







































































































































































CHRIST AND GUILT 87

wings of the Dove of Peace to the unimaginable wonder of the
love of the Blessed Trinity in eternity, and God’s decree of perfect
joy for man. For the Holy Spirit is the love between Father and
Son, the burning light in which from all eternity each man has
been with God in his only Son.

An unborn child forming in his mother’s womb is conditioned
by her love for him. Before he draws his first breath her love for
him is forming his character, is disposing him to be aware of love
as his true environment and the glad source of his life, to be drawn
towards it almost irresistibly, to respond to it as the condition of
his being, to accept it as he accepts the air that he breathes.

We human creatures, each one known to God from all eternity,
are formed by God’s pre-creational love, as children are formed .
by the pre-natal love of their mother.

Because this is so, and because Christ has given back his life
to us, we are drawn towards our true happiness in spite of all the
evil that is in us. Goodness draws the human soul as a tide is
drawn by light.
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to wrestle with temptation, to be afraid and to overcome fear, to
see the world and all the “glory” of it challenging him, and to
overcome the world. It is only his surrender to his destinyof
Christhood that can enable any individual to dare those experi-
ences in life which lead to the fulfilling of his human nature, and
only this that uninhibits his capacity for love, so that through the
power of love his life may bear fruit and be a communion with all
other men.

Man was created by God after the pattern of his Son and in
the sense explained later.® The image of Christ is woven into
every man’s being. Man cannot know this, save by God’s reveal-
" ing it to him: man has no innate knowledge that God exists, still
less that he has a son and that this son became man. But the
fact that man is made in the pattern of the Son and that Christ’s
image is woven into his very being has certain consequences: in
the merely natural effort to be more fully himself, to be all that
he should be, he collides, so to speak, with Christ, not knowing
what he is in contact with, but stirred, all the same, by shadow-
ings of that unrealised Presence. Feeling his own imperfections,
he is in fact feeling the defects in his resemblance to Christ: try-
ing to imagine himself restored, it is Christ that his imagination
is feeling for, though he does not know it.

Every man is born with Christ in this sense present in the
unconscious depths of his being, and sometimes entering his con-
sciousness as a dream enters the consciousness of a sleeper, flood-
ing his mind with its secret and possessing him. And just as it
does in a dream, it comes often in the form of a symbol.

It comes to him too in myths and fairy-stories and those recur-
ring, irresistible fantasies that motivate his inner life.

Intuitively man reaches out to God in the created world and
listens for his voice in the wind. He trembles at the sound of his
anger in the storm and the blaze of his glory in the lightning, he
hears the tender voice of his love in the gentle wind that stirs the
grass. This secret presence in man’s soul hovers on the fringe
of his consciousness, possessing him and yet evading him, like a
memory which is just out of his reach and yet saturates his

® See p. 147.
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Water is the Christ-symbol of life, and all through the ages the
mystery of water shines in man’s soul. Before John baptized in the
Jordan, water in the mind of man was the symbol of the'birth
of the spirit. The journey of the dead into everlasting life was
across the dark birth waters of the river Styx. Before Christ him-
self rose from baptismal waters, primitive peoples initiated their
young men into adult life with ceremonies of immersion, and so
they were born into manhood. Those who are familiar with the
dying know how often death comes to them in the symbol of
water bearing them gently on its flood into life. In our over-
civilized, overspecialized modern world, it is water that wells up
in the soul of the dreamer or stretches out before the awakening
eyes of those who seek psychological healing, at the moment
preceding their psychological rebirth.

The secret knowledge of Christ which comes to man out of the
turgid darkness of his own unconsciousness cannot come through
in its purity. It is stained by man’s touch, mixed with his sensu-
ality, twisted by his ignorance, contracted by his littleness, and
like the symbols in his dreams, confused with the superficial
things of his conscious life. :

Since the human race is a fallen race, man’s innate knowledge
of God is confused. He fumbles in the darkness like a blind man
trying to learn the divine features through the touch of his finger
tips; but the mystery of Christ, of the Trinity, and of man’s place
in that unutterable dispensation of love, can only be known by
Faith, through the revelation of the Word.

