t �s
al�ve. He can v�s�t Ven�ce because to h�m the Venet�ans are only Venet�ans;
the people �n h�s own street are men. He can stare at the Ch�nese because
for h�m the Ch�nese are a pass�ve th�ng to be stared at; �f he stares at the old
lady �n the next garden, she becomes act�ve. He �s forced to flee, �n short,
from the too st�mulat�ng soc�ety of h�s equals—of free men, perverse,
personal, del�berately d�fferent from h�mself. The street �n Br�xton �s too
glow�ng and overpower�ng. He has to soothe and qu�et h�mself among
t�gers and vultures, camels and crocod�les. These creatures are �ndeed very
d�fferent from h�mself. But they do not put the�r shape or colour or custom
�nto a dec�s�ve �ntellectual compet�t�on w�th h�s own. They do not seek to
destroy h�s pr�nc�ples and assert the�r own; the stranger monsters of the
suburban street do seek to do th�s. The camel does not contort h�s features
�nto a f�ne sneer because Mr. Rob�nson has not got a hump; the cultured
gentleman at No. 5 does exh�b�t a sneer because Rob�nson has not got a
dado. The vulture w�ll not roar w�th laughter because a man does not fly;
but the major at No. 9 w�ll roar w�th laughter because a man does not
smoke. The compla�nt we commonly have to make of our ne�ghbours �s that
they w�ll not, as we express �t, m�nd the�r own bus�ness. We do not really
mean that they w�ll not m�nd the�r own bus�ness. If our ne�ghbours d�d not
m�nd the�r own bus�ness they would be asked abruptly for the�r rent, and



would rap�dly cease to be our ne�ghbours. What we really mean when we
say that they cannot m�nd the�r own bus�ness �s someth�ng much deeper. We
do not d�sl�ke them because they have so l�ttle force and f�re that they
cannot be �nterested �n themselves. We d�sl�ke them because they have so
much force and f�re that they can be �nterested �n us as well. What we dread
about our ne�ghbours, �n short, �s not the narrowness of the�r hor�zon, but
the�r superb tendency to broaden �t. And all avers�ons to ord�nary human�ty
have th�s general character. They are not avers�ons to �ts feebleness (as �s
pretended), but to �ts energy. The m�santhropes pretend that they desp�se
human�ty for �ts weakness. As a matter of fact, they hate �t for �ts strength.

Of course, th�s shr�nk�ng from the brutal v�vac�ty and brutal var�ety of
common men �s a perfectly reasonable and excusable th�ng as long as �t
does not pretend to any po�nt of super�or�ty. It �s when �t calls �tself
ar�stocracy or aesthet�c�sm or a super�or�ty to the bourgeo�s�e that �ts
�nherent weakness has �n just�ce to be po�nted out. Fast�d�ousness �s the
most pardonable of v�ces; but �t �s the most unpardonable of v�rtues.
N�etzsche, who represents most prom�nently th�s pretent�ous cla�m of the
fast�d�ous, has a descr�pt�on somewhere—a very powerful descr�pt�on �n the
purely l�terary sense—of the d�sgust and d�sda�n wh�ch consume h�m at the
s�ght of the common people w�th the�r common faces, the�r common vo�ces,
and the�r common m�nds. As I have sa�d, th�s att�tude �s almost beaut�ful �f
we may regard �t as pathet�c. N�etzsche's ar�stocracy has about �t all the
sacredness that belongs to the weak. When he makes us feel that he cannot
endure the �nnumerable faces, the �ncessant vo�ces, the overpower�ng
omn�presence wh�ch belongs to the mob, he w�ll have the sympathy of
anybody who has ever been s�ck on a steamer or t�red �n a crowded
omn�bus. Every man has hated mank�nd when he was less than a man.
Every man has had human�ty �n h�s eyes l�ke a bl�nd�ng fog, human�ty �n h�s
nostr�ls l�ke a suffocat�ng smell. But when N�etzsche has the �ncred�ble lack
of humour and lack of �mag�nat�on to ask us to bel�eve that h�s ar�stocracy
�s an ar�stocracy of strong muscles or an ar�stocracy of strong w�lls, �t �s
necessary to po�nt out the truth. It �s an ar�stocracy of weak nerves.

We make our fr�ends; we make our enem�es; but God makes our next-
door ne�ghbour. Hence he comes to us clad �n all the careless terrors of
nature; he �s as strange as the stars, as reckless and �nd�fferent as the ra�n.



He �s Man, the most terr�ble of the beasts. That �s why the old rel�g�ons and
the old scr�ptural language showed so sharp a w�sdom when they spoke, not
of one's duty towards human�ty, but one's duty towards one's ne�ghbour.
The duty towards human�ty may often take the form of some cho�ce wh�ch
�s personal or even pleasurable. That duty may be a hobby; �t may even be a
d�ss�pat�on. We may work �n the East End because we are pecul�arly f�tted
to work �n the East End, or because we th�nk we are; we may f�ght for the
cause of �nternat�onal peace because we are very fond of f�ght�ng. The most
monstrous martyrdom, the most repuls�ve exper�ence, may be the result of
cho�ce or a k�nd of taste. We may be so made as to be part�cularly fond of
lunat�cs or spec�ally �nterested �n leprosy. We may love negroes because
they are black or German Soc�al�sts because they are pedant�c. But we have
to love our ne�ghbour because he �s there—a much more alarm�ng reason
for a much more ser�ous operat�on. He �s the sample of human�ty wh�ch �s
actually g�ven us. Prec�sely because he may be anybody he �s everybody.
He �s a symbol because he �s an acc�dent.

Doubtless men flee from small env�ronments �nto lands that are very
deadly. But th�s �s natural enough; for they are not flee�ng from death. They
are flee�ng from l�fe. And th�s pr�nc�ple appl�es to r�ng w�th�n r�ng of the
soc�al system of human�ty. It �s perfectly reasonable that men should seek
for some part�cular var�ety of the human type, so long as they are seek�ng
for that var�ety of the human type, and not for mere human var�ety. It �s
qu�te proper that a Br�t�sh d�plomat�st should seek the soc�ety of Japanese
generals, �f what he wants �s Japanese generals. But �f what he wants �s
people d�fferent from h�mself, he had much better stop at home and d�scuss
rel�g�on w�th the housema�d. It �s qu�te reasonable that the v�llage gen�us
should come up to conquer London �f what he wants �s to conquer London.
But �f he wants to conquer someth�ng fundamentally and symbol�cally
host�le and also very strong, he had much better rema�n where he �s and
have a row w�th the rector. The man �n the suburban street �s qu�te r�ght �f
he goes to Ramsgate for the sake of Ramsgate—a d�ff�cult th�ng to �mag�ne.
But �f, as he expresses �t, he goes to Ramsgate "for a change," then he
would have a much more romant�c and even melodramat�c change �f he
jumped over the wall �nto h�s ne�ghbours garden. The consequences would
be brac�ng �n a sense far beyond the poss�b�l�t�es of Ramsgate hyg�ene.



Now, exactly as th�s pr�nc�ple appl�es to the emp�re, to the nat�on w�th�n
the emp�re, to the c�ty w�th�n the nat�on, to the street w�th�n the c�ty, so �t
appl�es to the home w�th�n the street. The �nst�tut�on of the fam�ly �s to be
commended for prec�sely the same reasons that the �nst�tut�on of the nat�on,
or the �nst�tut�on of the c�ty, are �n th�s matter to be commended. It �s a good
th�ng for a man to l�ve �n a fam�ly for the same reason that �t �s a good th�ng
for a man to be bes�eged �n a c�ty. It �s a good th�ng for a man to l�ve �n a
fam�ly �n the same sense that �t �s a beaut�ful and del�ghtful th�ng for a man
to be snowed up �n a street. They all force h�m to real�ze that l�fe �s not a
th�ng from outs�de, but a th�ng from �ns�de. Above all, they all �ns�st upon
the fact that l�fe, �f �t be a truly st�mulat�ng and fasc�nat�ng l�fe, �s a th�ng
wh�ch, of �ts nature, ex�sts �n sp�te of ourselves. The modern wr�ters who
have suggested, �n a more or less open manner, that the fam�ly �s a bad
�nst�tut�on, have generally conf�ned themselves to suggest�ng, w�th much
sharpness, b�tterness, or pathos, that perhaps the fam�ly �s not always very
congen�al. Of course the fam�ly �s a good �nst�tut�on because �t �s
uncongen�al. It �s wholesome prec�sely because �t conta�ns so many
d�vergenc�es and var�et�es. It �s, as the sent�mental�sts say, l�ke a l�ttle
k�ngdom, and, l�ke most other l�ttle k�ngdoms, �s generally �n a state of
someth�ng resembl�ng anarchy. It �s exactly because our brother George �s
not �nterested �n our rel�g�ous d�ff�cult�es, but �s �nterested �n the Trocadero
Restaurant, that the fam�ly has some of the brac�ng qual�t�es of the
commonwealth. It �s prec�sely because our uncle Henry does not approve of
the theatr�cal amb�t�ons of our s�ster Sarah that the fam�ly �s l�ke human�ty.
The men and women who, for good reasons and bad, revolt aga�nst the
fam�ly, are, for good reasons and bad, s�mply revolt�ng aga�nst mank�nd.
Aunt El�zabeth �s unreasonable, l�ke mank�nd. Papa �s exc�table, l�ke
mank�nd Our youngest brother �s m�sch�evous, l�ke mank�nd. Grandpapa �s
stup�d, l�ke the world; he �s old, l�ke the world.

Those who w�sh, r�ghtly or wrongly, to step out of all th�s, do def�n�tely
w�sh to step �nto a narrower world. They are d�smayed and terr�f�ed by the
largeness and var�ety of the fam�ly. Sarah w�shes to f�nd a world wholly
cons�st�ng of pr�vate theatr�cals; George w�shes to th�nk the Trocadero a
cosmos. I do not say, for a moment, that the fl�ght to th�s narrower l�fe may
not be the r�ght th�ng for the �nd�v�dual, any more than I say the same th�ng
about fl�ght �nto a monastery. But I do say that anyth�ng �s bad and art�f�c�al



wh�ch tends to make these people succumb to the strange delus�on that they
are stepp�ng �nto a world wh�ch �s actually larger and more var�ed than the�r
own. The best way that a man could test h�s read�ness to encounter the
common var�ety of mank�nd would be to cl�mb down a ch�mney �nto any
house at random, and get on as well as poss�ble w�th the people �ns�de. And
that �s essent�ally what each one of us d�d on the day that he was born.

Th�s �s, �ndeed, the subl�me and spec�al romance of the fam�ly. It �s
romant�c because �t �s a toss-up. It �s romant�c because �t �s everyth�ng that
�ts enem�es call �t. It �s romant�c because �t �s arb�trary. It �s romant�c
because �t �s there. So long as you have groups of men chosen rat�onally,
you have some spec�al or sectar�an atmosphere. It �s when you have groups
of men chosen �rrat�onally that you have men. The element of adventure
beg�ns to ex�st; for an adventure �s, by �ts nature, a th�ng that comes to us. It
�s a th�ng that chooses us, not a th�ng that we choose. Fall�ng �n love has
been often regarded as the supreme adventure, the supreme romant�c
acc�dent. In so much as there �s �n �t someth�ng outs�de ourselves,
someth�ng of a sort of merry fatal�sm, th�s �s very true. Love does take us
and transf�gure and torture us. It does break our hearts w�th an unbearable
beauty, l�ke the unbearable beauty of mus�c. But �n so far as we have
certa�nly someth�ng to do w�th the matter; �n so far as we are �n some sense
prepared to fall �n love and �n some sense jump �nto �t; �n so far as we do to
some extent choose and to some extent even judge—�n all th�s fall�ng �n
love �s not truly romant�c, �s not truly adventurous at all. In th�s degree the
supreme adventure �s not fall�ng �n love. The supreme adventure �s be�ng
born. There we do walk suddenly �nto a splend�d and startl�ng trap. There
we do see someth�ng of wh�ch we have not dreamed before. Our father and
mother do l�e �n wa�t for us and leap out on us, l�ke br�gands from a bush.
Our uncle �s a surpr�se. Our aunt �s, �n the beaut�ful common express�on, a
bolt from the blue. When we step �nto the fam�ly, by the act of be�ng born,
we do step �nto a world wh�ch �s �ncalculable, �nto a world wh�ch has �ts
own strange laws, �nto a world wh�ch could do w�thout us, �nto a world that
we have not made. In other words, when we step �nto the fam�ly we step
�nto a fa�ry-tale.

Th�s colour as of a fantast�c narrat�ve ought to cl�ng to the fam�ly and to
our relat�ons w�th �t throughout l�fe. Romance �s the deepest th�ng �n l�fe;



romance �s deeper even than real�ty. For even �f real�ty could be proved to
be m�slead�ng, �t st�ll could not be proved to be un�mportant or
un�mpress�ve. Even �f the facts are false, they are st�ll very strange. And th�s
strangeness of l�fe, th�s unexpected and even perverse element of th�ngs as
they fall out, rema�ns �ncurably �nterest�ng. The c�rcumstances we can
regulate may become tame or pess�m�st�c; but the "c�rcumstances over
wh�ch we have no control" rema�n god-l�ke to those who, l�ke Mr.
M�cawber, can call on them and renew the�r strength. People wonder why
the novel �s the most popular form of l�terature; people wonder why �t �s
read more than books of sc�ence or books of metaphys�cs. The reason �s
very s�mple; �t �s merely that the novel �s more true than they are. L�fe may
somet�mes leg�t�mately appear as a book of sc�ence. L�fe may somet�mes
appear, and w�th a much greater leg�t�macy, as a book of metaphys�cs. But
l�fe �s always a novel. Our ex�stence may cease to be a song; �t may cease
even to be a beaut�ful lament. Our ex�stence may not be an �ntell�g�ble
just�ce, or even a recogn�zable wrong. But our ex�stence �s st�ll a story. In
the f�ery alphabet of every sunset �s wr�tten, "to be cont�nued �n our next." If
we have suff�c�ent �ntellect, we can f�n�sh a ph�losoph�cal and exact
deduct�on, and be certa�n that we are f�n�sh�ng �t r�ght. W�th the adequate
bra�n-power we could f�n�sh any sc�ent�f�c d�scovery, and be certa�n that we
were f�n�sh�ng �t r�ght. But not w�th the most g�gant�c �ntellect could we
f�n�sh the s�mplest or s�ll�est story, and be certa�n that we were f�n�sh�ng �t
r�ght. That �s because a story has beh�nd �t, not merely �ntellect wh�ch �s
partly mechan�cal, but w�ll, wh�ch �s �n �ts essence d�v�ne. The narrat�ve
wr�ter can send h�s hero to the gallows �f he l�kes �n the last chapter but one.
He can do �t by the same d�v�ne capr�ce whereby he, the author, can go to
the gallows h�mself, and to hell afterwards �f he chooses. And the same
c�v�l�zat�on, the ch�valr�c European c�v�l�zat�on wh�ch asserted freew�ll �n
the th�rteenth century, produced the th�ng called "f�ct�on" �n the e�ghteenth.
When Thomas Aqu�nas asserted the sp�r�tual l�berty of man, he created all
the bad novels �n the c�rculat�ng l�brar�es.

But �n order that l�fe should be a story or romance to us, �t �s necessary
that a great part of �t, at any rate, should be settled for us w�thout our
perm�ss�on. If we w�sh l�fe to be a system, th�s may be a nu�sance; but �f we
w�sh �t to be a drama, �t �s an essent�al. It may often happen, no doubt, that a
drama may be wr�tten by somebody else wh�ch we l�ke very l�ttle. But we



should l�ke �t st�ll less �f the author came before the curta�n every hour or
so, and forced on us the whole trouble of �nvent�ng the next act. A man has
control over many th�ngs �n h�s l�fe; he has control over enough th�ngs to be
the hero of a novel. But �f he had control over everyth�ng, there would be so
much hero that there would be no novel. And the reason why the l�ves of
the r�ch are at bottom so tame and uneventful �s s�mply that they can choose
the events. They are dull because they are omn�potent. They fa�l to feel
adventures because they can make the adventures. The th�ng wh�ch keeps
l�fe romant�c and full of f�ery poss�b�l�t�es �s the ex�stence of these great
pla�n l�m�tat�ons wh�ch force all of us to meet the th�ngs we do not l�ke or
do not expect. It �s va�n for the superc�l�ous moderns to talk of be�ng �n
uncongen�al surround�ngs. To be �n a romance �s to be �n uncongen�al
surround�ngs. To be born �nto th�s earth �s to be born �nto uncongen�al
surround�ngs, hence to be born �nto a romance. Of all these great l�m�tat�ons
and frameworks wh�ch fash�on and create the poetry and var�ety of l�fe, the
fam�ly �s the most def�n�te and �mportant. Hence �t �s m�sunderstood by the
moderns, who �mag�ne that romance would ex�st most perfectly �n a
complete state of what they call l�berty. They th�nk that �f a man makes a
gesture �t would be a startl�ng and romant�c matter that the sun should fall
from the sky. But the startl�ng and romant�c th�ng about the sun �s that �t
does not fall from the sky. They are seek�ng under every shape and form a
world where there are no l�m�tat�ons—that �s, a world where there are no
outl�nes; that �s, a world where there are no shapes. There �s noth�ng baser
than that �nf�n�ty. They say they w�sh to be, as strong as the un�verse, but
they really w�sh the whole un�verse as weak as themselves.



XV On Smart Novel�sts and the Smart Set

In one sense, at any rate, �t �s more valuable to read bad l�terature than
good l�terature. Good l�terature may tell us the m�nd of one man; but bad
l�terature may tell us the m�nd of many men. A good novel tells us the truth
about �ts hero; but a bad novel tells us the truth about �ts author. It does
much more than that, �t tells us the truth about �ts readers; and, oddly
enough, �t tells us th�s all the more the more cyn�cal and �mmoral be the
mot�ve of �ts manufacture. The more d�shonest a book �s as a book the more
honest �t �s as a publ�c document. A s�ncere novel exh�b�ts the s�mpl�c�ty of
one part�cular man; an �ns�ncere novel exh�b�ts the s�mpl�c�ty of mank�nd.
The pedant�c dec�s�ons and def�nable readjustments of man may be found �n
scrolls and statute books and scr�ptures; but men's bas�c assumpt�ons and
everlast�ng energ�es are to be found �n penny dreadfuls and halfpenny
novelettes. Thus a man, l�ke many men of real culture �n our day, m�ght
learn from good l�terature noth�ng except the power to apprec�ate good
l�terature. But from bad l�terature he m�ght learn to govern emp�res and look
over the map of mank�nd.

There �s one rather �nterest�ng example of th�s state of th�ngs �n wh�ch
the weaker l�terature �s really the stronger and the stronger the weaker. It �s
the case of what may be called, for the sake of an approx�mate descr�pt�on,
the l�terature of ar�stocracy; or, �f you prefer the descr�pt�on, the l�terature of
snobb�shness. Now �f any one w�shes to f�nd a really effect�ve and
comprehens�ble and permanent case for ar�stocracy well and s�ncerely
stated, let h�m read, not the modern ph�losoph�cal conservat�ves, not even
N�etzsche, let h�m read the Bow Bells Novelettes. Of the case of N�etzsche I
am confessedly more doubtful. N�etzsche and the Bow Bells Novelettes
have both obv�ously the same fundamental character; they both worsh�p the
tall man w�th curl�ng moustaches and herculean bod�ly power, and they
both worsh�p h�m �n a manner wh�ch �s somewhat fem�n�ne and hyster�cal.
Even here, however, the Novelette eas�ly ma�nta�ns �ts ph�losoph�cal
super�or�ty, because �t does attr�bute to the strong man those v�rtues wh�ch
do commonly belong to h�m, such v�rtues as laz�ness and k�ndl�ness and a
rather reckless benevolence, and a great d�sl�ke of hurt�ng the weak.
N�etzsche, on the other hand, attr�butes to the strong man that scorn aga�nst



weakness wh�ch only ex�sts among �nval�ds. It �s not, however, of the
secondary mer�ts of the great German ph�losopher, but of the pr�mary mer�ts
of the Bow Bells Novelettes, that �t �s my present affa�r to speak. The
p�cture of ar�stocracy �n the popular sent�mental novelette seems to me very
sat�sfactory as a permanent pol�t�cal and ph�losoph�cal gu�de. It may be
�naccurate about deta�ls such as the t�tle by wh�ch a baronet �s addressed or
the w�dth of a mounta�n chasm wh�ch a baronet can conven�ently leap, but
�t �s not a bad descr�pt�on of the general �dea and �ntent�on of ar�stocracy as
they ex�st �n human affa�rs. The essent�al dream of ar�stocracy �s
magn�f�cence and valour; and �f the Fam�ly Herald Supplement somet�mes
d�storts or exaggerates these th�ngs, at least, �t does not fall short �n them. It
never errs by mak�ng the mounta�n chasm too narrow or the t�tle of the
baronet �nsuff�c�ently �mpress�ve. But above th�s sane rel�able old l�terature
of snobb�shness there has ar�sen �n our t�me another k�nd of l�terature of
snobb�shness wh�ch, w�th �ts much h�gher pretens�ons, seems to me worthy
of very much less respect. Inc�dentally (�f that matters), �t �s much better
l�terature. But �t �s �mmeasurably worse ph�losophy, �mmeasurably worse
eth�cs and pol�t�cs, �mmeasurably worse v�tal render�ng of ar�stocracy and
human�ty as they really are. From such books as those of wh�ch I w�sh now
to speak we can d�scover what a clever man can do w�th the �dea of
ar�stocracy. But from the Fam�ly Herald Supplement l�terature we can learn
what the �dea of ar�stocracy can do w�th a man who �s not clever. And when
we know that we know Engl�sh h�story.