That revelation is realized in the Mystical Body of Christ, and
in each member of it. “I pray for those who are to find faith in
me through their (the apostles’) word; that they may all be one;
that they too may be one in us, as thou, Father, art in me, and I
in thee; so that the world may come to believe that it is thou
who hast sent me. And I have given them the privilege which
thou gavest to me, that they should all be one, as we are one; that
while thou art in me, I may be in them, and so they may be per-
fectly made one. So let the world know that it is thou who hast
sent me, and that thou hast bestowed thy love upon them, as
thou hast bestowed it upon me” (John 17.20-24).
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or supernatural life by destroying the life in their own and one
another’s souls—by using their sexual powers sinfully, in or out
of marriage—are those who are really repressing sex, which can
only be lived fully through the life of Christ in the man and
woman, unhindered, fulfilling the intent of love of the Blessed
Trinity. .

Many people suppose that the members of religious orders are
either repressing or “sublimating” sex. They are doing neither.

Every religious knows the consummation of love between God
and his soul, which is, just as marriage is, comparable to the
marriage between Christ and his Church, and gives, as that gives,
supernatural life to the world. And in living his Christ-life
every true religious develops and fulfills the instincts of manhood
or womanhood to the fullest capacity. Every life lived in religion
is life-giving, every one bears Christ into the world, brings a con-
tinual birth of Christ and a continual resurrection of Christ into
the world, and in doing that brings the manhood or womanhood
of the religious to its own perfection.

The same thing applies to unmarried people who forgo the
physical expression of sex in the world—supposing, of course,
that their reason for doing so is not selfishness or fear of responsi-
bility, but some circumstance in which there is a clear indication
of God’s will. If they allow what will almost certainly be a cause
of loneliness and suffering to them to corrode and embitter their
natures, and refuse to look for that aspect of Christ’s life which
it really indicates, they may indeed wither up their sex. Women
may become hard, bitter, and unmotherly, men effeminate, de-
pendent and incapable of taking responsibility; in that case they
will repress their sex, because they are repressing Christ. If they
surrender their will to the intent of Christ in their life, they will
fulfill their human nature and their sex as completely as married
people, and sometimes more completely. They will not sublimate
sex, for sex is sublime in its proper expression, and cannot be
made more so.

It is the curious idea of those who, while being greatly agitated
about sex, have not given much thought to its purpose, that any-
thing which uses up superfluous energv or distracts the mind
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through the human body gives life to the brain and the heart, to
every limb and organ, to the tips of the fingers—not a multiplica-
tion of lives, but one.

The cause of this oneness is that all the members of Christ’s
Mystical Body live with his life.

Here is a description of the union between Christ and those
who belong to his Mystical Body: “Thus our relation to Christ is
closer than the natural relation of brothers to a brother or even of
children to a parent. It is that of cells in a body to the person
whose body it is. It is therefore closer than any natural relation-
ship that one human being can have with another. By membership
of the Mystical Body we are more closely related to Christ Our
Lord than our Lady is, simply as his mother in the natural order.
. . . Each one of us is more closely related to every other member
of the Church by this life of grace than to his own mother by the
life of nature. ‘And you are Christ’s body, organs of it depending
upon each other’ (I Cor. 12.27). This is easy enough to say. But
if we were ever to let ourselves look squarely at it and really
try to live by it, its immediate effect would be a remaking of
ourselves so thorough that nature shrinks from it; and the ultimate
effect would be to renew the face of the earth.”*

Perhaps it is because of the tremendous implications—and
sometimes terrible implications—of this mystery that many pious
people prefer to shrink into themselves and their own devotions,
rather than to allow the whole wonder of their life in Christ to
break down every barrier to the uncompromising charity which it
commits them to.

It means that nothing whatever that one member of the Church
does is without its effect on all the others.

If one member—like the “Monster of Diisseldorf,” who was a
Catholic—commits the most hideous series of murders, the shame
is shared by all the others, they all owe penance, they all owe
reparation.

It is time that Christians put aside the self-protective type of
religion, with its interminable formalities and pious exercises and
its careful exclusions and respectable cliques, and recognized

® F. J. Sheed, Theology and Sanity, pp. 271-2.
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® F. J. Sheed, Theology and Sanity, pp. 271-2.
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the plighting of our troths, in our marriage vows, in our words
of comfort and pity and joy, in our laughter, in the songs beside
our cradles, in our choirs of adoration; love, which we transmit
with our touch, with the work of our hands, with the labours
and pains, the ecstasies and the embraces of our bodies, in the act
of procreation, of giving birth, in nursing and serving, and in
closing the eyes and bathing the limbs of our dead; love, which
holds the timelessness of God in a moment of time, which—with
the sacramentals of our flesh and blood, our hands, our voices, our
hearts, our minds—forgives, redeems, heals, generates, adores.

To attempt to repress Christ in ourselves is to attempt to hold
back the river of life, to stop the bloodstream of the Son of God
that is the lifestream of all mankind.

The man in whom Christ is not repressed is a channel through
which the life and love of all humanity flows back to God. And as
the bloodstream in a man’s body is purified by the air he breathes,
his supernatural life is purified by the breath of the Spirit that
perpetually renews the life of Christ in man. It flows through the
divine Mind and through the heart of mankind, continually
purifying human nature of the poison that has infected it, per-
petually renewing the life of the world.
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direct result of sin. For this reason Christ and suffering are in-
separable for so long as there remains one jot of unredeemed sin.
or one sinner on earth. )

It is not for the love of suffering that Christ chooses it in his
saints, in whom he lives on, but for the love of men, because it is
their redeeming and his communion with them. “It is a joy and
a bliss,” we have heard Julian of Norwich say, “an endless liking
to me, that ever I suffered passion for thee; and if I might have
suffered more, I would have suffered more.”

In man Christ does suffer more, and he will suffer more until the
end of time; and in the saints, simply because they love men as
Christ loves them and with his love of them, it is “a joy, and a
bliss, an endless liking” to suffer too.

When we are scandalized by the voices of the saints we must
listen, beneath the crude and clumsy expression, for the under-
tone which is the voice of Christ. '

‘Those who accept only a material explanation for man’s psyche
are right in one thing at least: suffering is a man-made thing, it is
in, fact the only man-made thing that there is. We do make our
own and one another’s suffering, by actually co-operating with
Satan’s hatred of us, by consenting to his temptations to sin.
Suffering is not only something we have given to one another,
it is also something we have given to God, in the person of
Christ.

Christ came to give life to humanity. For answer, humanity
gave suffering to Christ, and Christ accepted it and gaye-suffer-
ing the power of his love. That is why no Christiai-can be wath-
out suffering, and every saint—that is, every man who does not
resist his destiny to be a Christ—is destined also to suffer, to
the limits of his human capacity not merely for suffering, but—
and this is so much more—for love; and more yet, not merely of
his own capacity for love but Christ’s. CeTee s 33 L ea

This means that in surrendering himself without reserve io Lis
destiny of Christhood, the saint surrenders himsglf to suffgr,udl
the suffering of the world, he takes all the sir-of the world upen
himself as his individual responsibility. “He who grows in love
grows in grief”: these words of a saint (St. Caiherine of Siena)
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and so unite evil to humanity, makes use of men who give their
wills up to him to inflict suffering on others.

The misuse of suffering is sacrilege, a misuse and violation of
something in which the redeeming power of Christ's love is
hidden, not unlike a sacrilege committed against the Sacred Host,
in fact a sacrilege against the Mystical Body, against Christ in
man. Our age has proved itself an age of Satanism. There has

- never been any time in history when such diabolical cruelty has

been inflicted by men upon their fellow men, or when it has
been inflicted with such indifference and in such magnitude.

There has never been such blasphemy against suffering, the
true expression of Christ’s love, as we have seen in our times.
Modern man has made a multitudinous holocaust of human beings
to evil. Europe is the altar of a black Mass, the whole world a
witches’ sabbath of suffering.