Th�s new ar�stocrat�c f�ct�on must have caught the attent�on of everybody
who has read the best f�ct�on for the last f�fteen years. It �s that genu�ne or
alleged l�terature of the Smart Set wh�ch represents that set as d�st�ngu�shed,
not only by smart dresses, but by smart say�ngs. To the bad baronet, to the
good baronet, to the romant�c and m�sunderstood baronet who �s supposed
to be a bad baronet, but �s a good baronet, th�s school has added a
concept�on undreamed of �n the former years—the concept�on of an
amus�ng baronet. The ar�stocrat �s not merely to be taller than mortal men
and stronger and handsomer, he �s also to be more w�tty. He �s the long man
w�th the short ep�gram. Many em�nent, and deservedly em�nent, modern
novel�sts must accept some respons�b�l�ty for hav�ng supported th�s worst
form of snobb�shness—an �ntellectual snobb�shness. The talented author of
"Dodo" �s respons�ble for hav�ng �n some sense created the fash�on as a



fash�on. Mr. H�chens, �n the "Green Carnat�on," reaff�rmed the strange �dea
that young noblemen talk well; though h�s case had some vague
b�ograph�cal foundat�on, and �n consequence an excuse. Mrs. Cra�g�e �s
cons�derably gu�lty �n the matter, although, or rather because, she has
comb�ned the ar�stocrat�c note w�th a note of some moral and even rel�g�ous
s�ncer�ty. When you are sav�ng a man's soul, even �n a novel, �t �s �ndecent
to ment�on that he �s a gentleman. Nor can blame �n th�s matter be
altogether removed from a man of much greater ab�l�ty, and a man who has
proved h�s possess�on of the h�ghest of human �nst�nct, the romant�c �nst�nct
—I mean Mr. Anthony Hope. In a gallop�ng, �mposs�ble melodrama l�ke
"The Pr�soner of Zenda," the blood of k�ngs fanned an excellent fantast�c
thread or theme. But the blood of k�ngs �s not a th�ng that can be taken
ser�ously. And when, for example, Mr. Hope devotes so much ser�ous and
sympathet�c study to the man called Tr�stram of Blent, a man who
throughout burn�ng boyhood thought of noth�ng but a s�lly old estate, we
feel even �n Mr. Hope the h�nt of th�s excess�ve concern about the ol�garch�c
�dea. It �s hard for any ord�nary person to feel so much �nterest �n a young
man whose whole a�m �s to own the house of Blent at the t�me when every
other young man �s own�ng the stars.

Mr. Hope, however, �s a very m�ld case, and �n h�m there �s not only an
element of romance, but also a f�ne element of �rony wh�ch warns us aga�nst
tak�ng all th�s elegance too ser�ously. Above all, he shows h�s sense �n not
mak�ng h�s noblemen so �ncred�bly equ�pped w�th �mpromptu repartee. Th�s
hab�t of �ns�st�ng on the w�t of the wealth�er classes �s the last and most
serv�le of all the serv�l�t�es. It �s, as I have sa�d, �mmeasurably more
contempt�ble than the snobb�shness of the novelette wh�ch descr�bes the
nobleman as sm�l�ng l�ke an Apollo or r�d�ng a mad elephant. These may be
exaggerat�ons of beauty and courage, but beauty and courage are the
unconsc�ous �deals of ar�stocrats, even of stup�d ar�stocrats.

The nobleman of the novelette may not be sketched w�th any very close
or consc�ent�ous attent�on to the da�ly hab�ts of noblemen. But he �s
someth�ng more �mportant than a real�ty; he �s a pract�cal �deal. The
gentleman of f�ct�on may not copy the gentleman of real l�fe; but the
gentleman of real l�fe �s copy�ng the gentleman of f�ct�on. He may not be
part�cularly good-look�ng, but he would rather be good-look�ng than



anyth�ng else; he may not have r�dden on a mad elephant, but he r�des a
pony as far as poss�ble w�th an a�r as �f he had. And, upon the whole, the
upper class not only espec�ally des�re these qual�t�es of beauty and courage,
but �n some degree, at any rate, espec�ally possess them. Thus there �s
noth�ng really mean or sycophant�c about the popular l�terature wh�ch
makes all �ts marqu�ses seven feet h�gh. It �s snobb�sh, but �t �s not serv�le.
Its exaggerat�on �s based on an exuberant and honest adm�rat�on; �ts honest
adm�rat�on �s based upon someth�ng wh�ch �s �n some degree, at any rate,
really there. The Engl�sh lower classes do not fear the Engl�sh upper classes
�n the least; nobody could. They s�mply and freely and sent�mentally
worsh�p them. The strength of the ar�stocracy �s not �n the ar�stocracy at all;
�t �s �n the slums. It �s not �n the House of Lords; �t �s not �n the C�v�l
Serv�ce; �t �s not �n the Government off�ces; �t �s not even �n the huge and
d�sproport�onate monopoly of the Engl�sh land. It �s �n a certa�n sp�r�t. It �s
�n the fact that when a navvy w�shes to pra�se a man, �t comes read�ly to h�s
tongue to say that he has behaved l�ke a gentleman. From a democrat�c
po�nt of v�ew he m�ght as well say that he had behaved l�ke a v�scount. The
ol�garch�c character of the modern Engl�sh commonwealth does not rest,
l�ke many ol�garch�es, on the cruelty of the r�ch to the poor. It does not even
rest on the k�ndness of the r�ch to the poor. It rests on the perenn�al and
unfa�l�ng k�ndness of the poor to the r�ch.

The snobb�shness of bad l�terature, then, �s not serv�le; but the
snobb�shness of good l�terature �s serv�le. The old-fash�oned halfpenny
romance where the duchesses sparkled w�th d�amonds was not serv�le; but
the new romance where they sparkle w�th ep�grams �s serv�le. For �n thus
attr�but�ng a spec�al and startl�ng degree of �ntellect and conversat�onal or
controvers�al power to the upper classes, we are attr�but�ng someth�ng
wh�ch �s not espec�ally the�r v�rtue or even espec�ally the�r a�m. We are, �n
the words of D�srael� (who, be�ng a gen�us and not a gentleman, has perhaps
pr�mar�ly to answer for the �ntroduct�on of th�s method of flatter�ng the
gentry), we are perform�ng the essent�al funct�on of flattery wh�ch �s
flatter�ng the people for the qual�t�es they have not got. Pra�se may be
g�gant�c and �nsane w�thout hav�ng any qual�ty of flattery so long as �t �s
pra�se of someth�ng that �s not�ceably �n ex�stence. A man may say that a
g�raffe's head str�kes the stars, or that a whale f�lls the German Ocean, and
st�ll be only �n a rather exc�ted state about a favour�te an�mal. But when he



beg�ns to congratulate the g�raffe on h�s feathers, and the whale on the
elegance of h�s legs, we f�nd ourselves confronted w�th that soc�al element
wh�ch we call flattery. The m�ddle and lower orders of London can
s�ncerely, though not perhaps safely, adm�re the health and grace of the
Engl�sh ar�stocracy. And th�s for the very s�mple reason that the ar�stocrats
are, upon the whole, more healthy and graceful than the poor. But they
cannot honestly adm�re the w�t of the ar�stocrats. And th�s for the s�mple
reason that the ar�stocrats are not more w�tty than the poor, but a very great
deal less so. A man does not hear, as �n the smart novels, these gems of
verbal fel�c�ty dropped between d�plomat�sts at d�nner. Where he really does
hear them �s between two omn�bus conductors �n a block �n Holborn. The
w�tty peer whose �mpromptus f�ll the books of Mrs. Cra�g�e or M�ss Fowler,
would, as a matter of fact, be torn to shreds �n the art of conversat�on by the
f�rst boot-black he had the m�sfortune to fall foul of. The poor are merely
sent�mental, and very excusably sent�mental, �f they pra�se the gentleman
for hav�ng a ready hand and ready money. But they are str�ctly slaves and
sycophants �f they pra�se h�m for hav�ng a ready tongue. For that they have
far more themselves.

The element of ol�garch�cal sent�ment �n these novels, however, has, I
th�nk, another and subtler aspect, an aspect more d�ff�cult to understand and
more worth understand�ng. The modern gentleman, part�cularly the modern
Engl�sh gentleman, has become so central and �mportant �n these books, and
through them �n the whole of our current l�terature and our current mode of
thought, that certa�n qual�t�es of h�s, whether or�g�nal or recent, essent�al or
acc�dental, have altered the qual�ty of our Engl�sh comedy. In part�cular,
that sto�cal �deal, absurdly supposed to be the Engl�sh �deal, has st�ffened
and ch�lled us. It �s not the Engl�sh �deal; but �t �s to some extent the
ar�stocrat�c �deal; or �t may be only the �deal of ar�stocracy �n �ts autumn or
decay. The gentleman �s a Sto�c because he �s a sort of savage, because he �s
f�lled w�th a great elemental fear that some stranger w�ll speak to h�m. That
�s why a th�rd-class carr�age �s a commun�ty, wh�le a f�rst-class carr�age �s a
place of w�ld herm�ts. But th�s matter, wh�ch �s d�ff�cult, I may be perm�tted
to approach �n a more c�rcu�tous way.

The haunt�ng element of �neffectualness wh�ch runs through so much of
the w�tty and ep�grammat�c f�ct�on fash�onable dur�ng the last e�ght or ten



years, wh�ch runs through such works of a real though vary�ng �ngenu�ty as
"Dodo," or "Concern�ng Isabel Carnaby," or even "Some Emot�ons and a
Moral," may be expressed �n var�ous ways, but to most of us I th�nk �t w�ll
ult�mately amount to the same th�ng. Th�s new fr�vol�ty �s �nadequate
because there �s �n �t no strong sense of an unuttered joy. The men and
women who exchange the repartees may not only be hat�ng each other, but
hat�ng even themselves. Any one of them m�ght be bankrupt that day, or
sentenced to be shot the next. They are jok�ng, not because they are merry,
but because they are not; out of the empt�ness of the heart the mouth
speaketh. Even when they talk pure nonsense �t �s a careful nonsense—a
nonsense of wh�ch they are econom�cal, or, to use the perfect express�on of
Mr. W. S. G�lbert �n "Pat�ence," �t �s such "prec�ous nonsense." Even when
they become l�ght-headed they do not become l�ght-hearted. All those who
have read anyth�ng of the rat�onal�sm of the moderns know that the�r
Reason �s a sad th�ng. But even the�r unreason �s sad.

The causes of th�s �ncapac�ty are also not very d�ff�cult to �nd�cate. The
ch�ef of all, of course, �s that m�serable fear of be�ng sent�mental, wh�ch �s
the meanest of all the modern terrors—meaner even than the terror wh�ch
produces hyg�ene. Everywhere the robust and uproar�ous humour has come
from the men who were capable not merely of sent�mental�sm, but a very
s�lly sent�mental�sm. There has been no humour so robust or uproar�ous as
that of the sent�mental�st Steele or the sent�mental�st Sterne or the
sent�mental�st D�ckens. These creatures who wept l�ke women were the
creatures who laughed l�ke men. It �s true that the humour of M�cawber �s
good l�terature and that the pathos of l�ttle Nell �s bad. But the k�nd of man
who had the courage to wr�te so badly �n the one case �s the k�nd of man
who would have the courage to wr�te so well �n the other. The same
unconsc�ousness, the same v�olent �nnocence, the same g�gantesque scale of
act�on wh�ch brought the Napoleon of Comedy h�s Jena brought h�m also
h�s Moscow. And here�n �s espec�ally shown the fr�g�d and feeble
l�m�tat�ons of our modern w�ts. They make v�olent efforts, they make hero�c
and almost pathet�c efforts, but they cannot really wr�te badly. There are
moments when we almost th�nk that they are ach�ev�ng the effect, but our
hope shr�vels to noth�ng the moment we compare the�r l�ttle fa�lures w�th
the enormous �mbec�l�t�es of Byron or Shakespeare.



For a hearty laugh �t �s necessary to have touched the heart. I do not
know why touch�ng the heart should always be connected only w�th the
�dea of touch�ng �t to compass�on or a sense of d�stress. The heart can be
touched to joy and tr�umph; the heart can be touched to amusement. But all
our comed�ans are trag�c comed�ans. These later fash�onable wr�ters are so
pess�m�st�c �n bone and marrow that they never seem able to �mag�ne the
heart hav�ng any concern w�th m�rth. When they speak of the heart, they
always mean the pangs and d�sappo�ntments of the emot�onal l�fe. When
they say that a man's heart �s �n the r�ght place, they mean, apparently, that
�t �s �n h�s boots. Our eth�cal soc�et�es understand fellowsh�p, but they do
not understand good fellowsh�p. S�m�larly, our w�ts understand talk, but not
what Dr. Johnson called a good talk. In order to have, l�ke Dr. Johnson, a
good talk, �t �s emphat�cally necessary to be, l�ke Dr. Johnson, a good man
—to have fr�endsh�p and honour and an abysmal tenderness. Above all, �t �s
necessary to be openly and �ndecently humane, to confess w�th fulness all
the pr�mary p�t�es and fears of Adam. Johnson was a clear-headed
humorous man, and therefore he d�d not m�nd talk�ng ser�ously about
rel�g�on. Johnson was a brave man, one of the bravest that ever walked, and
therefore he d�d not m�nd avow�ng to any one h�s consum�ng fear of death.

The �dea that there �s someth�ng Engl�sh �n the repress�on of one's
feel�ngs �s one of those �deas wh�ch no Engl�shman ever heard of unt�l
England began to be governed exclus�vely by Scotchmen, Amer�cans, and
Jews. At the best, the �dea �s a general�zat�on from the Duke of Well�ngton
—who was an Ir�shman. At the worst, �t �s a part of that s�lly Teuton�sm
wh�ch knows as l�ttle about England as �t does about anthropology, but
wh�ch �s always talk�ng about V�k�ngs. As a matter of fact, the V�k�ngs d�d
not repress the�r feel�ngs �n the least. They cr�ed l�ke bab�es and k�ssed each
other l�ke g�rls; �n short, they acted �n that respect l�ke Ach�lles and all
strong heroes the ch�ldren of the gods. And though the Engl�sh nat�onal�ty
has probably not much more to do w�th the V�k�ngs than the French
nat�onal�ty or the Ir�sh nat�onal�ty, the Engl�sh have certa�nly been the
ch�ldren of the V�k�ngs �n the matter of tears and k�sses. It �s not merely true
that all the most typ�cally Engl�sh men of letters, l�ke Shakespeare and
D�ckens, R�chardson and Thackeray, were sent�mental�sts. It �s also true that
all the most typ�cally Engl�sh men of act�on were sent�mental�sts, �f
poss�ble, more sent�mental. In the great El�zabethan age, when the Engl�sh



nat�on was f�nally hammered out, �n the great e�ghteenth century when the
Br�t�sh Emp�re was be�ng bu�lt up everywhere, where �n all these t�mes,
where was th�s symbol�c sto�cal Engl�shman who dresses �n drab and black
and represses h�s feel�ngs? Were all the El�zabethan pallad�ns and p�rates
l�ke that? Were any of them l�ke that? Was Grenv�lle conceal�ng h�s
emot�ons when he broke w�ne-glasses to p�eces w�th h�s teeth and b�t them
t�ll the blood poured down? Was Essex restra�n�ng h�s exc�tement when he
threw h�s hat �nto the sea? D�d Rale�gh th�nk �t sens�ble to answer the
Span�sh guns only, as Stevenson says, w�th a flour�sh of �nsult�ng trumpets?
D�d Sydney ever m�ss an opportun�ty of mak�ng a theatr�cal remark �n the
whole course of h�s l�fe and death? Were even the Pur�tans Sto�cs? The
Engl�sh Pur�tans repressed a good deal, but even they were too Engl�sh to
repress the�r feel�ngs. It was by a great m�racle of gen�us assuredly that
Carlyle contr�ved to adm�re s�multaneously two th�ngs so �rreconc�lably
opposed as s�lence and Ol�ver Cromwell. Cromwell was the very reverse of
a strong, s�lent man. Cromwell was always talk�ng, when he was not cry�ng.
Nobody, I suppose, w�ll accuse the author of "Grace Abound�ng" of be�ng
ashamed of h�s feel�ngs. M�lton, �ndeed, �t m�ght be poss�ble to represent as
a Sto�c; �n some sense he was a Sto�c, just as he was a pr�g and a polygam�st
and several other unpleasant and heathen th�ngs. But when we have passed
that great and desolate name, wh�ch may really be counted an except�on, we
f�nd the trad�t�on of Engl�sh emot�onal�sm �mmed�ately resumed and
unbrokenly cont�nuous. Whatever may have been the moral beauty of the
pass�ons of Ether�dge and Dorset, Sedley and Buck�ngham, they cannot be
accused of the fault of fast�d�ously conceal�ng them. Charles the Second
was very popular w�th the Engl�sh because, l�ke all the jolly Engl�sh k�ngs,
he d�splayed h�s pass�ons. W�ll�am the Dutchman was very unpopular w�th
the Engl�sh because, not be�ng an Engl�shman, he d�d h�de h�s emot�ons. He
was, �n fact, prec�sely the �deal Engl�shman of our modern theory; and
prec�sely for that reason all the real Engl�shmen loathed h�m l�ke leprosy.
W�th the r�se of the great England of the e�ghteenth century, we f�nd th�s
open and emot�onal tone st�ll ma�nta�ned �n letters and pol�t�cs, �n arts and
�n arms. Perhaps the only qual�ty wh�ch was possessed �n common by the
great F�eld�ng, and the great R�chardson was that ne�ther of them h�d the�r
feel�ngs. Sw�ft, �ndeed, was hard and log�cal, because Sw�ft was Ir�sh. And
when we pass to the sold�ers and the rulers, the patr�ots and the emp�re-
bu�lders of the e�ghteenth century, we f�nd, as I have sa�d, that they were, If



poss�ble, more romant�c than the romancers, more poet�cal than the poets.
Chatham, who showed the world all h�s strength, showed the House of
Commons all h�s weakness. Wolfe walked about the room w�th a drawn
sword call�ng h�mself Caesar and Hann�bal, and went to death w�th poetry
�n h�s mouth. Cl�ve was a man of the same type as Cromwell or Bunyan, or,
for the matter of that, Johnson—that �s, he was a strong, sens�ble man w�th
a k�nd of runn�ng spr�ng of hyster�a and melancholy �n h�m. L�ke Johnson,
he was all the more healthy because he was morb�d. The tales of all the
adm�rals and adventurers of that England are full of braggadoc�o, of
sent�mental�ty, of splend�d affectat�on. But �t �s scarcely necessary to
mult�ply examples of the essent�ally romant�c Engl�shman when one
example towers above them all. Mr. Rudyard K�pl�ng has sa�d complacently
of the Engl�sh, "We do not fall on the neck and k�ss when we come
together." It �s true that th�s anc�ent and un�versal custom has van�shed w�th
the modern weaken�ng of England. Sydney would have thought noth�ng of
k�ss�ng Spenser. But I w�ll�ngly concede that Mr. Broder�ck would not be
l�kely to k�ss Mr. Arnold-Foster, �f that be any proof of the �ncreased
manl�ness and m�l�tary greatness of England. But the Engl�shman who does
not show h�s feel�ngs has not altogether g�ven up the power of see�ng
someth�ng Engl�sh �n the great sea-hero of the Napoleon�c war. You cannot
break the legend of Nelson. And across the sunset of that glory �s wr�tten �n
flam�ng letters for ever the great Engl�sh sent�ment, "K�ss me, Hardy."