Whenever great evil breaks out among men, evil which ex-
presses openly Satan’s hatred of the human race, it is answered
by great love, expressing God’s love for human creatures, through
man’s immolation in Christ, by the saints. The suffering which
a saint seems to choose for himself will often be one which is a
direct answer to some tremendous sin which is either character-
istic of his own generation or yet to come.

Thus St. Benedict Joseph Labre chose the apparently useless
life of a wandering beggar; he was destitute and he was dirty,
he ate scraps of refuse picked from garbage heaps, he was home-
less and verminous, he died from starvation and exhaustion. He
was the answer to the sensuality and gluttony of his own gen-
eration, but he was much more, he was “another Christ” living
through and atoning for the horrors of our concentration camps,
Christ taking that sin upon himself, overcoming that torment in
each one of its victims, in the person of the strange misunder-
stood beggar. And the life which St. Benedict Joseph chose exactly
foretold the suffering of those who were to come, those victims
of the concentration camps, who would be homeless, destitute,
half naked, verminous, starving, glad to find scraps of refuse to
eat, and, when they were not herded into gas chambers, dying
by hundreds and thousands of starvation and exhaustion.
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Christhood in the world. It is above all else a giving battle to evil,
even when they seem to be withdrawn from the world.

The madman who is really mad is alone, isolated in the midst
of men, because he is aware only of himself, he lives to and for
himself alone. But many people, even on the natural plane, enter
into communion with men by withdrawing from them. Madame
Curie, the discoverer of radium, dedicated her whole life to
the healing of human pain. Withdrawing from men, she suffered
profoundly in the intense sacrifices she made in the cause of
science. She was not led to work long hours behind locked doors,
and to live a hard, austere life, either by a masochistic love of
suffering or by a neurotic desire to escape from life. She was
consciously driven by a passion for science. In God’s plan she was
driven by the Spirit, to bring healing to men. Her solitude was her
communion with the world.

An artist is driven by the nature of his work to a solitude which
is often irksome to him; it is, in God’s plan, the condition of his
gift to the world.

In the same way the saint is led by the Spirit, by an inner
compulsion, to a life of contemplation, or a life of activity and
“usefulness,” or even a life of apparent uselessness and offence to
the worldling and the fastidious. But, in whatever the saint does
under compulsion of the Spirit, Christ’s plan is shown. In him
Christ faces the evil in the world and makes reparation for it.

-+ Through him, however mysteriously, he becomes one with all

men again. He faces guilt, led by the Spirit as he was led in his
historical life to face Satan in the wilderness.

It need hardly be said that the diversity among the saints is
without limit, for Christ wills to utter his love for men and to
enter into communion with them through every possible kind of
human creature. It follows that it would be very difficult to like
all the saints.

In spite of the fact that Christ lives in them all, they retain
their own characters, and they are even more varied than other
people, because whilst other people are limited by anxiety, and
fear and self-love, the saints, driven as they are by the spirit,












Chapter X. GUILT AND SUFFERING

“Just as there grows no herb which can keep away death, so there exists
no simple means which can make a hard thing, as life assuredly is, an
easy matter.”—c. G. JunG, “Love Problem of the Student”®

Qurte spMpLY, suffering is the result of guilt, for guilt means that
we have broken the law of our being, we are in collision with
reality, and suffering follows inevitably. A man’s attitude to
suffering is therefore an estimate of his attitude to guilt. Again
and again people who have no personal conception of God, and
therefore no real sense of sin, or of the common guilt of mankind,
are heard to say, with genuine bewilderment, “Why should I
suffer? or “Why should my child suffer?” They declare that they
have done no harm to anyone, thereby unconsciously proclaim-
ing that if they believed that they had done some harm to some-
one, and were guilty, there would be justice in their suffering,
or even in the suffering of their children.

On the other hand, the man of faith, who knows God, sees
suffering as something which he can use to expiate his own sins
and so come into closer union with God; and besides that he sees
in it a means of a closer communion with other men, for through
Christ who abides in him he can use his suffering to ease that
of mankind in general. Through offering himself in his suffering,
of whatever kind it is, he can be a “Christ” to the world, that
knows so little of Christ. He can reach out far beyond the
stretch of his own short arms, to the stretch of the arms on the
cross, and bring down the tender pity of God upon men who
are far out of the range of his vision; perhaps outside the reach of

® In Contributions to Analytical Psychology (New York: Harcourt, Brace).
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to the sick or the destitute, such as St. Vincent de Paul, but it is

difficult for them to understand why he found it necessary to give
up his own little property and to share the suffering of those he

came to help. Why not have kept his small income and provided

a few more loaves, instead of one more mouth to feed?