Th�s �deal of self-repress�on, then, �s, whatever else �t �s, not Engl�sh. It
�s, perhaps, somewhat Or�ental, �t �s sl�ghtly Pruss�an, but �n the ma�n �t
does not come, I th�nk, from any rac�al or nat�onal source. It �s, as I have
sa�d, �n some sense ar�stocrat�c; �t comes not from a people, but from a
class. Even ar�stocracy, I th�nk, was not qu�te so sto�cal �n the days when �t
was really strong. But whether th�s unemot�onal �deal be the genu�ne
trad�t�on of the gentleman, or only one of the �nvent�ons of the modern
gentleman (who may be called the decayed gentleman), �t certa�nly has
someth�ng to do w�th the unemot�onal qual�ty �n these soc�ety novels. From
represent�ng ar�stocrats as people who suppressed the�r feel�ngs, �t has been
an easy step to represent�ng ar�stocrats as people who had no feel�ngs to
suppress. Thus the modern ol�garch�st has made a v�rtue for the ol�garchy of
the hardness as well as the br�ghtness of the d�amond. L�ke a sonneteer
address�ng h�s lady �n the seventeenth century, he seems to use the word



"cold" almost as a eulog�um, and the word "heartless" as a k�nd of
compl�ment. Of course, �n people so �ncurably k�nd-hearted and baby�sh as
are the Engl�sh gentry, �t would be �mposs�ble to create anyth�ng that can be
called pos�t�ve cruelty; so �n these books they exh�b�t a sort of negat�ve
cruelty. They cannot be cruel �n acts, but they can be so �n words. All th�s
means one th�ng, and one th�ng only. It means that the l�v�ng and
�nv�gorat�ng �deal of England must be looked for �n the masses; �t must be
looked for where D�ckens found �t—D�ckens among whose glor�es �t was to
be a humor�st, to be a sent�mental�st, to be an opt�m�st, to be a poor man, to
be an Engl�shman, but the greatest of whose glor�es was that he saw all
mank�nd �n �ts amaz�ng and trop�cal luxur�ance, and d�d not even not�ce the
ar�stocracy; D�ckens, the greatest of whose glor�es was that he could not
descr�be a gentleman.

XVI On Mr. McCabe and a D�v�ne Fr�vol�ty

A cr�t�c once remonstrated w�th me say�ng, w�th an a�r of �nd�gnant
reasonableness, "If you must make jokes, at least you need not make them
on such ser�ous subjects." I repl�ed w�th a natural s�mpl�c�ty and wonder,
"About what other subjects can one make jokes except ser�ous subjects?" It
�s qu�te useless to talk about profane jest�ng. All jest�ng �s �n �ts nature
profane, �n the sense that �t must be the sudden real�zat�on that someth�ng
wh�ch th�nks �tself solemn �s not so very solemn after all. If a joke �s not a
joke about rel�g�on or morals, �t �s a joke about pol�ce-mag�strates or
sc�ent�f�c professors or undergraduates dressed up as Queen V�ctor�a. And
people joke about the pol�ce-mag�strate more than they joke about the Pope,
not because the pol�ce-mag�strate �s a more fr�volous subject, but, on the
contrary, because the pol�ce-mag�strate �s a more ser�ous subject than the
Pope. The B�shop of Rome has no jur�sd�ct�on �n th�s realm of England;
whereas the pol�ce-mag�strate may br�ng h�s solemn�ty to bear qu�te
suddenly upon us. Men make jokes about old sc�ent�f�c professors, even
more than they make them about b�shops—not because sc�ence �s l�ghter
than rel�g�on, but because sc�ence �s always by �ts nature more solemn and



austere than rel�g�on. It �s not I; �t �s not even a part�cular class of journal�sts
or jesters who make jokes about the matters wh�ch are of most awful
�mport; �t �s the whole human race. If there �s one th�ng more than another
wh�ch any one w�ll adm�t who has the smallest knowledge of the world, �t �s
that men are always speak�ng gravely and earnestly and w�th the utmost
poss�ble care about the th�ngs that are not �mportant, but always talk�ng
fr�volously about the th�ngs that are. Men talk for hours w�th the faces of a
college of card�nals about th�ngs l�ke golf, or tobacco, or wa�stcoats, or
party pol�t�cs. But all the most grave and dreadful th�ngs �n the world are
the oldest jokes �n the world—be�ng marr�ed; be�ng hanged.

One gentleman, however, Mr. McCabe, has �n th�s matter made to me
someth�ng that almost amounts to a personal appeal; and as he happens to
be a man for whose s�ncer�ty and �ntellectual v�rtue I have a h�gh respect, I
do not feel �ncl�ned to let �t pass w�thout some attempt to sat�sfy my cr�t�c �n
the matter. Mr. McCabe devotes a cons�derable part of the last essay �n the
collect�on called "Chr�st�an�ty and Rat�onal�sm on Tr�al" to an object�on, not
to my thes�s, but to my method, and a very fr�endly and d�gn�f�ed appeal to
me to alter �t. I am much �ncl�ned to defend myself �n th�s matter out of
mere respect for Mr. McCabe, and st�ll more so out of mere respect for the
truth wh�ch �s, I th�nk, �n danger by h�s error, not only �n th�s quest�on, but
�n others. In order that there may be no �njust�ce done �n the matter, I w�ll
quote Mr. McCabe h�mself. "But before I follow Mr. Chesterton �n some
deta�l I would make a general observat�on on h�s method. He �s as ser�ous as
I am �n h�s ult�mate purpose, and I respect h�m for that. He knows, as I do,
that human�ty stands at a solemn part�ng of the ways. Towards some
unknown goal �t presses through the ages, �mpelled by an overmaster�ng
des�re of happ�ness. To-day �t hes�tates, l�ghtheartedly enough, but every
ser�ous th�nker knows how momentous the dec�s�on may be. It �s,
apparently, desert�ng the path of rel�g�on and enter�ng upon the path of
secular�sm. W�ll �t lose �tself �n quagm�res of sensual�ty down th�s new
path, and pant and to�l through years of c�v�c and �ndustr�al anarchy, only to
learn �t had lost the road, and must return to rel�g�on? Or w�ll �t f�nd that at
last �t �s leav�ng the m�sts and the quagm�res beh�nd �t; that �t �s ascend�ng
the slope of the h�ll so long d�mly d�scerned ahead, and mak�ng stra�ght for
the long-sought Utop�a? Th�s �s the drama of our t�me, and every man and
every woman should understand �t.



"Mr. Chesterton understands �t. Further, he g�ves us cred�t for
understand�ng �t. He has noth�ng of that paltry meanness or strange dens�ty
of so many of h�s colleagues, who put us down as a�mless �conoclasts or
moral anarch�sts. He adm�ts that we are wag�ng a thankless war for what we
take to be Truth and Progress. He �s do�ng the same. But why, �n the name
of all that �s reasonable, should we, when we are agreed on the
momentousness of the �ssue e�ther way, forthw�th desert ser�ous methods of
conduct�ng the controversy? Why, when the v�tal need of our t�me �s to
�nduce men and women to collect the�r thoughts occas�onally, and be men
and women—nay, to remember that they are really gods that hold the
dest�n�es of human�ty on the�r knees—why should we th�nk that th�s
kale�doscop�c play of phrases �s �nopportune? The ballets of the Alhambra,
and the f�reworks of the Crystal Palace, and Mr. Chesterton's Da�ly News
art�cles, have the�r place �n l�fe. But how a ser�ous soc�al student can th�nk
of cur�ng the thoughtlessness of our generat�on by stra�ned paradoxes; of
g�v�ng people a sane grasp of soc�al problems by l�terary sle�ght-of-hand; of
settl�ng �mportant quest�ons by a reckless shower of rocket-metaphors and
�naccurate 'facts,' and the subst�tut�on of �mag�nat�on for judgment, I cannot
see."

I quote th�s passage w�th a part�cular pleasure, because Mr. McCabe
certa�nly cannot put too strongly the degree to wh�ch I g�ve h�m and h�s
school cred�t for the�r complete s�ncer�ty and respons�b�l�ty of ph�losoph�cal
att�tude. I am qu�te certa�n that they mean every word they say. I also mean
every word I say. But why �s �t that Mr. McCabe has some sort of
myster�ous hes�tat�on about adm�tt�ng that I mean every word I say; why �s
�t that he �s not qu�te as certa�n of my mental respons�b�l�ty as I am of h�s
mental respons�b�l�ty? If we attempt to answer the quest�on d�rectly and
well, we shall, I th�nk, have come to the root of the matter by the shortest
cut.

Mr. McCabe th�nks that I am not ser�ous but only funny, because Mr.
McCabe th�nks that funny �s the oppos�te of ser�ous. Funny �s the oppos�te
of not funny, and of noth�ng else. The quest�on of whether a man expresses
h�mself �n a grotesque or laughable phraseology, or �n a stately and
restra�ned phraseology, �s not a quest�on of mot�ve or of moral state, �t �s a
quest�on of �nst�nct�ve language and self-express�on. Whether a man



chooses to tell the truth �n long sentences or short jokes �s a problem
analogous to whether he chooses to tell the truth �n French or German.
Whether a man preaches h�s gospel grotesquely or gravely �s merely l�ke
the quest�on of whether he preaches �t �n prose or verse. The quest�on of
whether Sw�ft was funny �n h�s �rony �s qu�te another sort of quest�on to the
quest�on of whether Sw�ft was ser�ous �n h�s pess�m�sm. Surely even Mr.
McCabe would not ma�nta�n that the more funny "Gull�ver" �s �n �ts method
the less �t can be s�ncere �n �ts object. The truth �s, as I have sa�d, that �n th�s
sense the two qual�t�es of fun and ser�ousness have noth�ng whatever to do
w�th each other, they are no more comparable than black and tr�angular. Mr.
Bernard Shaw �s funny and s�ncere. Mr. George Robey �s funny and not
s�ncere. Mr. McCabe �s s�ncere and not funny. The average Cab�net
M�n�ster �s not s�ncere and not funny.

In short, Mr. McCabe �s under the �nfluence of a pr�mary fallacy wh�ch I
have found very common �n men of the cler�cal type. Numbers of
clergymen have from t�me to t�me reproached me for mak�ng jokes about
rel�g�on; and they have almost always �nvoked the author�ty of that very
sens�ble commandment wh�ch says, "Thou shalt not take the name of the
Lord thy God �n va�n." Of course, I po�nted out that I was not �n any
conce�vable sense tak�ng the name �n va�n. To take a th�ng and make a joke
out of �t �s not to take �t �n va�n. It �s, on the contrary, to take �t and use �t for
an uncommonly good object. To use a th�ng �n va�n means to use �t w�thout
use. But a joke may be exceed�ngly useful; �t may conta�n the whole earthly
sense, not to ment�on the whole heavenly sense, of a s�tuat�on. And those
who f�nd �n the B�ble the commandment can f�nd �n the B�ble any number
of the jokes. In the same book �n wh�ch God's name �s fenced from be�ng
taken �n va�n, God h�mself overwhelms Job w�th a torrent of terr�ble
lev�t�es. The same book wh�ch says that God's name must not be taken
va�nly, talks eas�ly and carelessly about God laugh�ng and God w�nk�ng.
Ev�dently �t �s not here that we have to look for genu�ne examples of what �s
meant by a va�n use of the name. And �t �s not very d�ff�cult to see where we
have really to look for �t. The people (as I tactfully po�nted out to them)
who really take the name of the Lord �n va�n are the clergymen themselves.
The th�ng wh�ch �s fundamentally and really fr�volous �s not a careless joke.
The th�ng wh�ch �s fundamentally and really fr�volous �s a careless
solemn�ty. If Mr. McCabe really w�shes to know what sort of guarantee of



real�ty and sol�d�ty �s afforded by the mere act of what �s called talk�ng
ser�ously, let h�m spend a happy Sunday �n go�ng the round of the pulp�ts.
Or, better st�ll, let h�m drop �n at the House of Commons or the House of
Lords. Even Mr. McCabe would adm�t that these men are solemn—more
solemn than I am. And even Mr. McCabe, I th�nk, would adm�t that these
men are fr�volous—more fr�volous than I am. Why should Mr. McCabe be
so eloquent about the danger ar�s�ng from fantast�c and paradox�cal wr�ters?
Why should he be so ardent �n des�r�ng grave and verbose wr�ters? There
are not so very many fantast�c and paradox�cal wr�ters. But there are a
g�gant�c number of grave and verbose wr�ters; and �t �s by the efforts of the
grave and verbose wr�ters that everyth�ng that Mr. McCabe detests (and
everyth�ng that I detest, for that matter) �s kept �n ex�stence and energy.
How can �t have come about that a man as �ntell�gent as Mr. McCabe can
th�nk that paradox and jest�ng stop the way? It �s solemn�ty that �s stopp�ng
the way �n every department of modern effort. It �s h�s own favour�te
"ser�ous methods;" �t �s h�s own favour�te "momentousness;" �t �s h�s own
favour�te "judgment" wh�ch stops the way everywhere. Every man who has
ever headed a deputat�on to a m�n�ster knows th�s. Every man who has ever
wr�tten a letter to the T�mes knows �t. Every r�ch man who w�shes to stop
the mouths of the poor talks about "momentousness." Every Cab�net
m�n�ster who has not got an answer suddenly develops a "judgment." Every
sweater who uses v�le methods recommends "ser�ous methods." I sa�d a
moment ago that s�ncer�ty had noth�ng to do w�th solemn�ty, but I confess
that I am not so certa�n that I was r�ght. In the modern world, at any rate, I
am not so sure that I was r�ght. In the modern world solemn�ty �s the d�rect
enemy of s�ncer�ty. In the modern world s�ncer�ty �s almost always on one
s�de, and solemn�ty almost always on the other. The only answer poss�ble to
the f�erce and glad attack of s�ncer�ty �s the m�serable answer of solemn�ty.
Let Mr. McCabe, or any one else who �s much concerned that we should be
grave �n order to be s�ncere, s�mply �mag�ne the scene �n some government
off�ce �n wh�ch Mr. Bernard Shaw should head a Soc�al�st deputat�on to Mr.
Austen Chamberla�n. On wh�ch s�de would be the solemn�ty? And on wh�ch
the s�ncer�ty?

I am, �ndeed, del�ghted to d�scover that Mr. McCabe reckons Mr. Shaw
along w�th me �n h�s system of condemnat�on of fr�vol�ty. He sa�d once, I
bel�eve, that he always wanted Mr. Shaw to label h�s paragraphs ser�ous or



com�c. I do not know wh�ch paragraphs of Mr. Shaw are paragraphs to be
labelled ser�ous; but surely there can be no doubt that th�s paragraph of Mr.
McCabe's �s one to be labelled com�c. He also says, �n the art�cle I am now
d�scuss�ng, that Mr. Shaw has the reputat�on of del�berately say�ng
everyth�ng wh�ch h�s hearers do not expect h�m to say. I need not labour the
�nconclus�veness and weakness of th�s, because �t has already been dealt
w�th �n my remarks on Mr. Bernard Shaw. Suff�ce �t to say here that the
only ser�ous reason wh�ch I can �mag�ne �nduc�ng any one person to l�sten
to any other �s, that the f�rst person looks to the second person w�th an
ardent fa�th and a f�xed attent�on, expect�ng h�m to say what he does not
expect h�m to say. It may be a paradox, but that �s because paradoxes are
true. It may not be rat�onal, but that �s because rat�onal�sm �s wrong. But
clearly �t �s qu�te true that whenever we go to hear a prophet or teacher we
may or may not expect w�t, we may or may not expect eloquence, but we do
expect what we do not expect. We may not expect the true, we may not
even expect the w�se, but we do expect the unexpected. If we do not expect
the unexpected, why do we go there at all? If we expect the expected, why
do we not s�t at home and expect �t by ourselves? If Mr. McCabe means
merely th�s about Mr. Shaw, that he always has some unexpected
appl�cat�on of h�s doctr�ne to g�ve to those who l�sten to h�m, what he says
�s qu�te true, and to say �t �s only to say that Mr. Shaw �s an or�g�nal man.
But �f he means that Mr. Shaw has ever professed or preached any doctr�ne
but one, and that h�s own, then what he says �s not true. It �s not my
bus�ness to defend Mr. Shaw; as has been seen already, I d�sagree w�th h�m
altogether. But I do not m�nd, on h�s behalf offer�ng �n th�s matter a flat
def�ance to all h�s ord�nary opponents, such as Mr. McCabe. I defy Mr.
McCabe, or anybody else, to ment�on one s�ngle �nstance �n wh�ch Mr.
Shaw has, for the sake of w�t or novelty, taken up any pos�t�on wh�ch was
not d�rectly deduc�ble from the body of h�s doctr�ne as elsewhere expressed.
I have been, I am happy to say, a tolerably close student of Mr. Shaw's
utterances, and I request Mr. McCabe, �f he w�ll not bel�eve that I mean
anyth�ng else, to bel�eve that I mean th�s challenge.

All th�s, however, �s a parenthes�s. The th�ng w�th wh�ch I am here
�mmed�ately concerned �s Mr. McCabe's appeal to me not to be so fr�volous.
Let me return to the actual text of that appeal. There are, of course, a great
many th�ngs that I m�ght say about �t �n deta�l. But I may start w�th say�ng



that Mr. McCabe �s �n error �n suppos�ng that the danger wh�ch I ant�c�pate
from the d�sappearance of rel�g�on �s the �ncrease of sensual�ty. On the
contrary, I should be �ncl�ned to ant�c�pate a decrease �n sensual�ty, because
I ant�c�pate a decrease �n l�fe. I do not th�nk that under modern Western
mater�al�sm we should have anarchy. I doubt whether we should have
enough �nd�v�dual valour and sp�r�t even to have l�berty. It �s qu�te an old-
fash�oned fallacy to suppose that our object�on to scept�c�sm �s that �t
removes the d�sc�pl�ne from l�fe. Our object�on to scept�c�sm �s that �t
removes the mot�ve power. Mater�al�sm �s not a th�ng wh�ch destroys mere
restra�nt. Mater�al�sm �tself �s the great restra�nt. The McCabe school
advocates a pol�t�cal l�berty, but �t den�es sp�r�tual l�berty. That �s, �t
abol�shes the laws wh�ch could be broken, and subst�tutes laws that cannot.
And that �s the real slavery.

The truth �s that the sc�ent�f�c c�v�l�zat�on �n wh�ch Mr. McCabe bel�eves
has one rather part�cular defect; �t �s perpetually tend�ng to destroy that
democracy or power of the ord�nary man �n wh�ch Mr. McCabe also
bel�eves. Sc�ence means spec�al�sm, and spec�al�sm means ol�garchy. If you
once establ�sh the hab�t of trust�ng part�cular men to produce part�cular
results �n phys�cs or astronomy, you leave the door open for the equally
natural demand that you should trust part�cular men to do part�cular th�ngs
�n government and the coerc�ng of men. If, you feel �t to be reasonable that
one beetle should be the only study of one man, and that one man the only
student of that one beetle, �t �s surely a very harmless consequence to go on
to say that pol�t�cs should be the only study of one man, and that one man
the only student of pol�t�cs. As I have po�nted out elsewhere �n th�s book,
the expert �s more ar�stocrat�c than the ar�stocrat, because the ar�stocrat �s
only the man who l�ves well, wh�le the expert �s the man who knows better.
But �f we look at the progress of our sc�ent�f�c c�v�l�zat�on we see a gradual
�ncrease everywhere of the spec�al�st over the popular funct�on. Once men
sang together round a table �n chorus; now one man s�ngs alone, for the
absurd reason that he can s�ng better. If sc�ent�f�c c�v�l�zat�on goes on
(wh�ch �s most �mprobable) only one man w�ll laugh, because he can laugh
better than the rest.