The modern mind, besieged though it is on every side by con-
flicting invisible forces, is a utility mind, and consequently able
to realize the effectiveness of suffering (as of anything else) only
when it shows material results. But for material results, what
sufferings man will endure!

Those business magnates, so envied by their clerks, who have
changed from office boys to millionaires, did not change with just
that sleepy inactivity with which the chrysalis changes into a
butterfly. There were, on the contrary, years of early rising on
cold, dank mornings; wearisome journeys in the rush hour, packed
together, straphanging; nauseating lunches in steamy, greasy,
overcrowded tea-shops; extra study at night, books brought home
from the office, and countless sweet and lovely and, to most
people, even necessary distractions forgone. And when the man
who has given up so much to be rich—such things as lying on his
back in a sunny field, reading poetry at his leisure, listening to
music, talking with friends, and so on—has achieved his am-
bition, how much petty suffering will hinder his enjoyment of
his riches, because in acquiring them he will have acquired a
habit of worry, of suspicion, of insomnia, of dyspepsia, and
probably a gastric ulcer!

Again, there is social success, a peculiar ambition more common
to women than to men, and one which demands, especially from
the type of woman to whom the very idea of mortification is
repellent, a quite frightening degree of self-denial and austerity.

She must be attractive, or at least she must conform to the
fashionable conception of attractiveness. I remember as a hideous
little child how a dressmaker, while gaily (but of course un-
consciously) snipping a little piece of flesh out of my neck while
fitting a dress, declared “Il faut souffrir pour étre belle.” The
society woman must deny herself the most tempting dishes at
table, must allow her face to be drawn taut and stiff in packs







Courtesy of Pantheon Books

TERESA MARTIN


















GUILT AND SUFFERING 115

futile struggle to resist must break down sooner or later. It
succeeds, if it succeeds in anything, only in the tragedy of his
refusal to receive the seed of redemptive love into the dry dust’
of his heart.

The widespread neurosis of our days is largely caused by the
attempt to resist suffering, because it involves an attempt to resist
the redemptive love that is in it.

The man who tries to resist suffering succeeds only in frus-
trating that power of love. He makes a futile attempt to resist
that in which it is concealed and given. He lifts his puny litfle
arms to try to hold back the torrent of divine love, in order to
avoid the one thing that he can never escape, and which hides its
own healing within itself. It is not surprising that in such an
impact man is broken.

Suffering is a mystery. Not one to be dismissed or to remain un-
examined. It is man’s only achievement, his only contribution to
his' own life. Yet it can be a creative thing, not only a destructive
one. Evil is its cause, but because Christ has given it the power
of his redemptive love, it can redeem evil.

To understand what we can about this it is not enough to gaze
stupefied at the wounds it has inflicted upon men, or to consider
its effect on those who neither wholly repudiate nor accept it.
We must go much further, we must see what happens to those
human beings who try to escape altogether, who have a definite
will not to suffer; and on the other hand what happens to the
saints, who, without conditions or reservation, are in the fullest
measure willing to suffer.






FRUSTRATION 117

Their real tragedy is not that life has frustrated them, but that
they have frustrated life. Not that love has been denied to them,
but that they have denied themselves to love.

To discover what is at the root of this kind of human un-
happiness, we must look for symptoms common to all the sufferers.
They are easily found—hesitation, anxiety, indecision—all point-
ing to one thing, fear; all means to one end, self-protection. The
ego-neurotic never takes a risk that he can possibly avoid; there-
fore, he never willingly goes out of himself to meet life; he
shrinks back from every adult experience. By constant delays, by
never being able to make up his mind, by magnifying all the real
and imaginary difficulties in every possible course open to him,
by putting off every decision until too late, he is able to avoid the
minimum of risk involved in taking any positive action at all.