I do not know that I can express th�s more shortly than by tak�ng as a
text the s�ngle sentence of Mr. McCabe, wh�ch runs as follows: "The ballets



of the Alhambra and the f�reworks of the Crystal Palace and Mr.
Chesterton's Da�ly News art�cles have the�r places �n l�fe." I w�sh that my
art�cles had as noble a place as e�ther of the other two th�ngs ment�oned. But
let us ask ourselves (�n a sp�r�t of love, as Mr. Chadband would say), what
are the ballets of the Alhambra? The ballets of the Alhambra are �nst�tut�ons
�n wh�ch a part�cular selected row of persons �n p�nk go through an
operat�on known as danc�ng. Now, �n all commonwealths dom�nated by a
rel�g�on—�n the Chr�st�an commonwealths of the M�ddle Ages and �n many
rude soc�et�es—th�s hab�t of danc�ng was a common hab�t w�th everybody,
and was not necessar�ly conf�ned to a profess�onal class. A person could
dance w�thout be�ng a dancer; a person could dance w�thout be�ng a
spec�al�st; a person could dance w�thout be�ng p�nk. And, �n proport�on as
Mr. McCabe's sc�ent�f�c c�v�l�zat�on advances—that �s, �n proport�on as
rel�g�ous c�v�l�zat�on (or real c�v�l�zat�on) decays—the more and more "well
tra�ned," the more and more p�nk, become the people who do dance, and the
more and more numerous become the people who don't. Mr. McCabe may
recogn�ze an example of what I mean �n the gradual d�scred�t�ng �n soc�ety
of the anc�ent European waltz or dance w�th partners, and the subst�tut�on of
that horr�ble and degrad�ng or�ental �nterlude wh�ch �s known as sk�rt-
danc�ng. That �s the whole essence of decadence, the effacement of f�ve
people who do a th�ng for fun by one person who does �t for money. Now �t
follows, therefore, that when Mr. McCabe says that the ballets of the
Alhambra and my art�cles "have the�r place �n l�fe," �t ought to be po�nted
out to h�m that he �s do�ng h�s best to create a world �n wh�ch danc�ng,
properly speak�ng, w�ll have no place �n l�fe at all. He �s, �ndeed, try�ng to
create a world �n wh�ch there w�ll be no l�fe for danc�ng to have a place �n.
The very fact that Mr. McCabe th�nks of danc�ng as a th�ng belong�ng to
some h�red women at the Alhambra �s an �llustrat�on of the same pr�nc�ple
by wh�ch he �s able to th�nk of rel�g�on as a th�ng belong�ng to some h�red
men �n wh�te neckt�es. Both these th�ngs are th�ngs wh�ch should not be
done for us, but by us. If Mr. McCabe were really rel�g�ous he would be
happy. If he were really happy he would dance.

Br�efly, we may put the matter �n th�s way. The ma�n po�nt of modern
l�fe �s not that the Alhambra ballet has �ts place �n l�fe. The ma�n po�nt, the
ma�n enormous tragedy of modern l�fe, �s that Mr. McCabe has not h�s place
�n the Alhambra ballet. The joy of chang�ng and graceful posture, the joy of



su�t�ng the sw�ng of mus�c to the sw�ng of l�mbs, the joy of wh�rl�ng
drapery, the joy of stand�ng on one leg,—all these should belong by r�ghts
to Mr. McCabe and to me; �n short, to the ord�nary healthy c�t�zen. Probably
we should not consent to go through these evolut�ons. But that �s because
we are m�serable moderns and rat�onal�sts. We do not merely love ourselves
more than we love duty; we actually love ourselves more than we love joy.

When, therefore, Mr. McCabe says that he g�ves the Alhambra dances
(and my art�cles) the�r place �n l�fe, I th�nk we are just�f�ed �n po�nt�ng out
that by the very nature of the case of h�s ph�losophy and of h�s favour�te
c�v�l�zat�on he g�ves them a very �nadequate place. For (�f I may pursue the
too flatter�ng parallel) Mr. McCabe th�nks of the Alhambra and of my
art�cles as two very odd and absurd th�ngs, wh�ch some spec�al people do
(probably for money) �n order to amuse h�m. But �f he had ever felt h�mself
the anc�ent, subl�me, elemental, human �nst�nct to dance, he would have
d�scovered that danc�ng �s not a fr�volous th�ng at all, but a very ser�ous
th�ng. He would have d�scovered that �t �s the one grave and chaste and
decent method of express�ng a certa�n class of emot�ons. And s�m�larly, �f
he had ever had, as Mr. Shaw and I have had, the �mpulse to what he calls
paradox, he would have d�scovered that paradox aga�n �s not a fr�volous
th�ng, but a very ser�ous th�ng. He would have found that paradox s�mply
means a certa�n def�ant joy wh�ch belongs to bel�ef. I should regard any
c�v�l�zat�on wh�ch was w�thout a un�versal hab�t of uproar�ous danc�ng as
be�ng, from the full human po�nt of v�ew, a defect�ve c�v�l�zat�on. And I
should regard any m�nd wh�ch had not got the hab�t �n one form or another
of uproar�ous th�nk�ng as be�ng, from the full human po�nt of v�ew, a
defect�ve m�nd. It �s va�n for Mr. McCabe to say that a ballet �s a part of
h�m. He should be part of a ballet, or else he �s only part of a man. It �s �n
va�n for h�m to say that he �s "not quarrell�ng w�th the �mportat�on of
humour �nto the controversy." He ought h�mself to be �mport�ng humour
�nto every controversy; for unless a man �s �n part a humor�st, he �s only �n
part a man. To sum up the whole matter very s�mply, �f Mr. McCabe asks
me why I �mport fr�vol�ty �nto a d�scuss�on of the nature of man, I answer,
because fr�vol�ty �s a part of the nature of man. If he asks me why I
�ntroduce what he calls paradoxes �nto a ph�losoph�cal problem, I answer,
because all ph�losoph�cal problems tend to become paradox�cal. If he
objects to my treat�ng of l�fe r�otously, I reply that l�fe �s a r�ot. And I say



that the Un�verse as I see �t, at any rate, �s very much more l�ke the
f�reworks at the Crystal Palace than �t �s l�ke h�s own ph�losophy. About the
whole cosmos there �s a tense and secret fest�v�ty—l�ke preparat�ons for
Guy Fawkes' day. Etern�ty �s the eve of someth�ng. I never look up at the
stars w�thout feel�ng that they are the f�res of a schoolboy's rocket, f�xed �n
the�r everlast�ng fall.

XVII On the W�t of Wh�stler

That capable and �ngen�ous wr�ter, Mr. Arthur Symons, has �ncluded �n a
book of essays recently publ�shed, I bel�eve, an apolog�a for "London
N�ghts," �n wh�ch he says that moral�ty should be wholly subord�nated to art
�n cr�t�c�sm, and he uses the somewhat s�ngular argument that art or the
worsh�p of beauty �s the same �n all ages, wh�le moral�ty d�ffers �n every
per�od and �n every respect. He appears to defy h�s cr�t�cs or h�s readers to
ment�on any permanent feature or qual�ty �n eth�cs. Th�s �s surely a very
cur�ous example of that extravagant b�as aga�nst moral�ty wh�ch makes so
many ultra-modern aesthetes as morb�d and fanat�cal as any Eastern herm�t.
Unquest�onably �t �s a very common phrase of modern �ntellectual�sm to say
that the moral�ty of one age can be ent�rely d�fferent to the moral�ty of
another. And l�ke a great many other phrases of modern �ntellectual�sm, �t
means l�terally noth�ng at all. If the two moral�t�es are ent�rely d�fferent,
why do you call them both moral�t�es? It �s as �f a man sa�d, "Camels �n
var�ous places are totally d�verse; some have s�x legs, some have none,
some have scales, some have feathers, some have horns, some have w�ngs,
some are green, some are tr�angular. There �s no po�nt wh�ch they have �n
common." The ord�nary man of sense would reply, "Then what makes you
call them all camels? What do you mean by a camel? How do you know a
camel when you see one?" Of course, there �s a permanent substance of
moral�ty, as much as there �s a permanent substance of art; to say that �s
only to say that moral�ty �s moral�ty, and that art �s art. An �deal art cr�t�c
would, no doubt, see the endur�ng beauty under every school; equally an
�deal moral�st would see the endur�ng eth�c under every code. But



pract�cally some of the best Engl�shmen that ever l�ved could see noth�ng
but f�lth and �dolatry �n the starry p�ety of the Brahm�n. And �t �s equally
true that pract�cally the greatest group of art�sts that the world has ever
seen, the g�ants of the Rena�ssance, could see noth�ng but barbar�sm �n the
ethereal energy of Goth�c.

Th�s b�as aga�nst moral�ty among the modern aesthetes �s noth�ng very
much paraded. And yet �t �s not really a b�as aga�nst moral�ty; �t �s a b�as
aga�nst other people's moral�ty. It �s generally founded on a very def�n�te
moral preference for a certa�n sort of l�fe, pagan, plaus�ble, humane. The
modern aesthete, w�sh�ng us to bel�eve that he values beauty more than
conduct, reads Mallarme, and dr�nks abs�nthe �n a tavern. But th�s �s not
only h�s favour�te k�nd of beauty; �t �s also h�s favour�te k�nd of conduct. If
he really w�shed us to bel�eve that he cared for beauty only, he ought to go
to noth�ng but Wesleyan school treats, and pa�nt the sunl�ght �n the ha�r of
the Wesleyan bab�es. He ought to read noth�ng but very eloquent
theolog�cal sermons by old-fash�oned Presbyter�an d�v�nes. Here the lack of
all poss�ble moral sympathy would prove that h�s �nterest was purely verbal
or p�ctor�al, as �t �s; �n all the books he reads and wr�tes he cl�ngs to the
sk�rts of h�s own moral�ty and h�s own �mmoral�ty. The champ�on of l'art
pour l'art �s always denounc�ng Rusk�n for h�s moral�z�ng. If he were really
a champ�on of l'art pour l'art, he would be always �ns�st�ng on Rusk�n for
h�s style.

The doctr�ne of the d�st�nct�on between art and moral�ty owes a great
part of �ts success to art and moral�ty be�ng hopelessly m�xed up �n the
persons and performances of �ts greatest exponents. Of th�s lucky
contrad�ct�on the very �ncarnat�on was Wh�stler. No man ever preached the
�mpersonal�ty of art so well; no man ever preached the �mpersonal�ty of art
so personally. For h�m p�ctures had noth�ng to do w�th the problems of
character; but for all h�s f�ercest adm�rers h�s character was, as a matter of
fact far more �nterest�ng than h�s p�ctures. He glor�ed �n stand�ng as an art�st
apart from r�ght and wrong. But he succeeded by talk�ng from morn�ng t�ll
n�ght about h�s r�ghts and about h�s wrongs. H�s talents were many, h�s
v�rtues, �t must be confessed, not many, beyond that k�ndness to tr�ed
fr�ends, on wh�ch many of h�s b�ographers �ns�st, but wh�ch surely �s a
qual�ty of all sane men, of p�rates and p�ckpockets; beyond th�s, h�s



outstand�ng v�rtues l�m�t themselves ch�efly to two adm�rable ones—
courage and an abstract love of good work. Yet I fancy he won at last more
by those two v�rtues than by all h�s talents. A man must be someth�ng of a
moral�st �f he �s to preach, even �f he �s to preach unmoral�ty. Professor
Walter Rale�gh, �n h�s "In Memor�am: James McNe�ll Wh�stler," �ns�sts,
truly enough, on the strong streak of an eccentr�c honesty �n matters str�ctly
p�ctor�al, wh�ch ran through h�s complex and sl�ghtly confused character.
"He would destroy any of h�s works rather than leave a careless or
�nexpress�ve touch w�th�n the l�m�ts of the frame. He would beg�n aga�n a
hundred t�mes over rather than attempt by patch�ng to make h�s work seem
better than �t was."

No one w�ll blame Professor Rale�gh, who had to read a sort of funeral
orat�on over Wh�stler at the open�ng of the Memor�al Exh�b�t�on, �f, f�nd�ng
h�mself �n that pos�t�on, he conf�ned h�mself mostly to the mer�ts and the
stronger qual�t�es of h�s subject. We should naturally go to some other type
of compos�t�on for a proper cons�derat�on of the weaknesses of Wh�stler.
But these must never be om�tted from our v�ew of h�m. Indeed, the truth �s
that �t was not so much a quest�on of the weaknesses of Wh�stler as of the
�ntr�ns�c and pr�mary weakness of Wh�stler. He was one of those people
who l�ve up to the�r emot�onal �ncomes, who are always taut and t�ngl�ng
w�th van�ty. Hence he had no strength to spare; hence he had no k�ndness,
no gen�al�ty; for gen�al�ty �s almost def�nable as strength to spare. He had
no god-l�ke carelessness; he never forgot h�mself; h�s whole l�fe was, to use
h�s own express�on, an arrangement. He went �n for "the art of l�v�ng"—a
m�serable tr�ck. In a word, he was a great art�st; but emphat�cally not a great
man. In th�s connect�on I must d�ffer strongly w�th Professor Rale�gh upon
what �s, from a superf�c�al l�terary po�nt of v�ew, one of h�s most effect�ve
po�nts. He compares Wh�stler's laughter to the laughter of another man who
was a great man as well as a great art�st. "H�s att�tude to the publ�c was
exactly the att�tude taken up by Robert Brown�ng, who suffered as long a
per�od of neglect and m�stake, �n those l�nes of 'The R�ng and the Book'—

"'Well, Br�t�sh Publ�c, ye who l�ke me not,
(God love you!) and w�ll have your proper laugh
At the dark quest�on; laugh �t! I'd laugh f�rst.'



"Mr. Wh�stler," adds Professor Rale�gh, "always laughed f�rst." The truth
�s, I bel�eve, that Wh�stler never laughed at all. There was no laughter �n h�s
nature; because there was no thoughtlessness and self-abandonment, no
hum�l�ty. I cannot understand anybody read�ng "The Gentle Art of Mak�ng
Enem�es" and th�nk�ng that there �s any laughter �n the w�t. H�s w�t �s a
torture to h�m. He tw�sts h�mself �nto arabesques of verbal fel�c�ty; he �s full
of a f�erce carefulness; he �s �nsp�red w�th the complete ser�ousness of
s�ncere mal�ce. He hurts h�mself to hurt h�s opponent. Brown�ng d�d laugh,
because Brown�ng d�d not care; Brown�ng d�d not care, because Brown�ng
was a great man. And when Brown�ng sa�d �n brackets to the s�mple,
sens�ble people who d�d not l�ke h�s books, "God love you!" he was not
sneer�ng �n the least. He was laugh�ng—that �s to say, he meant exactly
what he sa�d.

There are three d�st�nct classes of great sat�r�sts who are also great men
—that �s to say, three classes of men who can laugh at someth�ng w�thout
los�ng the�r souls. The sat�r�st of the f�rst type �s the man who, f�rst of all
enjoys h�mself, and then enjoys h�s enem�es. In th�s sense he loves h�s
enemy, and by a k�nd of exaggerat�on of Chr�st�an�ty he loves h�s enemy the
more the more he becomes an enemy. He has a sort of overwhelm�ng and
aggress�ve happ�ness �n h�s assert�on of anger; h�s curse �s as human as a
bened�ct�on. Of th�s type of sat�re the great example �s Rabela�s. Th�s �s the
f�rst typ�cal example of sat�re, the sat�re wh�ch �s voluble, wh�ch �s v�olent,
wh�ch �s �ndecent, but wh�ch �s not mal�c�ous. The sat�re of Wh�stler was
not th�s. He was never �n any of h�s controvers�es s�mply happy; the proof
of �t �s that he never talked absolute nonsense. There �s a second type of
m�nd wh�ch produces sat�re w�th the qual�ty of greatness. That �s embod�ed
�n the sat�r�st whose pass�ons are released and let go by some �ntolerable
sense of wrong. He �s maddened by the sense of men be�ng maddened; h�s
tongue becomes an unruly member, and test�f�es aga�nst all mank�nd. Such
a man was Sw�ft, �n whom the saeva �nd�gnat�o was a b�tterness to others,
because �t was a b�tterness to h�mself. Such a sat�r�st Wh�stler was not. He
d�d not laugh because he was happy, l�ke Rabela�s. But ne�ther d�d he laugh
because he was unhappy, l�ke Sw�ft.

The th�rd type of great sat�re �s that �n wh�ch he sat�r�st �s enabled to r�se
super�or to h�s v�ct�m �n the only ser�ous sense wh�ch super�or�ty can bear,



�n that of p�ty�ng the s�nner and respect�ng the man even wh�le he sat�r�ses
both. Such an ach�evement can be found �n a th�ng l�ke Pope's "Att�cus" a
poem �n wh�ch the sat�r�st feels that he �s sat�r�s�ng the weaknesses wh�ch
belong spec�ally to l�terary gen�us. Consequently he takes a pleasure �n
po�nt�ng out h�s enemy's strength before he po�nts out h�s weakness. That �s,
perhaps, the h�ghest and most honourable form of sat�re. That �s not the
sat�re of Wh�stler. He �s not full of a great sorrow for the wrong done to
human nature; for h�m the wrong �s altogether done to h�mself.

He was not a great personal�ty, because he thought so much about
h�mself. And the case �s stronger even than that. He was somet�mes not
even a great art�st, because he thought so much about art. Any man w�th a
v�tal knowledge of the human psychology ought to have the most profound
susp�c�on of anybody who cla�ms to be an art�st, and talks a great deal about
art. Art �s a r�ght and human th�ng, l�ke walk�ng or say�ng one's prayers; but
the moment �t beg�ns to be talked about very solemnly, a man may be fa�rly
certa�n that the th�ng has come �nto a congest�on and a k�nd of d�ff�culty.

The art�st�c temperament �s a d�sease that affl�cts amateurs. It �s a d�sease
wh�ch ar�ses from men not hav�ng suff�c�ent power of express�on to utter
and get r�d of the element of art �n the�r be�ng. It �s healthful to every sane
man to utter the art w�th�n h�m; �t �s essent�al to every sane man to get r�d of
the art w�th�n h�m at all costs. Art�sts of a large and wholesome v�tal�ty get
r�d of the�r art eas�ly, as they breathe eas�ly, or persp�re eas�ly. But �n art�sts
of less force, the th�ng becomes a pressure, and produces a def�n�te pa�n,
wh�ch �s called the art�st�c temperament. Thus, very great art�sts are able to
be ord�nary men—men l�ke Shakespeare or Brown�ng. There are many real
traged�es of the art�st�c temperament, traged�es of van�ty or v�olence or fear.
But the great tragedy of the art�st�c temperament �s that �t cannot produce
any art.

Wh�stler could produce art; and �n so far he was a great man. But he
could not forget art; and �n so far he was only a man w�th the art�st�c
temperament. There can be no stronger man�festat�on of the man who �s a
really great art�st than the fact that he can d�sm�ss the subject of art; that he
can, upon due occas�on, w�sh art at the bottom of the sea. S�m�larly, we
should always be much more �ncl�ned to trust a sol�c�tor who d�d not talk



about conveyanc�ng over the nuts and w�ne. What we really des�re of any
man conduct�ng any bus�ness �s that the full force of an ord�nary man
should be put �nto that part�cular study. We do not des�re that the full force
of that study should be put �nto an ord�nary man. We do not �n the least
w�sh that our part�cular law-su�t should pour �ts energy �nto our barr�ster's
games w�th h�s ch�ldren, or r�des on h�s b�cycle, or med�tat�ons on the
morn�ng star. But we do, as a matter of fact, des�re that h�s games w�th h�s
ch�ldren, and h�s r�des on h�s b�cycle, and h�s med�tat�ons on the morn�ng
star should pour someth�ng of the�r energy �nto our law-su�t. We do des�re
that �f he has ga�ned any espec�al lung development from the b�cycle, or any
br�ght and pleas�ng metaphors from the morn�ng star, that the should be
placed at our d�sposal �n that part�cular forens�c controversy. In a word, we
are very glad that he �s an ord�nary man, s�nce that may help h�m to be an
except�onal lawyer.

Wh�stler never ceased to be an art�st. As Mr. Max Beerbohm po�nted out
�n one of h�s extraord�nar�ly sens�ble and s�ncere cr�t�ques, Wh�stler really
regarded Wh�stler as h�s greatest work of art. The wh�te lock, the s�ngle
eyeglass, the remarkable hat—these were much dearer to h�m than any
nocturnes or arrangements that he ever threw off. He could throw off the
nocturnes; for some myster�ous reason he could not throw off the hat. He
never threw off from h�mself that d�sproport�onate accumulat�on of
aesthet�c�sm wh�ch �s the burden of the amateur.

It need hardly be sa�d that th�s �s the real explanat�on of the th�ng wh�ch
has puzzled so many d�lettante cr�t�cs, the problem of the extreme
ord�nar�ness of the behav�our of so many great gen�uses �n h�story. The�r
behav�our was so ord�nary that �t was not recorded; hence �t was so ord�nary
that �t seemed myster�ous. Hence people say that Bacon wrote Shakespeare.
The modern art�st�c temperament cannot understand how a man who could
wr�te such lyr�cs as Shakespeare wrote, could be as keen as Shakespeare
was on bus�ness transact�ons �n a l�ttle town �n Warw�cksh�re. The
explanat�on �s s�mple enough; �t �s that Shakespeare had a real lyr�cal
�mpulse, wrote a real lyr�c, and so got r�d of the �mpulse and went about h�s
bus�ness. Be�ng an art�st d�d not prevent h�m from be�ng an ord�nary man,
any more than be�ng a sleeper at n�ght or be�ng a d�ner at d�nner prevented
h�m from be�ng an ord�nary man.



All very great teachers and leaders have had th�s hab�t of assum�ng the�r
po�nt of v�ew to be one wh�ch was human and casual, one wh�ch would
read�ly appeal to every pass�ng man. If a man �s genu�nely super�or to h�s
fellows the f�rst th�ng that he bel�eves �n �s the equal�ty of man. We can see
th�s, for �nstance, �n that strange and �nnocent rat�onal�ty w�th wh�ch Chr�st
addressed any motley crowd that happened to stand about H�m. "What man
of you hav�ng a hundred sheep, and los�ng one, would not leave the n�nety
and n�ne �n the w�lderness, and go after that wh�ch was lost?" Or, aga�n,
"What man of you �f h�s son ask for bread w�ll he g�ve h�m a stone, or �f he
ask for a f�sh w�ll he g�ve h�m a serpent?" Th�s pla�nness, th�s almost
prosa�c camarader�e, �s the note of all very great m�nds.

To very great m�nds the th�ngs on wh�ch men agree are so �mmeasurably
more �mportant than the th�ngs on wh�ch they d�ffer, that the latter, for all
pract�cal purposes, d�sappear. They have too much �n them of an anc�ent
laughter even to endure to d�scuss the d�fference between the hats of two
men who were both born of a woman, or between the subtly var�ed cultures
of two men who have both to d�e. The f�rst-rate great man �s equal w�th
other men, l�ke Shakespeare. The second-rate great man �s on h�s knees to
other men, l�ke Wh�tman. The th�rd-rate great man �s super�or to other men,
l�ke Wh�stler.

XVIII The Fallacy of the Young Nat�on

To say that a man �s an �deal�st �s merely to say that he �s a man; but,
nevertheless, �t m�ght be poss�ble to effect some val�d d�st�nct�on between
one k�nd of �deal�st and another. One poss�ble d�st�nct�on, for �nstance,
could be effected by say�ng that human�ty �s d�v�ded �nto consc�ous �deal�sts
and unconsc�ous �deal�sts. In a s�m�lar way, human�ty �s d�v�ded �nto
consc�ous r�tual�sts and unconsc�ous r�tual�sts. The cur�ous th�ng �s, �n that
example as �n others, that �t �s the consc�ous r�tual�sm wh�ch �s
comparat�vely s�mple, the unconsc�ous r�tual wh�ch �s really heavy and
compl�cated. The r�tual wh�ch �s comparat�vely rude and stra�ghtforward �s



the r�tual wh�ch people call "r�tual�st�c." It cons�sts of pla�n th�ngs l�ke bread
and w�ne and f�re, and men fall�ng on the�r faces. But the r�tual wh�ch �s
really complex, and many coloured, and elaborate, and needlessly formal, �s
the r�tual wh�ch people enact w�thout know�ng �t. It cons�sts not of pla�n
th�ngs l�ke w�ne and f�re, but of really pecul�ar, and local, and except�onal,
and �ngen�ous th�ngs—th�ngs l�ke door-mats, and door-knockers, and
electr�c bells, and s�lk hats, and wh�te t�es, and sh�ny cards, and confett�.
The truth �s that the modern man scarcely ever gets back to very old and
s�mple th�ngs except when he �s perform�ng some rel�g�ous mummery. The
modern man can hardly get away from r�tual except by enter�ng a r�tual�st�c
church. In the case of these old and myst�cal formal�t�es we can at least say
that the r�tual �s not mere r�tual; that the symbols employed are �n most
cases symbols wh�ch belong to a pr�mary human poetry. The most feroc�ous
opponent of the Chr�st�an ceremon�als must adm�t that �f Cathol�c�sm had
not �nst�tuted the bread and w�ne, somebody else would most probably have
done so. Any one w�th a poet�cal �nst�nct w�ll adm�t that to the ord�nary
human �nst�nct bread symbol�zes someth�ng wh�ch cannot very eas�ly be
symbol�zed otherw�se; that w�ne, to the ord�nary human �nst�nct, symbol�zes
someth�ng wh�ch cannot very eas�ly be symbol�zed otherw�se. But wh�te
t�es �n the even�ng are r�tual, and noth�ng else but r�tual. No one would
pretend that wh�te t�es �n the even�ng are pr�mary and poet�cal. Nobody
would ma�nta�n that the ord�nary human �nst�nct would �n any age or
country tend to symbol�ze the �dea of even�ng by a wh�te neckt�e. Rather,
the ord�nary human �nst�nct would, I �mag�ne, tend to symbol�ze even�ng by
cravats w�th some of the colours of the sunset, not wh�te neckt�es, but tawny
or cr�mson neckt�es—neckt�es of purple or ol�ve, or some darkened gold.
Mr. J. A. Kens�t, for example, �s under the �mpress�on that he �s not a
r�tual�st. But the da�ly l�fe of Mr. J. A. Kens�t, l�ke that of any ord�nary
modern man, �s, as a matter of fact, one cont�nual and compressed catalogue
of myst�cal mummery and flummery. To take one �nstance out of an
�nev�table hundred: I �mag�ne that Mr. Kens�t takes off h�s hat to a lady; and
what can be more solemn and absurd, cons�dered �n the abstract, than,
symbol�z�ng the ex�stence of the other sex by tak�ng off a port�on of your
cloth�ng and wav�ng �t �n the a�r? Th�s, I repeat, �s not a natural and
pr�m�t�ve symbol, l�ke f�re or food. A man m�ght just as well have to take
off h�s wa�stcoat to a lady; and �f a man, by the soc�al r�tual of h�s
c�v�l�zat�on, had to take off h�s wa�stcoat to a lady, every ch�valrous and



sens�ble man would take off h�s wa�stcoat to a lady. In short, Mr. Kens�t,
and those who agree w�th h�m, may th�nk, and qu�te s�ncerely th�nk, that
men g�ve too much �ncense and ceremon�al to the�r adorat�on of the other
world. But nobody th�nks that he can g�ve too much �ncense and ceremon�al
to the adorat�on of th�s world. All men, then, are r�tual�sts, but are e�ther
consc�ous or unconsc�ous r�tual�sts. The consc�ous r�tual�sts are generally
sat�sf�ed w�th a few very s�mple and elementary s�gns; the unconsc�ous
r�tual�sts are not sat�sf�ed w�th anyth�ng short of the whole of human l�fe,
be�ng almost �nsanely r�tual�st�c. The f�rst �s called a r�tual�st because he
�nvents and remembers one r�te; the other �s called an ant�-r�tual�st because
he obeys and forgets a thousand. And a somewhat s�m�lar d�st�nct�on to th�s
wh�ch I have drawn w�th some unavo�dable length, between the consc�ous
r�tual�st and the unconsc�ous r�tual�st, ex�sts between the consc�ous �deal�st
and the unconsc�ous �deal�st. It �s �dle to �nve�gh aga�nst cyn�cs and
mater�al�sts—there are no cyn�cs, there are no mater�al�sts. Every man �s
�deal�st�c; only �t so often happens that he has the wrong �deal. Every man �s
�ncurably sent�mental; but, unfortunately, �t �s so often a false sent�ment.
When we talk, for �nstance, of some unscrupulous commerc�al f�gure, and
say that he would do anyth�ng for money, we use qu�te an �naccurate
express�on, and we slander h�m very much. He would not do anyth�ng for
money. He would do some th�ngs for money; he would sell h�s soul for
money, for �nstance; and, as M�rabeau humorously sa�d, he would be qu�te
w�se "to take money for muck." He would oppress human�ty for money; but
then �t happens that human�ty and the soul are not th�ngs that he bel�eves �n;
they are not h�s �deals. But he has h�s own d�m and del�cate �deals; and he
would not v�olate these for money. He would not dr�nk out of the soup-
tureen, for money. He would not wear h�s coat-ta�ls �n front, for money. He
would not spread a report that he had soften�ng of the bra�n, for money. In
the actual pract�ce of l�fe we f�nd, �n the matter of �deals, exactly what we
have already found �n the matter of r�tual. We f�nd that wh�le there �s a
perfectly genu�ne danger of fanat�c�sm from the men who have unworldly
�deals, the permanent and urgent danger of fanat�c�sm �s from the men who
have worldly �deals.

People who say that an �deal �s a dangerous th�ng, that �t deludes and
�ntox�cates, are perfectly r�ght. But the �deal wh�ch �ntox�cates most �s the
least �deal�st�c k�nd of �deal. The �deal wh�ch �ntox�cates least �s the very



�deal �deal; that sobers us suddenly, as all he�ghts and prec�p�ces and great
d�stances do. Granted that �t �s a great ev�l to m�stake a cloud for a cape;
st�ll, the cloud, wh�ch can be most eas�ly m�staken for a cape, �s the cloud
that �s nearest the earth. S�m�larly, we may grant that �t may be dangerous to
m�stake an �deal for someth�ng pract�cal. But we shall st�ll po�nt out that, �n
th�s respect, the most dangerous �deal of all �s the �deal wh�ch looks a l�ttle
pract�cal. It �s d�ff�cult to atta�n a h�gh �deal; consequently, �t �s almost
�mposs�ble to persuade ourselves that we have atta�ned �t. But �t �s easy to
atta�n a low �deal; consequently, �t �s eas�er st�ll to persuade ourselves that
we have atta�ned �t when we have done noth�ng of the k�nd. To take a
random example. It m�ght be called a h�gh amb�t�on to w�sh to be an
archangel; the man who enterta�ned such an �deal would very poss�bly
exh�b�t ascet�c�sm, or even frenzy, but not, I th�nk, delus�on. He would not
th�nk he was an archangel, and go about flapp�ng h�s hands under the
�mpress�on that they were w�ngs. But suppose that a sane man had a low
�deal; suppose he w�shed to be a gentleman. Any one who knows the world
knows that �n n�ne weeks he would have persuaded h�mself that he was a
gentleman; and th�s be�ng man�festly not the case, the result w�ll be very
real and pract�cal d�slocat�ons and calam�t�es �n soc�al l�fe. It �s not the w�ld
�deals wh�ch wreck the pract�cal world; �t �s the tame �deals.

The matter may, perhaps, be �llustrated by a parallel from our modern
pol�t�cs. When men tell us that the old L�beral pol�t�c�ans of the type of
Gladstone cared only for �deals, of course, they are talk�ng nonsense—they
cared for a great many other th�ngs, �nclud�ng votes. And when men tell us
that modern pol�t�c�ans of the type of Mr. Chamberla�n or, �n another way,
Lord Rosebery, care only for votes or for mater�al �nterest, then aga�n they
are talk�ng nonsense—these men care for �deals l�ke all other men. But the
real d�st�nct�on wh�ch may be drawn �s th�s, that to the older pol�t�c�an the
�deal was an �deal, and noth�ng else. To the new pol�t�c�an h�s dream �s not
only a good dream, �t �s a real�ty. The old pol�t�c�an would have sa�d, "It
would be a good th�ng �f there were a Republ�can Federat�on dom�nat�ng
the world." But the modern pol�t�c�an does not say, "It would be a good
th�ng �f there were a Br�t�sh Imper�al�sm dom�nat�ng the world." He says, "It
�s a good th�ng that there �s a Br�t�sh Imper�al�sm dom�nat�ng the world;"
whereas clearly there �s noth�ng of the k�nd. The old L�beral would say
"There ought to be a good Ir�sh government �n Ireland." But the ord�nary



modern Un�on�st does not say, "There ought to be a good Engl�sh
government �n Ireland." He says, "There �s a good Engl�sh government �n
Ireland;" wh�ch �s absurd. In short, the modern pol�t�c�ans seem to th�nk that
a man becomes pract�cal merely by mak�ng assert�ons ent�rely about
pract�cal th�ngs. Apparently, a delus�on does not matter as long as �t �s a
mater�al�st�c delus�on. Inst�nct�vely most of us feel that, as a pract�cal
matter, even the contrary �s true. I certa�nly would much rather share my
apartments w�th a gentleman who thought he was God than w�th a
gentleman who thought he was a grasshopper. To be cont�nually haunted by
pract�cal �mages and pract�cal problems, to be constantly th�nk�ng of th�ngs
as actual, as urgent, as �n process of complet�on—these th�ngs do not prove
a man to be pract�cal; these th�ngs, �ndeed, are among the most ord�nary
s�gns of a lunat�c. That our modern statesmen are mater�al�st�c �s noth�ng
aga�nst the�r be�ng also morb�d. See�ng angels �n a v�s�on may make a man
a supernatural�st to excess. But merely see�ng snakes �n del�r�um tremens
does not make h�m a natural�st.

And when we come actually to exam�ne the ma�n stock not�ons of our
modern pract�cal pol�t�c�ans, we f�nd that those ma�n stock not�ons are
ma�nly delus�ons. A great many �nstances m�ght be g�ven of the fact. We
m�ght take, for example, the case of that strange class of not�ons wh�ch
underl�e the word "un�on," and all the eulog�es heaped upon �t. Of course,
un�on �s no more a good th�ng �n �tself than separat�on �s a good th�ng �n
�tself. To have a party �n favour of un�on and a party �n favour of separat�on
�s as absurd as to have a party �n favour of go�ng upsta�rs and a party �n
favour of go�ng downsta�rs. The quest�on �s not whether we go up or down
sta�rs, but where we are go�ng to, and what we are go�ng, for? Un�on �s
strength; un�on �s also weakness. It �s a good th�ng to harness two horses to
a cart; but �t �s not a good th�ng to try and turn two hansom cabs �nto one
four-wheeler. Turn�ng ten nat�ons �nto one emp�re may happen to be as
feas�ble as turn�ng ten sh�ll�ngs �nto one half-sovere�gn. Also �t may happen
to be as preposterous as turn�ng ten terr�ers �nto one mast�ff. The quest�on �n
all cases �s not a quest�on of un�on or absence of un�on, but of �dent�ty or
absence of �dent�ty. Ow�ng to certa�n h�stor�cal and moral causes, two
nat�ons may be so un�ted as upon the whole to help each other. Thus
England and Scotland pass the�r t�me �n pay�ng each other compl�ments; but
the�r energ�es and atmospheres run d�st�nct and parallel, and consequently



do not clash. Scotland cont�nues to be educated and Calv�n�st�c; England
cont�nues to be uneducated and happy. But ow�ng to certa�n other Moral
and certa�n other pol�t�cal causes, two nat�ons may be so un�ted as only to
hamper each other; the�r l�nes do clash and do not run parallel. Thus, for
�nstance, England and Ireland are so un�ted that the Ir�sh can somet�mes rule
England, but can never rule Ireland. The educat�onal systems, �nclud�ng the
last Educat�on Act, are here, as �n the case of Scotland, a very good test of
the matter. The overwhelm�ng major�ty of Ir�shmen bel�eve �n a str�ct
Cathol�c�sm; the overwhelm�ng major�ty of Engl�shmen bel�eve �n a vague
Protestant�sm. The Ir�sh party �n the Parl�ament of Un�on �s just large
enough to prevent the Engl�sh educat�on be�ng �ndef�n�tely Protestant, and
just small enough to prevent the Ir�sh educat�on be�ng def�n�tely Cathol�c.
Here we have a state of th�ngs wh�ch no man �n h�s senses would ever
dream of w�sh�ng to cont�nue �f he had not been bew�tched by the
sent�mental�sm of the mere word "un�on."

Th�s example of un�on, however, �s not the example wh�ch I propose to
take of the �ngra�ned fut�l�ty and decept�on underly�ng all the assumpt�ons
of the modern pract�cal pol�t�c�an. I w�sh to speak espec�ally of another and
much more general delus�on. It pervades the m�nds and speeches of all the
pract�cal men of all part�es; and �t �s a ch�ld�sh blunder bu�lt upon a s�ngle
false metaphor. I refer to the un�versal modern talk about young nat�ons and
new nat�ons; about Amer�ca be�ng young, about New Zealand be�ng new.
The whole th�ng �s a tr�ck of words. Amer�ca �s not young, New Zealand �s
not new. It �s a very d�scussable quest�on whether they are not both much
older than England or Ireland.

Of course we may use the metaphor of youth about Amer�ca or the
colon�es, �f we use �t str�ctly as �mply�ng only a recent or�g�n. But �f we use
�t (as we do use �t) as �mply�ng v�gour, or v�vac�ty, or crud�ty, or
�nexper�ence, or hope, or a long l�fe before them or any of the romant�c
attr�butes of youth, then �t �s surely as clear as dayl�ght that we are duped by
a stale f�gure of speech. We can eas�ly see the matter clearly by apply�ng �t
to any other �nst�tut�on parallel to the �nst�tut�on of an �ndependent
nat�onal�ty. If a club called "The M�lk and Soda League" (let us say) was set
up yesterday, as I have no doubt �t was, then, of course, "The M�lk and Soda
League" �s a young club �n the sense that �t was set up yesterday, but �n no



other sense. It may cons�st ent�rely of mor�bund old gentlemen. It may be
mor�bund �tself. We may call �t a young club, �n the l�ght of the fact that �t
was founded yesterday. We may also call �t a very old club �n the l�ght of
the fact that �t w�ll most probably go bankrupt to-morrow. All th�s appears
very obv�ous when we put �t �n th�s form. Any one who adopted the young-
commun�ty delus�on w�th regard to a bank or a butcher's shop would be sent
to an asylum. But the whole modern pol�t�cal not�on that Amer�ca and the
colon�es must be very v�gorous because they are very new, rests upon no
better foundat�on. That Amer�ca was founded long after England does not
make �t even �n the fa�ntest degree more probable that Amer�ca w�ll not
per�sh a long t�me before England. That England ex�sted before her colon�es
does not make �t any the less l�kely that she w�ll ex�st after her colon�es.
And when we look at the actual h�story of the world, we f�nd that great
European nat�ons almost �nvar�ably have surv�ved the v�tal�ty of the�r
colon�es. When we look at the actual h�story of the world, we f�nd, that �f
there �s a th�ng that �s born old and d�es young, �t �s a colony. The Greek
colon�es went to p�eces long before the Greek c�v�l�zat�on. The Span�sh
colon�es have gone to p�eces long before the nat�on of Spa�n—nor does
there seem to be any reason to doubt the poss�b�l�ty or even the probab�l�ty
of the conclus�on that the colon�al c�v�l�zat�on, wh�ch owes �ts or�g�n to
England, w�ll be much br�efer and much less v�gorous than the c�v�l�zat�on
of England �tself. The Engl�sh nat�on w�ll st�ll be go�ng the way of all
European nat�ons when the Anglo-Saxon race has gone the way of all fads.
Now, of course, the �nterest�ng quest�on �s, have we, �n the case of Amer�ca
and the colon�es, any real ev�dence of a moral and �ntellectual youth as
opposed to the �nd�sputable tr�v�al�ty of a merely chronolog�cal youth?
Consc�ously or unconsc�ously, we know that we have no such ev�dence, and
consc�ously or unconsc�ously, therefore, we proceed to make �t up. Of th�s
pure and plac�d �nvent�on, a good example, for �nstance, can be found �n a
recent poem of Mr. Rudyard K�pl�ng's. Speak�ng of the Engl�sh people and
the South Afr�can War Mr. K�pl�ng says that "we fawned on the younger
nat�ons for the men that could shoot and r�de." Some people cons�dered th�s
sentence �nsult�ng. All that I am concerned w�th at present �s the ev�dent
fact that �t �s not true. The colon�es prov�ded very useful volunteer troops,
but they d�d not prov�de the best troops, nor ach�eve the most successful
explo�ts. The best work �n the war on the Engl�sh s�de was done, as m�ght
have been expected, by the best Engl�sh reg�ments. The men who could



shoot and r�de were not the enthus�ast�c corn merchants from Melbourne,
any more than they were the enthus�ast�c clerks from Cheaps�de. The men
who could shoot and r�de were the men who had been taught to shoot and
r�de �n the d�sc�pl�ne of the stand�ng army of a great European power. Of
course, the colon�als are as brave and athlet�c as any other average wh�te
men. Of course, they acqu�tted themselves w�th reasonable cred�t. All I
have here to �nd�cate �s that, for the purposes of th�s theory of the new
nat�on, �t �s necessary to ma�nta�n that the colon�al forces were more useful
or more hero�c than the gunners at Colenso or the F�ght�ng F�fth. And of
th�s content�on there �s not, and never has been, one st�ck or straw of
ev�dence.