We have seen that everyone is willing to suffer in the measure
of his desire for communion with other men. But anything which
involves co-operation with others, let alone communion, is pre-
cisely what ego-neurotics cannot face. It is often said of them that
they “dare not face life,” and that is both literally and metaphor-
ically true; they do not want to show their face, they do not
want to show themselves to the world. They are tortured by a
painful self-consciousness, a wish to be hidden, if necessary even
by becoming part of the faceless and voiceless mediocracy, drift-
ing through years of accepted defeat to the grave.

At the core of this tragedy is this: the ego-neurotic is haunted
by a deep inward humiliation, which is not thought but felt in
the roots of his being, and consists in a profound doubt of his own
potency as a human being. He does not want to put himself to the
test because he is afraid to be found wanting. He is afraid to know
himself and to be known, and if he cannot overcome this fear,
he does at last become in reality what he imagines himself to be,
impotent before life, helpless in the face of conquest, incapable
of loving, and so unable to win love for himself. A failure as a
human being,.

The person who will not take any risk to enter into contact with
others, to pay his part of the debt of human conflict and suffering,
inhibits his capacity for love, until it actually becomes so weak
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are more than he can stand up to unafraid. He is asked to hide:
every natural feeling, and to bring a good face to the world—
the horrible little world into which he has suddenly been flung,
while he is still quivering inwardly from the separation from his
home, his parents and his babyhood. All the “tests” are designed
expressly to show what he is trying to hide—that he is a milksop
and a coward; and because he already believes the falsehood
that to be sensitive and to be afraid is to be a coward and a failure,
it becomes his great object to hide the shame of being himself.

The same pattern goes on when the child must go into the
world of adult life. In our civilization, entering into manhood
means again being put to a test which is far beyond a test of
nature, and demands unnatural qualities. The young man or
woman is faced now with his personal conquest of the material-
ism, the callousness and the false values of the world; and he is
still crippled by his delusions—his fear of being afraid, his fear
of being unable to shoulder responsibilities, his fear of failing
in the drastic tests that must come to every man and woman who
falls in love, and above all his fear of being stripped of his
garments and revealed as he imagines himself to be, impotent in
the face of life, incapable of the fullness of living which is the
expression of love. The ego-neurotic shrinks from life and refuses
to take risks, because he is unwilling to put himself to the
test.

Until he is put to the test, terrible though his doubt is—his
secret lack of self-confidence and self-esteem—it still is a doubt; it
is not a certainty. He prefers to forgo the fullness of life, rather than
risk the final humiliation of knowing himself as a failure for
certain.

He is afraid to know himself and to be known. To this fear love
is the ultimate challenge. For the first condition of love is the
total surrender of the secret of self. To love is to know and to be
known. Love reveals to himself, and to her whom he loves, exactly
what a man is; it reveals also his potentialities, his power to
suffer, his capacity for responsibility and for joy, his ability for
self-sacrifice.

The attempt to escape from the self-revelation and self-knowl-
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and simply onto a physical plane, but with the most baffling in-
tricacies of mental, spiritual and hereditary forces behind it, not
to mention complications of environment and education. Thus
we have those young men who, without an obvious motive,
commit suicide on their wedding eve.

Again there are many homosexuals who have become so be-
cause they were unable to risk the self-sacrifice which is involved
in meeting the far greater responsibility of natural love.

Homosexuality, like scrupulosity, is a very big and complicated
subject, which it is impossible to explore thoroughly in any book
that is not devoted solely to it. The belief which used to prevail
that there is what Edward Carpentier described as an “Inter-
mediate Sex”—made up of persons in whom the sexes are so
intermingled that they may be said to be, psychologically, both
man and woman—is denied by most modern schools of psy-
chology. They insist that homosexuality, like other abnormalities
and neuroses, can always be traced to early, perhaps infantile,
experience, and therefore can usually be cured by psychoanalysis.
There is a surprisingly high number of recorded cures to support
this theory, but it is nevertheless not yet proved.