A s�m�lar attempt �s made, and w�th even less success, to represent the
l�terature of the colon�es as someth�ng fresh and v�gorous and �mportant.
The �mper�al�st magaz�nes are constantly spr�ng�ng upon us some gen�us
from Queensland or Canada, through whom we are expected to smell the
odours of the bush or the pra�r�e. As a matter of fact, any one who �s even
sl�ghtly �nterested �n l�terature as such (and I, for one, confess that I am only
sl�ghtly �nterested �n l�terature as such), w�ll freely adm�t that the stor�es of
these gen�uses smell of noth�ng but pr�nter's �nk, and that not of f�rst-rate
qual�ty. By a great effort of Imper�al �mag�nat�on the generous Engl�sh
people reads �nto these works a force and a novelty. But the force and the
novelty are not �n the new wr�ters; the force and the novelty are �n the
anc�ent heart of the Engl�sh. Anybody who stud�es them �mpart�ally w�ll
know that the f�rst-rate wr�ters of the colon�es are not even part�cularly
novel �n the�r note and atmosphere, are not only not produc�ng a new k�nd
of good l�terature, but are not even �n any part�cular sense produc�ng a new
k�nd of bad l�terature. The f�rst-rate wr�ters of the new countr�es are really
almost exactly l�ke the second-rate wr�ters of the old countr�es. Of course
they do feel the mystery of the w�lderness, the mystery of the bush, for all
s�mple and honest men feel th�s �n Melbourne, or Margate, or South St.
Pancras. But when they wr�te most s�ncerely and most successfully, �t �s not
w�th a background of the mystery of the bush, but w�th a background,
expressed or assumed, of our own romant�c cockney c�v�l�zat�on. What
really moves the�r souls w�th a k�ndly terror �s not the mystery of the
w�lderness, but the Mystery of a Hansom Cab.

Of course there are some except�ons to th�s general�zat�on. The one
really arrest�ng except�on �s Ol�ve Schre�ner, and she �s qu�te as certa�nly an
except�on that proves the rule. Ol�ve Schre�ner �s a f�erce, br�ll�ant, and
real�st�c novel�st; but she �s all th�s prec�sely because she �s not Engl�sh at
all. Her tr�bal k�nsh�p �s w�th the country of Ten�ers and Maarten Maartens
—that �s, w�th a country of real�sts. Her l�terary k�nsh�p �s w�th the
pess�m�st�c f�ct�on of the cont�nent; w�th the novel�sts whose very p�ty �s
cruel. Ol�ve Schre�ner �s the one Engl�sh colon�al who �s not convent�onal,
for the s�mple reason that South Afr�ca �s the one Engl�sh colony wh�ch �s
not Engl�sh, and probably never w�ll be. And, of course, there are �nd�v�dual
except�ons �n a m�nor way. I remember �n part�cular some Austral�an tales



by Mr. McIlwa�n wh�ch were really able and effect�ve, and wh�ch, for that
reason, I suppose, are not presented to the publ�c w�th blasts of a trumpet.
But my general content�on �f put before any one w�th a love of letters, w�ll
not be d�sputed �f �t �s understood. It �s not the truth that the colon�al
c�v�l�zat�on as a whole �s g�v�ng us, or shows any s�gns of g�v�ng us, a
l�terature wh�ch w�ll startle and renovate our own. It may be a very good
th�ng for us to have an affect�onate �llus�on �n the matter; that �s qu�te
another affa�r. The colon�es may have g�ven England a new emot�on; I only
say that they have not g�ven the world a new book.

Touch�ng these Engl�sh colon�es, I do not w�sh to be m�sunderstood. I do
not say of them or of Amer�ca that they have not a future, or that they w�ll
not be great nat�ons. I merely deny the whole establ�shed modern
express�on about them. I deny that they are "dest�ned" to a future. I deny
that they are "dest�ned" to be great nat�ons. I deny (of course) that any
human th�ng �s dest�ned to be anyth�ng. All the absurd phys�cal metaphors,
such as youth and age, l�v�ng and dy�ng, are, when appl�ed to nat�ons, but
pseudo-sc�ent�f�c attempts to conceal from men the awful l�berty of the�r
lonely souls.

In the case of Amer�ca, �ndeed, a warn�ng to th�s effect �s �nstant and
essent�al. Amer�ca, of course, l�ke every other human th�ng, can �n sp�r�tual
sense l�ve or d�e as much as �t chooses. But at the present moment the
matter wh�ch Amer�ca has very ser�ously to cons�der �s not how near �t �s to
�ts b�rth and beg�nn�ng, but how near �t may be to �ts end. It �s only a verbal
quest�on whether the Amer�can c�v�l�zat�on �s young; �t may become a very
pract�cal and urgent quest�on whether �t �s dy�ng. When once we have cast
as�de, as we �nev�tably have after a moment's thought, the fanc�ful phys�cal
metaphor �nvolved �n the word "youth," what ser�ous ev�dence have we that
Amer�ca �s a fresh force and not a stale one? It has a great many people, l�ke
Ch�na; �t has a great deal of money, l�ke defeated Carthage or dy�ng Ven�ce.
It �s full of bustle and exc�tab�l�ty, l�ke Athens after �ts ru�n, and all the
Greek c�t�es �n the�r decl�ne. It �s fond of new th�ngs; but the old are always
fond of new th�ngs. Young men read chron�cles, but old men read
newspapers. It adm�res strength and good looks; �t adm�res a b�g and
barbar�c beauty �n �ts women, for �nstance; but so d�d Rome when the Goth
was at the gates. All these are th�ngs qu�te compat�ble w�th fundamental



ted�um and decay. There are three ma�n shapes or symbols �n wh�ch a
nat�on can show �tself essent�ally glad and great—by the hero�c �n
government, by the hero�c �n arms, and by the hero�c �n art. Beyond
government, wh�ch �s, as �t were, the very shape and body of a nat�on, the
most s�gn�f�cant th�ng about any c�t�zen �s h�s art�st�c att�tude towards a
hol�day and h�s moral att�tude towards a f�ght—that �s, h�s way of accept�ng
l�fe and h�s way of accept�ng death.

Subjected to these eternal tests, Amer�ca does not appear by any means
as part�cularly fresh or untouched. She appears w�th all the weakness and
wear�ness of modern England or of any other Western power. In her pol�t�cs
she has broken up exactly as England has broken up, �nto a bew�lder�ng
opportun�sm and �ns�ncer�ty. In the matter of war and the nat�onal att�tude
towards war, her resemblance to England �s even more man�fest and
melancholy. It may be sa�d w�th rough accuracy that there are three stages
�n the l�fe of a strong people. F�rst, �t �s a small power, and f�ghts small
powers. Then �t �s a great power, and f�ghts great powers. Then �t �s a great
power, and f�ghts small powers, but pretends that they are great powers, �n
order to rek�ndle the ashes of �ts anc�ent emot�on and van�ty. After that, the
next step �s to become a small power �tself. England exh�b�ted th�s symptom
of decadence very badly �n the war w�th the Transvaal; but Amer�ca
exh�b�ted �t worse �n the war w�th Spa�n. There was exh�b�ted more sharply
and absurdly than anywhere else the �ron�c contrast between the very
careless cho�ce of a strong l�ne and the very careful cho�ce of a weak
enemy. Amer�ca added to all her other late Roman or Byzant�ne elements
the element of the Caracallan tr�umph, the tr�umph over nobody.

But when we come to the last test of nat�onal�ty, the test of art and
letters, the case �s almost terr�ble. The Engl�sh colon�es have produced no
great art�sts; and that fact may prove that they are st�ll full of s�lent
poss�b�l�t�es and reserve force. But Amer�ca has produced great art�sts. And
that fact most certa�nly proves that she �s full of a f�ne fut�l�ty and the end of
all th�ngs. Whatever the Amer�can men of gen�us are, they are not young
gods mak�ng a young world. Is the art of Wh�stler a brave, barbar�c art,
happy and headlong? Does Mr. Henry James �nfect us w�th the sp�r�t of a
schoolboy? No; the colon�es have not spoken, and they are safe. The�r



s�lence may be the s�lence of the unborn. But out of Amer�ca has come a
sweet and startl�ng cry, as unm�stakable as the cry of a dy�ng man.

XIX Slum Novel�sts and the Slums

Odd �deas are enterta�ned �n our t�me about the real nature of the
doctr�ne of human fratern�ty. The real doctr�ne �s someth�ng wh�ch we do
not, w�th all our modern human�tar�an�sm, very clearly understand, much
less very closely pract�se. There �s noth�ng, for �nstance, part�cularly
undemocrat�c about k�ck�ng your butler downsta�rs. It may be wrong, but �t
�s not unfraternal. In a certa�n sense, the blow or k�ck may be cons�dered as
a confess�on of equal�ty: you are meet�ng your butler body to body; you are
almost accord�ng h�m the pr�v�lege of the duel. There �s noth�ng,
undemocrat�c, though there may be someth�ng unreasonable, �n expect�ng a
great deal from the butler, and be�ng f�lled w�th a k�nd of frenzy of surpr�se
when he falls short of the d�v�ne stature. The th�ng wh�ch �s really
undemocrat�c and unfraternal �s not to expect the butler to be more or less
d�v�ne. The th�ng wh�ch �s really undemocrat�c and unfraternal �s to say, as
so many modern human�tar�ans say, "Of course one must make allowances
for those on a lower plane." All th�ngs cons�dered �ndeed, �t may be sa�d,
w�thout undue exaggerat�on, that the really undemocrat�c and unfraternal
th�ng �s the common pract�ce of not k�ck�ng the butler downsta�rs.

It �s only because such a vast sect�on of the modern world �s out of
sympathy w�th the ser�ous democrat�c sent�ment that th�s statement w�ll
seem to many to be lack�ng �n ser�ousness. Democracy �s not ph�lanthropy;
�t �s not even altru�sm or soc�al reform. Democracy �s not founded on p�ty
for the common man; democracy �s founded on reverence for the common
man, or, �f you w�ll, even on fear of h�m. It does not champ�on man because
man �s so m�serable, but because man �s so subl�me. It does not object so
much to the ord�nary man be�ng a slave as to h�s not be�ng a k�ng, for �ts
dream �s always the dream of the f�rst Roman republ�c, a nat�on of k�ngs.



Next to a genu�ne republ�c, the most democrat�c th�ng �n the world �s a
hered�tary despot�sm. I mean a despot�sm �n wh�ch there �s absolutely no
trace whatever of any nonsense about �ntellect or spec�al f�tness for the post.
Rat�onal despot�sm—that �s, select�ve despot�sm—�s always a curse to
mank�nd, because w�th that you have the ord�nary man m�sunderstood and
m�sgoverned by some pr�g who has no brotherly respect for h�m at all. But
�rrat�onal despot�sm �s always democrat�c, because �t �s the ord�nary man
enthroned. The worst form of slavery �s that wh�ch �s called Caesar�sm, or
the cho�ce of some bold or br�ll�ant man as despot because he �s su�table.
For that means that men choose a representat�ve, not because he represents
them, but because he does not. Men trust an ord�nary man l�ke George III or
W�ll�am IV. because they are themselves ord�nary men and understand h�m.
Men trust an ord�nary man because they trust themselves. But men trust a
great man because they do not trust themselves. And hence the worsh�p of
great men always appears �n t�mes of weakness and coward�ce; we never
hear of great men unt�l the t�me when all other men are small.

Hered�tary despot�sm �s, then, �n essence and sent�ment democrat�c
because �t chooses from mank�nd at random. If �t does not declare that
every man may rule, �t declares the next most democrat�c th�ng; �t declares
that any man may rule. Hered�tary ar�stocracy �s a far worse and more
dangerous th�ng, because the numbers and mult�pl�c�ty of an ar�stocracy
make �t somet�mes poss�ble for �t to f�gure as an ar�stocracy of �ntellect.
Some of �ts members w�ll presumably have bra�ns, and thus they, at any
rate, w�ll be an �ntellectual ar�stocracy w�th�n the soc�al one. They w�ll rule
the ar�stocracy by v�rtue of the�r �ntellect, and they w�ll rule the country by
v�rtue of the�r ar�stocracy. Thus a double fals�ty w�ll be set up, and m�ll�ons
of the �mages of God, who, fortunately for the�r w�ves and fam�l�es, are
ne�ther gentlemen nor clever men, w�ll be represented by a man l�ke Mr.
Balfour or Mr. Wyndham, because he �s too gentlemanly to be called
merely clever, and just too clever to be called merely a gentleman. But even
an hered�tary ar�stocracy may exh�b�t, by a sort of acc�dent, from t�me to
t�me some of the bas�cally democrat�c qual�ty wh�ch belongs to a hered�tary
despot�sm. It �s amus�ng to th�nk how much conservat�ve �ngenu�ty has
been wasted �n the defence of the House of Lords by men who were
desperately endeavour�ng to prove that the House of Lords cons�sted of
clever men. There �s one really good defence of the House of Lords, though



adm�rers of the peerage are strangely coy about us�ng �t; and that �s, that the
House of Lords, �n �ts full and proper strength, cons�sts of stup�d men. It
really would be a plaus�ble defence of that otherw�se �ndefens�ble body to
po�nt out that the clever men �n the Commons, who owed the�r power to
cleverness, ought �n the last resort to be checked by the average man �n the
Lords, who owed the�r power to acc�dent. Of course, there would be many
answers to such a content�on, as, for �nstance, that the House of Lords �s
largely no longer a House of Lords, but a House of tradesmen and
f�nanc�ers, or that the bulk of the commonplace nob�l�ty do not vote, and so
leave the chamber to the pr�gs and the spec�al�sts and the mad old
gentlemen w�th hobb�es. But on some occas�ons the House of Lords, even
under all these d�sadvantages, �s �n some sense representat�ve. When all the
peers flocked together to vote aga�nst Mr. Gladstone's second Home Rule
B�ll, for �nstance, those who sa�d that the peers represented the Engl�sh
people, were perfectly r�ght. All those dear old men who happened to be
born peers were at that moment, and upon that quest�on, the prec�se
counterpart of all the dear old men who happened to be born paupers or
m�ddle-class gentlemen. That mob of peers d�d really represent the Engl�sh
people—that �s to say, �t was honest, �gnorant, vaguely exc�ted, almost
unan�mous, and obv�ously wrong. Of course, rat�onal democracy �s better as
an express�on of the publ�c w�ll than the haphazard hered�tary method.
Wh�le we are about hav�ng any k�nd of democracy, let �t be rat�onal
democracy. But �f we are to have any k�nd of ol�garchy, let �t be �rrat�onal
ol�garchy. Then at least we shall be ruled by men.

But the th�ng wh�ch �s really requ�red for the proper work�ng of
democracy �s not merely the democrat�c system, or even the democrat�c
ph�losophy, but the democrat�c emot�on. The democrat�c emot�on, l�ke most
elementary and �nd�spensable th�ngs, �s a th�ng d�ff�cult to descr�be at any
t�me. But �t �s pecul�arly d�ff�cult to descr�be �t �n our enl�ghtened age, for
the s�mple reason that �t �s pecul�arly d�ff�cult to f�nd �t. It �s a certa�n
�nst�nct�ve att�tude wh�ch feels the th�ngs �n wh�ch all men agree to be
unspeakably �mportant, and all the th�ngs �n wh�ch they d�ffer (such as mere
bra�ns) to be almost unspeakably un�mportant. The nearest approach to �t �n
our ord�nary l�fe would be the prompt�tude w�th wh�ch we should cons�der
mere human�ty �n any c�rcumstance of shock or death. We should say, after
a somewhat d�sturb�ng d�scovery, "There �s a dead man under the sofa." We



should not be l�kely to say, "There �s a dead man of cons�derable personal
ref�nement under the sofa." We should say, "A woman has fallen �nto the
water." We should not say, "A h�ghly educated woman has fallen �nto the
water." Nobody would say, "There are the rema�ns of a clear th�nker �n your
back garden." Nobody would say, "Unless you hurry up and stop h�m, a
man w�th a very f�ne ear for mus�c w�ll have jumped off that cl�ff." But th�s
emot�on, wh�ch all of us have �n connect�on w�th such th�ngs as b�rth and
death, �s to some people nat�ve and constant at all ord�nary t�mes and �n all
ord�nary places. It was nat�ve to St. Franc�s of Ass�s�. It was nat�ve to Walt
Wh�tman. In th�s strange and splend�d degree �t cannot be expected,
perhaps, to pervade a whole commonwealth or a whole c�v�l�zat�on; but one
commonwealth may have �t much more than another commonwealth, one
c�v�l�zat�on much more than another c�v�l�zat�on. No commun�ty, perhaps,
ever had �t so much as the early Franc�scans. No commun�ty, perhaps, ever
had �t so l�ttle as ours.

Everyth�ng �n our age has, when carefully exam�ned, th�s fundamentally
undemocrat�c qual�ty. In rel�g�on and morals we should adm�t, �n the
abstract, that the s�ns of the educated classes were as great as, or perhaps
greater than, the s�ns of the poor and �gnorant. But �n pract�ce the great
d�fference between the med�aeval eth�cs and ours �s that ours concentrate
attent�on on the s�ns wh�ch are the s�ns of the �gnorant, and pract�cally deny
that the s�ns wh�ch are the s�ns of the educated are s�ns at all. We are always
talk�ng about the s�n of �ntemperate dr�nk�ng, because �t �s qu�te obv�ous
that the poor have �t more than the r�ch. But we are always deny�ng that
there �s any such th�ng as the s�n of pr�de, because �t would be qu�te obv�ous
that the r�ch have �t more than the poor. We are always ready to make a
sa�nt or prophet of the educated man who goes �nto cottages to g�ve a l�ttle
k�ndly adv�ce to the uneducated. But the med�eval �dea of a sa�nt or prophet
was someth�ng qu�te d�fferent. The med�aeval sa�nt or prophet was an
uneducated man who walked �nto grand houses to g�ve a l�ttle k�ndly adv�ce
to the educated. The old tyrants had enough �nsolence to despo�l the poor,
but they had not enough �nsolence to preach to them. It was the gentleman
who oppressed the slums; but �t was the slums that admon�shed the
gentleman. And just as we are undemocrat�c �n fa�th and morals, so we are,
by the very nature of our att�tude �n such matters, undemocrat�c �n the tone
of our pract�cal pol�t�cs. It �s a suff�c�ent proof that we are not an essent�ally



democrat�c state that we are always wonder�ng what we shall do w�th the
poor. If we were democrats, we should be wonder�ng what the poor w�ll do
w�th us. W�th us the govern�ng class �s always say�ng to �tself, "What laws
shall we make?" In a purely democrat�c state �t would be always say�ng,
"What laws can we obey?" A purely democrat�c state perhaps there has
never been. But even the feudal ages were �n pract�ce thus far democrat�c,
that every feudal potentate knew that any laws wh�ch he made would �n all
probab�l�ty return upon h�mself. H�s feathers m�ght be cut off for break�ng a
sumptuary law. H�s head m�ght be cut off for h�gh treason. But the modern
laws are almost always laws made to affect the governed class, but not the
govern�ng. We have publ�c-house l�cens�ng laws, but not sumptuary laws.
That �s to say, we have laws aga�nst the fest�v�ty and hosp�tal�ty of the poor,
but no laws aga�nst the fest�v�ty and hosp�tal�ty of the r�ch. We have laws
aga�nst blasphemy—that �s, aga�nst a k�nd of coarse and offens�ve speak�ng
�n wh�ch nobody but a rough and obscure man would be l�kely to �ndulge.
But we have no laws aga�nst heresy—that �s, aga�nst the �ntellectual
po�son�ng of the whole people, �n wh�ch only a prosperous and prom�nent
man would be l�kely to be successful. The ev�l of ar�stocracy �s not that �t
necessar�ly leads to the �nfl�ct�on of bad th�ngs or the suffer�ng of sad ones;
the ev�l of ar�stocracy �s that �t places everyth�ng �n the hands of a class of
people who can always �nfl�ct what they can never suffer. Whether what
they �nfl�ct �s, �n the�r �ntent�on, good or bad, they become equally
fr�volous. The case aga�nst the govern�ng class of modern England �s not �n
the least that �t �s self�sh; �f you l�ke, you may call the Engl�sh ol�garchs too
fantast�cally unself�sh. The case aga�nst them s�mply �s that when they
leg�slate for all men, they always om�t themselves.

We are undemocrat�c, then, �n our rel�g�on, as �s proved by our efforts to
"ra�se" the poor. We are undemocrat�c �n our government, as �s proved by
our �nnocent attempt to govern them well. But above all we are
undemocrat�c �n our l�terature, as �s proved by the torrent of novels about
the poor and ser�ous stud�es of the poor wh�ch pour from our publ�shers
every month. And the more "modern" the book �s the more certa�n �t �s to be
devo�d of democrat�c sent�ment.

A poor man �s a man who has not got much money. Th�s may seem a
s�mple and unnecessary descr�pt�on, but �n the face of a great mass of



modern fact and f�ct�on, �t seems very necessary �ndeed; most of our real�sts
and soc�olog�sts talk about a poor man as �f he were an octopus or an
all�gator. There �s no more need to study the psychology of poverty than to
study the psychology of bad temper, or the psychology of van�ty, or the
psychology of an�mal sp�r�ts. A man ought to know someth�ng of the
emot�ons of an �nsulted man, not by be�ng �nsulted, but s�mply by be�ng a
man. And he ought to know someth�ng of the emot�ons of a poor man, not
by be�ng poor, but s�mply by be�ng a man. Therefore, �n any wr�ter who �s
descr�b�ng poverty, my f�rst object�on to h�m w�ll be that he has stud�ed h�s
subject. A democrat would have �mag�ned �t.

A great many hard th�ngs have been sa�d about rel�g�ous slumm�ng and
pol�t�cal or soc�al slumm�ng, but surely the most desp�cable of all �s art�st�c
slumm�ng. The rel�g�ous teacher �s at least supposed to be �nterested �n the
costermonger because he �s a man; the pol�t�c�an �s �n some d�m and
perverted sense �nterested �n the costermonger because he �s a c�t�zen; �t �s
only the wretched wr�ter who �s �nterested �n the costermonger merely
because he �s a costermonger. Nevertheless, so long as he �s merely seek�ng
�mpress�ons, or �n other words copy, h�s trade, though dull, �s honest. But
when he endeavours to represent that he �s descr�b�ng the sp�r�tual core of a
costermonger, h�s d�m v�ces and h�s del�cate v�rtues, then we must object
that h�s cla�m �s preposterous; we must rem�nd h�m that he �s a journal�st
and noth�ng else. He has far less psycholog�cal author�ty even than the
fool�sh m�ss�onary. For he �s �n the l�teral and der�vat�ve sense a journal�st,
wh�le the m�ss�onary �s an eternal�st. The m�ss�onary at least pretends to
have a vers�on of the man's lot for all t�me; the journal�st only pretends to
have a vers�on of �t from day to day. The m�ss�onary comes to tell the poor
man that he �s �n the same cond�t�on w�th all men. The journal�st comes to
tell other people how d�fferent the poor man �s from everybody else.

If the modern novels about the slums, such as novels of Mr. Arthur
Morr�son, or the exceed�ngly able novels of Mr. Somerset Maugham, are
�ntended to be sensat�onal, I can only say that that �s a noble and reasonable
object, and that they atta�n �t. A sensat�on, a shock to the �mag�nat�on, l�ke
the contact w�th cold water, �s always a good and exh�larat�ng th�ng; and,
undoubtedly, men w�ll always seek th�s sensat�on (among other forms) �n
the form of the study of the strange ant�cs of remote or al�en peoples. In the



twelfth century men obta�ned th�s sensat�on by read�ng about dog-headed
men �n Afr�ca. In the twent�eth century they obta�ned �t by read�ng about
p�g-headed Boers �n Afr�ca. The men of the twent�eth century were
certa�nly, �t must be adm�tted, somewhat the more credulous of the two. For
�t �s not recorded of the men �n the twelfth century that they organ�zed a
sangu�nary crusade solely for the purpose of alter�ng the s�ngular format�on
of the heads of the Afr�cans. But �t may be, and �t may even leg�t�mately be,
that s�nce all these monsters have faded from the popular mythology, �t �s
necessary to have �n our f�ct�on the �mage of the horr�ble and ha�ry East-
ender, merely to keep al�ve �n us a fearful and ch�ldl�ke wonder at external
pecul�ar�t�es. But the M�ddle Ages (w�th a great deal more common sense
than �t would now be fash�onable to adm�t) regarded natural h�story at
bottom rather as a k�nd of joke; they regarded the soul as very �mportant.
Hence, wh�le they had a natural h�story of dog-headed men, they d�d not
profess to have a psychology of dog-headed men. They d�d not profess to
m�rror the m�nd of a dog-headed man, to share h�s tenderest secrets, or
mount w�th h�s most celest�al mus�ngs. They d�d not wr�te novels about the
sem�-can�ne creature, attr�but�ng to h�m all the oldest morb�d�t�es and all the
newest fads. It �s perm�ss�ble to present men as monsters �f we w�sh to make
the reader jump; and to make anybody jump �s always a Chr�st�an act. But �t
�s not perm�ss�ble to present men as regard�ng themselves as monsters, or as
mak�ng themselves jump. To summar�ze, our slum f�ct�on �s qu�te
defens�ble as aesthet�c f�ct�on; �t �s not defens�ble as sp�r�tual fact.

One enormous obstacle stands �n the way of �ts actual�ty. The men who
wr�te �t, and the men who read �t, are men of the m�ddle classes or the upper
classes; at least, of those who are loosely termed the educated classes.
Hence, the fact that �t �s the l�fe as the ref�ned man sees �t proves that �t
cannot be the l�fe as the unref�ned man l�ves �t. R�ch men wr�te stor�es about
poor men, and descr�be them as speak�ng w�th a coarse, or heavy, or husky
enunc�at�on. But �f poor men wrote novels about you or me they would
descr�be us as speak�ng w�th some absurd shr�ll and affected vo�ce, such as
we only hear from a duchess �n a three-act farce. The slum novel�st ga�ns
h�s whole effect by the fact that some deta�l �s strange to the reader; but that
deta�l by the nature of the case cannot be strange �n �tself. It cannot be
strange to the soul wh�ch he �s profess�ng to study. The slum novel�st ga�ns
h�s effects by descr�b�ng the same grey m�st as drap�ng the d�ngy factory



and the d�ngy tavern. But to the man he �s supposed to be study�ng there
must be exactly the same d�fference between the factory and the tavern that
there �s to a m�ddle-class man between a late n�ght at the off�ce and a supper
at Pagan�'s. The slum novel�st �s content w�th po�nt�ng out that to the eye of
h�s part�cular class a p�ckaxe looks d�rty and a pewter pot looks d�rty. But
the man he �s supposed to be study�ng sees the d�fference between them
exactly as a clerk sees the d�fference between a ledger and an ed�t�on de
luxe. The ch�aroscuro of the l�fe �s �nev�tably lost; for to us the h�gh l�ghts
and the shadows are a l�ght grey. But the h�gh l�ghts and the shadows are
not a l�ght grey �n that l�fe any more than �n any other. The k�nd of man who
could really express the pleasures of the poor would be also the k�nd of man
who could share them. In short, these books are not a record of the
psychology of poverty. They are a record of the psychology of wealth and
culture when brought �n contact w�th poverty. They are not a descr�pt�on of
the state of the slums. They are only a very dark and dreadful descr�pt�on of
the state of the slummers. One m�ght g�ve �nnumerable examples of the
essent�ally unsympathet�c and unpopular qual�ty of these real�st�c wr�ters.
But perhaps the s�mplest and most obv�ous example w�th wh�ch we could
conclude �s the mere fact that these wr�ters are real�st�c. The poor have
many other v�ces, but, at least, they are never real�st�c. The poor are
melodramat�c and romant�c �n gra�n; the poor all bel�eve �n h�gh moral
plat�tudes and copy-book max�ms; probably th�s �s the ult�mate mean�ng of
the great say�ng, "Blessed are the poor." Blessed are the poor, for they are
always mak�ng l�fe, or try�ng to make l�fe l�ke an Adelph� play. Some
�nnocent educat�onal�sts and ph�lanthrop�sts (for even ph�lanthrop�sts can be
�nnocent) have expressed a grave aston�shment that the masses prefer
sh�ll�ng shockers to sc�ent�f�c treat�ses and melodramas to problem plays.
The reason �s very s�mple. The real�st�c story �s certa�nly more art�st�c than
the melodramat�c story. If what you des�re �s deft handl�ng, del�cate
proport�ons, a un�t of art�st�c atmosphere, the real�st�c story has a full
advantage over the melodrama. In everyth�ng that �s l�ght and br�ght and
ornamental the real�st�c story has a full advantage over the melodrama. But,
at least, the melodrama has one �nd�sputable advantage over the real�st�c
story. The melodrama �s much more l�ke l�fe. It �s much more l�ke man, and
espec�ally the poor man. It �s very banal and very �nart�st�c when a poor
woman at the Adelph� says, "Do you th�nk I w�ll sell my own ch�ld?" But
poor women �n the Battersea H�gh Road do say, "Do you th�nk I w�ll sell



my own ch�ld?" They say �t on every ava�lable occas�on; you can hear a sort
of murmur or babble of �t all the way down the street. It �s very stale and
weak dramat�c art (�f that �s all) when the workman confronts h�s master
and says, "I'm a man." But a workman does say "I'm a man" two or three
t�mes every day. In fact, �t �s ted�ous, poss�bly, to hear poor men be�ng
melodramat�c beh�nd the footl�ghts; but that �s because one can always hear
them be�ng melodramat�c �n the street outs�de. In short, melodrama, �f �t �s
dull, �s dull because �t �s too accurate. Somewhat the same problem ex�sts �n
the case of stor�es about schoolboys. Mr. K�pl�ng's "Stalky and Co." �s much
more amus�ng (�f you are talk�ng about amusement) than the late Dean
Farrar's "Er�c; or, L�ttle by L�ttle." But "Er�c" �s �mmeasurably more l�ke
real school-l�fe. For real school-l�fe, real boyhood, �s full of the th�ngs of
wh�ch Er�c �s full—pr�gg�shness, a crude p�ety, a s�lly s�n, a weak but
cont�nual attempt at the hero�c, �n a word, melodrama. And �f we w�sh to
lay a f�rm bas�s for any efforts to help the poor, we must not become
real�st�c and see them from the outs�de. We must become melodramat�c, and
see them from the �ns�de. The novel�st must not take out h�s notebook and
say, "I am an expert." No; he must �m�tate the workman �n the Adelph� play.
He must slap h�mself on the chest and say, "I am a man."

XX. Conclud�ng Remarks on the Importance of
Orthodoxy

Whether the human m�nd can advance or not, �s a quest�on too l�ttle
d�scussed, for noth�ng can be more dangerous than to found our soc�al
ph�losophy on any theory wh�ch �s debatable but has not been debated. But
�f we assume, for the sake of argument, that there has been �n the past, or
w�ll be �n the future, such a th�ng as a growth or �mprovement of the human
m�nd �tself, there st�ll rema�ns a very sharp object�on to be ra�sed aga�nst the
modern vers�on of that �mprovement. The v�ce of the modern not�on of
mental progress �s that �t �s always someth�ng concerned w�th the break�ng
of bonds, the effac�ng of boundar�es, the cast�ng away of dogmas. But �f



there be such a th�ng as mental growth, �t must mean the growth �nto more
and more def�n�te conv�ct�ons, �nto more and more dogmas. The human
bra�n �s a mach�ne for com�ng to conclus�ons; �f �t cannot come to
conclus�ons �t �s rusty. When we hear of a man too clever to bel�eve, we are
hear�ng of someth�ng hav�ng almost the character of a contrad�ct�on �n
terms. It �s l�ke hear�ng of a na�l that was too good to hold down a carpet; or
a bolt that was too strong to keep a door shut. Man can hardly be def�ned,
after the fash�on of Carlyle, as an an�mal who makes tools; ants and beavers
and many other an�mals make tools, �n the sense that they make an
apparatus. Man can be def�ned as an an�mal that makes dogmas. As he p�les
doctr�ne on doctr�ne and conclus�on on conclus�on �n the format�on of some
tremendous scheme of ph�losophy and rel�g�on, he �s, �n the only leg�t�mate
sense of wh�ch the express�on �s capable, becom�ng more and more human.
When he drops one doctr�ne after another �n a ref�ned scept�c�sm, when he
decl�nes to t�e h�mself to a system, when he says that he has outgrown
def�n�t�ons, when he says that he d�sbel�eves �n f�nal�ty, when, �n h�s own
�mag�nat�on, he s�ts as God, hold�ng no form of creed but contemplat�ng all,
then he �s by that very process s�nk�ng slowly backwards �nto the vagueness
of the vagrant an�mals and the unconsc�ousness of the grass. Trees have no
dogmas. Turn�ps are s�ngularly broad-m�nded.

If then, I repeat, there �s to be mental advance, �t must be mental advance
�n the construct�on of a def�n�te ph�losophy of l�fe. And that ph�losophy of
l�fe must be r�ght and the other ph�losoph�es wrong. Now of all, or nearly
all, the able modern wr�ters whom I have br�efly stud�ed �n th�s book, th�s �s
espec�ally and pleas�ngly true, that they do each of them have a construct�ve
and aff�rmat�ve v�ew, and that they do take �t ser�ously and ask us to take �t
ser�ously. There �s noth�ng merely scept�cally progress�ve about Mr.
Rudyard K�pl�ng. There �s noth�ng �n the least broad m�nded about Mr.
Bernard Shaw. The pagan�sm of Mr. Lowes D�ck�nson �s more grave than
any Chr�st�an�ty. Even the opportun�sm of Mr. H. G. Wells �s more
dogmat�c than the �deal�sm of anybody else. Somebody compla�ned, I th�nk,
to Matthew Arnold that he was gett�ng as dogmat�c as Carlyle. He repl�ed,
"That may be true; but you overlook an obv�ous d�fference. I am dogmat�c
and r�ght, and Carlyle �s dogmat�c and wrong." The strong humour of the
remark ought not to d�sgu�se from us �ts everlast�ng ser�ousness and
common sense; no man ought to wr�te at all, or even to speak at all, unless



he th�nks that he �s �n truth and the other man �n error. In s�m�lar style, I
hold that I am dogmat�c and r�ght, wh�le Mr. Shaw �s dogmat�c and wrong.
But my ma�n po�nt, at present, �s to not�ce that the ch�ef among these
wr�ters I have d�scussed do most sanely and courageously offer themselves
as dogmat�sts, as founders of a system. It may be true that the th�ng �n Mr.
Shaw most �nterest�ng to me, �s the fact that Mr. Shaw �s wrong. But �t �s
equally true that the th�ng �n Mr. Shaw most �nterest�ng to h�mself, �s the
fact that Mr. Shaw �s r�ght. Mr. Shaw may have none w�th h�m but h�mself;
but �t �s not for h�mself he cares. It �s for the vast and un�versal church, of
wh�ch he �s the only member.

The two typ�cal men of gen�us whom I have ment�oned here, and w�th
whose names I have begun th�s book, are very symbol�c, �f only because
they have shown that the f�ercest dogmat�sts can make the best art�sts. In
the f�n de s�ecle atmosphere every one was cry�ng out that l�terature should
be free from all causes and all eth�cal creeds. Art was to produce only
exqu�s�te workmansh�p, and �t was espec�ally the note of those days to
demand br�ll�ant plays and br�ll�ant short stor�es. And when they got them,
they got them from a couple of moral�sts. The best short stor�es were
wr�tten by a man try�ng to preach Imper�al�sm. The best plays were wr�tten
by a man try�ng to preach Soc�al�sm. All the art of all the art�sts looked t�ny
and ted�ous bes�de the art wh�ch was a byproduct of propaganda.

The reason, �ndeed, �s very s�mple. A man cannot be w�se enough to be a
great art�st w�thout be�ng w�se enough to w�sh to be a ph�losopher. A man
cannot have the energy to produce good art w�thout hav�ng the energy to
w�sh to pass beyond �t. A small art�st �s content w�th art; a great art�st �s
content w�th noth�ng except everyth�ng. So we f�nd that when real forces,
good or bad, l�ke K�pl�ng and G. B. S., enter our arena, they br�ng w�th
them not only startl�ng and arrest�ng art, but very startl�ng and arrest�ng
dogmas. And they care even more, and des�re us to care even more, about
the�r startl�ng and arrest�ng dogmas than about the�r startl�ng and arrest�ng
art. Mr. Shaw �s a good dramat�st, but what he des�res more than anyth�ng
else to be �s a good pol�t�c�an. Mr. Rudyard K�pl�ng �s by d�v�ne capr�ce and
natural gen�us an unconvent�onal poet; but what he des�res more than
anyth�ng else to be �s a convent�onal poet. He des�res to be the poet of h�s
people, bone of the�r bone, and flesh of the�r flesh, understand�ng the�r



or�g�ns, celebrat�ng the�r dest�ny. He des�res to be Poet Laureate, a most
sens�ble and honourable and publ�c-sp�r�ted des�re. Hav�ng been g�ven by
the gods or�g�nal�ty—that �s, d�sagreement w�th others—he des�res d�v�nely
to agree w�th them. But the most str�k�ng �nstance of all, more str�k�ng, I
th�nk, even than e�ther of these, �s the �nstance of Mr. H. G. Wells. He began
�n a sort of �nsane �nfancy of pure art. He began by mak�ng a new heaven
and a new earth, w�th the same �rrespons�ble �nst�nct by wh�ch men buy a
new neckt�e or button-hole. He began by tr�fl�ng w�th the stars and systems
�n order to make ephemeral anecdotes; he k�lled the un�verse for a joke. He
has s�nce become more and more ser�ous, and has become, as men
�nev�tably do when they become more and more ser�ous, more and more
paroch�al. He was fr�volous about the tw�l�ght of the gods; but he �s ser�ous
about the London omn�bus. He was careless �n "The T�me Mach�ne," for
that dealt only w�th the dest�ny of all th�ngs; but he �s careful, and even
caut�ous, �n "Mank�nd �n the Mak�ng," for that deals w�th the day after to-
morrow. He began w�th the end of the world, and that was easy. Now he has
gone on to the beg�nn�ng of the world, and that �s d�ff�cult. But the ma�n
result of all th�s �s the same as �n the other cases. The men who have really
been the bold art�sts, the real�st�c art�sts, the uncomprom�s�ng art�sts, are the
men who have turned out, after all, to be wr�t�ng "w�th a purpose." Suppose
that any cool and cyn�cal art-cr�t�c, any art-cr�t�c fully �mpressed w�th the
conv�ct�on that art�sts were greatest when they were most purely art�st�c,
suppose that a man who professed ably a humane aesthet�c�sm, as d�d Mr.
Max Beerbohm, or a cruel aesthet�c�sm, as d�d Mr. W. E. Henley, had cast
h�s eye over the whole f�ct�onal l�terature wh�ch was recent �n the year
1895, and had been asked to select the three most v�gorous and prom�s�ng
and or�g�nal art�sts and art�st�c works, he would, I th�nk, most certa�nly have
sa�d that for a f�ne art�st�c audac�ty, for a real art�st�c del�cacy, or for a wh�ff
of true novelty �n art, the th�ngs that stood f�rst were "Sold�ers Three," by a
Mr. Rudyard K�pl�ng; "Arms and the Man," by a Mr. Bernard Shaw; and
"The T�me Mach�ne," by a man called Wells. And all these men have shown
themselves �ngra�nedly d�dact�c. You may express the matter �f you w�ll by
say�ng that �f we want doctr�nes we go to the great art�sts. But �t �s clear
from the psychology of the matter that th�s �s not the true statement; the true
statement �s that when we want any art tolerably br�sk and bold we have to
go to the doctr�na�res.