I am inclined to the view that there are many causes of homo-
sexuality, and that there are rare, very rare, cases when sex is so
intermingled that—though this is an unnatural thing in itself—
it may be a particular individual’s nature to combine the two sexes
in himself in the way that makes him homosexual. I do not mean
merely that the man and woman are both in him, for this applies
" to everyone; everyone who is normal has ingredients of both man
and woman in him, usually well balanced against each other.
The type of homosexuality I speak of is one in which the psyche,
the whole invisible part of the person, his or her mind and char-
acter and emotions, belong to one sex, and his or her body to the
other. Thus one meets a woman who has unquestionably a man’s
psyche; or the reverse, a man with a woman’s psyche. It is true
that in this case there are usually masculine characteristics in the
woman’s body, and feminine ones in the man’s; but I think that
these are largely developed through the influence of the psyche,
and of course accentuated by the manner of dress. Just as a
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measure in which he demands it, causes him to suffer—the one
thing he is trying to avoid.

In extreme cases he imagines that in everything the other person
says or does not say, there is an expression of the contempt which
he really feels for himself. It is noticeable that nearly every per-
secution mania begins in self-persecution.

Almost more pitiful is the person who always tries to placate;
who, in order to be liked, always flatters others; who makes him-
self servile in order to be indispensable.

Once the suffering that is hidden in this need for reassurance
is understood, many things that seemed ludicrous and grotesque
in human nature are seen in their real pathos. It is very often the
cause of promiscuity and immorality. Your Don Juan who at-
tempts to seduce woman after woman is not necessarily the great
lover he would like to be; he may well be the man who cannot
love and who is driven by his tormenting fear that his power of
attraction is failing too.

Girls and women who secretly doubt that anyone could love
them for themselves are often willing to have “love affairs” with
as many men as they can, only to keep the illusion that the
physical pleasure they can oxer wins them some kind of love, and
is some salve to their vanity.

A further peculiarity of humiliated human beings is that they
are unable to believe in the reality of another’s love if they have
it, and while on the one hand they are continually asking for
reassurance, on the other hand they refuse to believe it when it
is given. Once again aggression creeps in, for convinced as they
are that they are in fact unlovable, unesteemable, they attribute
ulterior motives to those who proffer love to them.

Thus the person who has forced his service and his flatteries on
another, will turn on him in the end and declare that he is
exploited; the girl who has used her body to attract will upbraid
the man who has succumbed to her, on the grounds that he has
treated her as an unpaid prostitute; and equally, married ego-
neurotics will declare that their husband or wife has just such
motives and no real love. In plain words the humiliated egoist
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everyone else. The surrender of the secret of self is the condition
for the potency of every kind of human giving and taking of love.

Fear of risk, of self-surrender and self-revelation, operates in
the same way on intellectual, spiritual and artistic levels as it does
on emotional levels. Many pictures are not painted, many sculp-
tures are not made, many books are not written, because the men
and women who could have created them cannot bear to face
themselves stripped naked in their work, or allow others to gaze
upon the humiliating secret of self.

Again and again they escape, just as the victim of scrupulosity
escapes from self-seeing, through a destructive passion for self-
perfection, or a paralyzing state of indecision.

The world is full of brilliant people whose brilliance comes to
nothing, of naturally spiritual people whose spirituality comes to
nothing; of people who spend their whole lives searching for a
motivating ideal or faith, but who, in order that they may delay
their surrender to it indefinitely, cultivate and foster a never-
ending series of intellectual doubts and difficulties, because belief
inevitably weds thought to action, commits the believer to the
risk of love, and forms in him, as the flower is formed in the bud,
a pattern of irrevocable decisions for the future.

Pierre Janet writes: “We have within us special forms of
activity whose precise purpose it is to constitute new tendencies
competent to function in the future. Thus the realistic tendencies
which comprise will and belief, organise tendencies to action. To
take a decision is to organise a particular grouping of actions and
words, to organise it so strongly that it becomes capable of func-
tioning regularly for years to come.

“To believe something is nothing else than to form the decision
that we shall act in a certain way when certain circumstances
arise.”®

The real cause of frustration, of the lack of fulfillment and the
failure of human beings as human beings, is the will not to suffer.