In conclud�ng th�s book, therefore, I would ask, f�rst and foremost, that
men such as these of whom I have spoken should not be �nsulted by be�ng
taken for art�sts. No man has any r�ght whatever merely to enjoy the work
of Mr. Bernard Shaw; he m�ght as well enjoy the �nvas�on of h�s country by
the French. Mr. Shaw wr�tes e�ther to conv�nce or to enrage us. No man has
any bus�ness to be a K�pl�ng�te w�thout be�ng a pol�t�c�an, and an Imper�al�st
pol�t�c�an. If a man �s f�rst w�th us, �t should be because of what �s f�rst w�th
h�m. If a man conv�nces us at all, �t should be by h�s conv�ct�ons. If we hate
a poem of K�pl�ng's from pol�t�cal pass�on, we are hat�ng �t for the same
reason that the poet loved �t; �f we d�sl�ke h�m because of h�s op�n�ons, we
are d�sl�k�ng h�m for the best of all poss�ble reasons. If a man comes �nto
Hyde Park to preach �t �s perm�ss�ble to hoot h�m; but �t �s d�scourteous to
applaud h�m as a perform�ng bear. And an art�st �s only a perform�ng bear
compared w�th the meanest man who fanc�es he has anyth�ng to say.

There �s, �ndeed, one class of modern wr�ters and th�nkers who cannot
altogether be overlooked �n th�s quest�on, though there �s no space here for
a lengthy account of them, wh�ch, �ndeed, to confess the truth, would
cons�st ch�efly of abuse. I mean those who get over all these abysses and
reconc�le all these wars by talk�ng about "aspects of truth," by say�ng that
the art of K�pl�ng represents one aspect of the truth, and the art of W�ll�am
Watson another; the art of Mr. Bernard Shaw one aspect of the truth, and the
art of Mr. Cunn�ngham Grahame another; the art of Mr. H. G. Wells one
aspect, and the art of Mr. Coventry Patmore (say) another. I w�ll only say
here that th�s seems to me an evas�on wh�ch has not even had the sense to
d�sgu�se �tself �ngen�ously �n words. If we talk of a certa�n th�ng be�ng an
aspect of truth, �t �s ev�dent that we cla�m to know what �s truth; just as, �f
we talk of the h�nd leg of a dog, we cla�m to know what �s a dog.
Unfortunately, the ph�losopher who talks about aspects of truth generally
also asks, "What �s truth?" Frequently even he den�es the ex�stence of truth,
or says �t �s �nconce�vable by the human �ntell�gence. How, then, can he
recogn�ze �ts aspects? I should not l�ke to be an art�st who brought an
arch�tectural sketch to a bu�lder, say�ng, "Th�s �s the south aspect of Sea-
V�ew Cottage. Sea-V�ew Cottage, of course, does not ex�st." I should not
even l�ke very much to have to expla�n, under such c�rcumstances, that Sea-
V�ew Cottage m�ght ex�st, but was unth�nkable by the human m�nd. Nor
should I l�ke any better to be the bungl�ng and absurd metaphys�c�an who



professed to be able to see everywhere the aspects of a truth that �s not
there. Of course, �t �s perfectly obv�ous that there are truths �n K�pl�ng, that
there are truths �n Shaw or Wells. But the degree to wh�ch we can perce�ve
them depends str�ctly upon how far we have a def�n�te concept�on �ns�de us
of what �s truth. It �s lud�crous to suppose that the more scept�cal we are the
more we see good �n everyth�ng. It �s clear that the more we are certa�n
what good �s, the more we shall see good �n everyth�ng.

I plead, then, that we should agree or d�sagree w�th these men. I plead
that we should agree w�th them at least �n hav�ng an abstract bel�ef. But I
know that there are current �n the modern world many vague object�ons to
hav�ng an abstract bel�ef, and I feel that we shall not get any further unt�l
we have dealt w�th some of them. The f�rst object�on �s eas�ly stated.

A common hes�tat�on �n our day touch�ng the use of extreme conv�ct�ons
�s a sort of not�on that extreme conv�ct�ons spec�ally upon cosm�c matters,
have been respons�ble �n the past for the th�ng wh�ch �s called b�gotry. But a
very small amount of d�rect exper�ence w�ll d�ss�pate th�s v�ew. In real l�fe
the people who are most b�goted are the people who have no conv�ct�ons at
all. The econom�sts of the Manchester school who d�sagree w�th Soc�al�sm
take Soc�al�sm ser�ously. It �s the young man �n Bond Street, who does not
know what soc�al�sm means much less whether he agrees w�th �t, who �s
qu�te certa�n that these soc�al�st fellows are mak�ng a fuss about noth�ng.
The man who understands the Calv�n�st ph�losophy enough to agree w�th �t
must understand the Cathol�c ph�losophy �n order to d�sagree w�th �t. It �s
the vague modern who �s not at all certa�n what �s r�ght who �s most certa�n
that Dante was wrong. The ser�ous opponent of the Lat�n Church �n h�story,
even �n the act of show�ng that �t produced great �nfam�es, must know that �t
produced great sa�nts. It �s the hard-headed stockbroker, who knows no
h�story and bel�eves no rel�g�on, who �s, nevertheless, perfectly conv�nced
that all these pr�ests are knaves. The Salvat�on�st at the Marble Arch may be
b�goted, but he �s not too b�goted to yearn from a common human k�nsh�p
after the dandy on church parade. But the dandy on church parade �s so
b�goted that he does not �n the least yearn after the Salvat�on�st at the
Marble Arch. B�gotry may be roughly def�ned as the anger of men who
have no op�n�ons. It �s the res�stance offered to def�n�te �deas by that vague
bulk of people whose �deas are �ndef�n�te to excess. B�gotry may be called



the appall�ng frenzy of the �nd�fferent. Th�s frenzy of the �nd�fferent �s �n
truth a terr�ble th�ng; �t has made all monstrous and w�dely pervad�ng
persecut�ons. In th�s degree �t was not the people who cared who ever
persecuted; the people who cared were not suff�c�ently numerous. It was the
people who d�d not care who f�lled the world w�th f�re and oppress�on. It
was the hands of the �nd�fferent that l�t the faggots; �t was the hands of the
�nd�fferent that turned the rack. There have come some persecut�ons out of
the pa�n of a pass�onate certa�nty; but these produced, not b�gotry, but
fanat�c�sm—a very d�fferent and a somewhat adm�rable th�ng. B�gotry �n
the ma�n has always been the pervad�ng omn�potence of those who do not
care crush�ng out those who care �n darkness and blood.

There are people, however, who d�g somewhat deeper than th�s �nto the
poss�ble ev�ls of dogma. It �s felt by many that strong ph�losoph�cal
conv�ct�on, wh�le �t does not (as they perce�ve) produce that slugg�sh and
fundamentally fr�volous cond�t�on wh�ch we call b�gotry, does produce a
certa�n concentrat�on, exaggerat�on, and moral �mpat�ence, wh�ch we may
agree to call fanat�c�sm. They say, �n br�ef, that �deas are dangerous th�ngs.
In pol�t�cs, for example, �t �s commonly urged aga�nst a man l�ke Mr.
Balfour, or aga�nst a man l�ke Mr. John Morley, that a wealth of �deas �s
dangerous. The true doctr�ne on th�s po�nt, aga�n, �s surely not very d�ff�cult
to state. Ideas are dangerous, but the man to whom they are least dangerous
�s the man of �deas. He �s acqua�nted w�th �deas, and moves among them
l�ke a l�on-tamer. Ideas are dangerous, but the man to whom they are most
dangerous �s the man of no �deas. The man of no �deas w�ll f�nd the f�rst
�dea fly to h�s head l�ke w�ne to the head of a teetotaller. It �s a common
error, I th�nk, among the Rad�cal �deal�sts of my own party and per�od to
suggest that f�nanc�ers and bus�ness men are a danger to the emp�re because
they are so sord�d or so mater�al�st�c. The truth �s that f�nanc�ers and
bus�ness men are a danger to the emp�re because they can be sent�mental
about any sent�ment, and �deal�st�c about any �deal, any �deal that they f�nd
ly�ng about. just as a boy who has not known much of women �s apt too
eas�ly to take a woman for the woman, so these pract�cal men,
unaccustomed to causes, are always �ncl�ned to th�nk that �f a th�ng �s
proved to be an �deal �t �s proved to be the �deal. Many, for example,
avowedly followed Cec�l Rhodes because he had a v�s�on. They m�ght as
well have followed h�m because he had a nose; a man w�thout some k�nd of



dream of perfect�on �s qu�te as much of a monstros�ty as a noseless man.
People say of such a f�gure, �n almost fever�sh wh�spers, "He knows h�s
own m�nd," wh�ch �s exactly l�ke say�ng �n equally fever�sh wh�spers, "He
blows h�s own nose." Human nature s�mply cannot subs�st w�thout a hope
and a�m of some k�nd; as the san�ty of the Old Testament truly sa�d, where
there �s no v�s�on the people per�sheth. But �t �s prec�sely because an �deal �s
necessary to man that the man w�thout �deals �s �n permanent danger of
fanat�c�sm. There �s noth�ng wh�ch �s so l�kely to leave a man open to the
sudden and �rres�st�ble �nroad of an unbalanced v�s�on as the cult�vat�on of
bus�ness hab�ts. All of us know angular bus�ness men who th�nk that the
earth �s flat, or that Mr. Kruger was at the head of a great m�l�tary
despot�sm, or that men are gram�n�vorous, or that Bacon wrote
Shakespeare. Rel�g�ous and ph�losoph�cal bel�efs are, �ndeed, as dangerous
as f�re, and noth�ng can take from them that beauty of danger. But there �s
only one way of really guard�ng ourselves aga�nst the excess�ve danger of
them, and that �s to be steeped �n ph�losophy and soaked �n rel�g�on.

Br�efly, then, we d�sm�ss the two oppos�te dangers of b�gotry and
fanat�c�sm, b�gotry wh�ch �s a too great vagueness and fanat�c�sm wh�ch �s a
too great concentrat�on. We say that the cure for the b�got �s bel�ef; we say
that the cure for the �deal�st �s �deas. To know the best theor�es of ex�stence
and to choose the best from them (that �s, to the best of our own strong
conv�ct�on) appears to us the proper way to be ne�ther b�got nor fanat�c, but
someth�ng more f�rm than a b�got and more terr�ble than a fanat�c, a man
w�th a def�n�te op�n�on. But that def�n�te op�n�on must �n th�s v�ew beg�n
w�th the bas�c matters of human thought, and these must not be d�sm�ssed
as �rrelevant, as rel�g�on, for �nstance, �s too often �n our days d�sm�ssed as
�rrelevant. Even �f we th�nk rel�g�on �nsoluble, we cannot th�nk �t �rrelevant.
Even �f we ourselves have no v�ew of the ult�mate ver�t�es, we must feel
that wherever such a v�ew ex�sts �n a man �t must be more �mportant than
anyth�ng else �n h�m. The �nstant that the th�ng ceases to be the unknowable,
�t becomes the �nd�spensable. There can be no doubt, I th�nk, that the �dea
does ex�st �n our t�me that there �s someth�ng narrow or �rrelevant or even
mean about attack�ng a man's rel�g�on, or argu�ng from �t �n matters of
pol�t�cs or eth�cs. There can be qu�te as l�ttle doubt that such an accusat�on
of narrowness �s �tself almost grotesquely narrow. To take an example from
comparat�vely current events: we all know that �t was not uncommon for a



man to be cons�dered a scarecrow of b�gotry and obscurant�sm because he
d�strusted the Japanese, or lamented the r�se of the Japanese, on the ground
that the Japanese were Pagans. Nobody would th�nk that there was anyth�ng
ant�quated or fanat�cal about d�strust�ng a people because of some
d�fference between them and us �n pract�ce or pol�t�cal mach�nery. Nobody
would th�nk �t b�goted to say of a people, "I d�strust the�r �nfluence because
they are Protect�on�sts." No one would th�nk �t narrow to say, "I lament the�r
r�se because they are Soc�al�sts, or Manchester Ind�v�dual�sts, or strong
bel�evers �n m�l�tar�sm and conscr�pt�on." A d�fference of op�n�on about the
nature of Parl�aments matters very much; but a d�fference of op�n�on about
the nature of s�n does not matter at all. A d�fference of op�n�on about the
object of taxat�on matters very much; but a d�fference of op�n�on about the
object of human ex�stence does not matter at all. We have a r�ght to d�strust
a man who �s �n a d�fferent k�nd of mun�c�pal�ty; but we have no r�ght to
m�strust a man who �s �n a d�fferent k�nd of cosmos. Th�s sort of
enl�ghtenment �s surely about the most unenl�ghtened that �t �s poss�ble to
�mag�ne. To recur to the phrase wh�ch I employed earl�er, th�s �s tantamount
to say�ng that everyth�ng �s �mportant w�th the except�on of everyth�ng.
Rel�g�on �s exactly the th�ng wh�ch cannot be left out—because �t �ncludes
everyth�ng. The most absent-m�nded person cannot well pack h�s
Gladstone-bag and leave out the bag. We have a general v�ew of ex�stence,
whether we l�ke �t or not; �t alters or, to speak more accurately, �t creates and
�nvolves everyth�ng we say or do, whether we l�ke �t or not. If we regard the
Cosmos as a dream, we regard the F�scal Quest�on as a dream. If we regard
the Cosmos as a joke, we regard St. Paul's Cathedral as a joke. If everyth�ng
�s bad, then we must bel�eve (�f �t be poss�ble) that beer �s bad; �f everyth�ng
be good, we are forced to the rather fantast�c conclus�on that sc�ent�f�c
ph�lanthropy �s good. Every man �n the street must hold a metaphys�cal
system, and hold �t f�rmly. The poss�b�l�ty �s that he may have held �t so
f�rmly and so long as to have forgotten all about �ts ex�stence.

Th�s latter s�tuat�on �s certa�nly poss�ble; �n fact, �t �s the s�tuat�on of the
whole modern world. The modern world �s f�lled w�th men who hold
dogmas so strongly that they do not even know that they are dogmas. It may
be sa�d even that the modern world, as a corporate body, holds certa�n
dogmas so strongly that �t does not know that they are dogmas. It may be
thought "dogmat�c," for �nstance, �n some c�rcles accounted progress�ve, to



assume the perfect�on or �mprovement of man �n another world. But �t �s not
thought "dogmat�c" to assume the perfect�on or �mprovement of man �n th�s
world; though that �dea of progress �s qu�te as unproved as the �dea of
�mmortal�ty, and from a rat�onal�st�c po�nt of v�ew qu�te as �mprobable.
Progress happens to be one of our dogmas, and a dogma means a th�ng
wh�ch �s not thought dogmat�c. Or, aga�n, we see noth�ng "dogmat�c" �n the
�nsp�r�ng, but certa�nly most startl�ng, theory of phys�cal sc�ence, that we
should collect facts for the sake of facts, even though they seem as useless
as st�cks and straws. Th�s �s a great and suggest�ve �dea, and �ts ut�l�ty may,
�f you w�ll, be prov�ng �tself, but �ts ut�l�ty �s, �n the abstract, qu�te as
d�sputable as the ut�l�ty of that call�ng on oracles or consult�ng shr�nes
wh�ch �s also sa�d to prove �tself. Thus, because we are not �n a c�v�l�zat�on
wh�ch bel�eves strongly �n oracles or sacred places, we see the full frenzy of
those who k�lled themselves to f�nd the sepulchre of Chr�st. But be�ng �n a
c�v�l�zat�on wh�ch does bel�eve �n th�s dogma of fact for facts' sake, we do
not see the full frenzy of those who k�ll themselves to f�nd the North Pole. I
am not speak�ng of a tenable ult�mate ut�l�ty wh�ch �s true both of the
Crusades and the polar explorat�ons. I mean merely that we do see the
superf�c�al and aesthet�c s�ngular�ty, the startl�ng qual�ty, about the �dea of
men cross�ng a cont�nent w�th arm�es to conquer the place where a man
d�ed. But we do not see the aesthet�c s�ngular�ty and startl�ng qual�ty of men
dy�ng �n agon�es to f�nd a place where no man can l�ve—a place only
�nterest�ng because �t �s supposed to be the meet�ng-place of some l�nes that
do not ex�st.

Let us, then, go upon a long journey and enter on a dreadful search. Let
us, at least, d�g and seek t�ll we have d�scovered our own op�n�ons. The
dogmas we really hold are far more fantast�c, and, perhaps, far more
beaut�ful than we th�nk. In the course of these essays I fear that I have
spoken from t�me to t�me of rat�onal�sts and rat�onal�sm, and that �n a
d�sparag�ng sense. Be�ng full of that k�ndl�ness wh�ch should come at the
end of everyth�ng, even of a book, I apolog�ze to the rat�onal�sts even for
call�ng them rat�onal�sts. There are no rat�onal�sts. We all bel�eve fa�ry-
tales, and l�ve �n them. Some, w�th a sumptuous l�terary turn, bel�eve �n the
ex�stence of the lady clothed w�th the sun. Some, w�th a more rust�c, elv�sh
�nst�nct, l�ke Mr. McCabe, bel�eve merely �n the �mposs�ble sun �tself. Some



hold the undemonstrable dogma of the ex�stence of God; some the equally
undemonstrable dogma of the ex�stence of the man next door.

Truths turn �nto dogmas the �nstant that they are d�sputed. Thus every
man who utters a doubt def�nes a rel�g�on. And the scept�c�sm of our t�me
does not really destroy the bel�efs, rather �t creates them; g�ves them the�r
l�m�ts and the�r pla�n and def�ant shape. We who are L�berals once held
L�beral�sm l�ghtly as a tru�sm. Now �t has been d�sputed, and we hold �t
f�ercely as a fa�th. We who bel�eve �n patr�ot�sm once thought patr�ot�sm to
be reasonable, and thought l�ttle more about �t. Now we know �t to be
unreasonable, and know �t to be r�ght. We who are Chr�st�ans never knew
the great ph�losoph�c common sense wh�ch �nheres �n that mystery unt�l the
ant�-Chr�st�an wr�ters po�nted �t out to us. The great march of mental
destruct�on w�ll go on. Everyth�ng w�ll be den�ed. Everyth�ng w�ll become a
creed. It �s a reasonable pos�t�on to deny the stones �n the street; �t w�ll be a
rel�g�ous dogma to assert them. It �s a rat�onal thes�s that we are all �n a
dream; �t w�ll be a myst�cal san�ty to say that we are all awake. F�res w�ll be
k�ndled to test�fy that two and two make four. Swords w�ll be drawn to
prove that leaves are green �n summer. We shall be left defend�ng, not only
the �ncred�ble v�rtues and san�t�es of human l�fe, but someth�ng more
�ncred�ble st�ll, th�s huge �mposs�ble un�verse wh�ch stares us �n the face.
We shall f�ght for v�s�ble prod�g�es as �f they were �nv�s�ble. We shall look
on the �mposs�ble grass and the sk�es w�th a strange courage. We shall be of
those who have seen and yet have bel�eved.

THE END
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