In proportion to our willingness to suffer we succeed as human
beings; we fail in proportion to our will not to suffer. This, because

® Pierre Janet, Psychological Healing (London: George Allen and
Unwin).
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stincts, needs, already in conflict. So differently do the saints
react to the same things, however, that we are compelled to look
for some other explanation. All the more so, because the saints
have the same emotions, appetites and drives that other people
have, the same universal inheritance, the same burden of racial
memories and dark and terrible impulses, the same reasons for
being in conflict with themselves.

Moreover, history shows that no saint has ever been canonized
who did not suffer, in an overwhelming degree, those very things
which twist and warp others; yet these same things have had
precisely the opposite effect on their personalities. I speak of
canonized saints, because although there are many saints in
Heaven who have not been canonized, and many saints on earth
who will not be, they are not helpful to this enquiry because we
do not know anything about them.

A canonized saint, on the other hand, can have no secrets. He
has become almost cruelly the possession of all men. He has been
submitted to the most thorough and gruelling examination that
has ever been devised, one beside which trial by the O.G.P.U.
fades into pastel shades. His actions, his words, his motives, his
supernatural experiences have been subjected to microscopic
examination, by theologians, scientists and specialists of every
kind. No Freudian psychiatrist ever brought such withering
cynicism to the visions and ecstasies of the saints as the devil’s
advocate brings. No secret agents have ever competed with those
who remorselessly search out every secret of the saint’s life for
the Vatican.

Quite literally the canonized saint has been stripped of his
garments, weighed and measured and sifted. He has been dis-
sected, reconstructed, buried, dug up, shown up, and even cut up.
In short, we know something about Kim. There is no canonized
saint whose mind is not laid open before us. No case history of a
psychological patient exists which tells more about his conscious
and his subconscious mind, his motives, his drives and impulses,
his words and his reservations, his fantasies and dreams, his
thoughts, his actions and his will. And there is certainly no “case
history” so free from guesswork, so little coloured by any one
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like so many words that are passed to and fro in discussions of

psychology, it has lost its original meaning and gained others. -

Masochism really means deriving sexual satisfaction from having
pain inflicted upon one. )

The followers of Freud who maintain that all human experience
is derived from sex, whether through the repression or expression
of sex, would maintain that even when it is not apparent, the
enjoyment of mental pain, which some people do experience, is
in the true sense masochism, because the mental state is sexual
too; others have come to use the word as simply meaning to enjoy
suffering for suffering’s sake, or for no earthly reason at alll Even
those people who are really moral masochists do not enjoy suffer-
ing for its own sake, but in common with all other neurotics they
choose (often unconsciously) among various sufferings, that one
which may protect them from another which would be more intol-
erable.

This process was well and crudely illustrated by the conscious,
deliberate choice of a schoolboy friend who, in order to avoid the
boredom of spending Christmas with an oversevere guardian
whom he disliked, gave himself a stomach ache, severe enough
to prevent his travelling to the guardian’s house, by taking a
tremendous number of pills. I have known other boys who require
no stimulant but their own wish, to develop fever on the day of
return to boarding school. And I know at first hand from the
doctor concerned, the amazing story of a patient of his (an in-
significant, lonely little woman, in whom no one seemed in-
terested) who, fearing when she was restored to health to lose
even his professional interest, filed great raw patches on her own
flesh with a wood rasp, preferring the pain of this to the feeling
of being nothing to anyone.

It is characteristic of the saint’s willingness to suffer, that it
includes no choice, he does not choose what he will suffer, or take
one suffering to avoid another, or as an indirect means to pleasure.
On the contrary, in his attitude in this, as in all else, is a
tremendous surrender of self. He does not choose suffering at all,
but he accepts it without conditions, because he surrenders him-
self to life and his personal destiny and makes no conditions.
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both are consciously in revolt against society, and choose their
rags.

Or compare the depressing description of St. Gemma Galgani,
in her dowdy black dress and hat, which made her a joke to the
Italian street urchins, with one of those morbidly shy women who
dress in just such a way because they secretly dare not put their
charm to the test.

We cannot spot our saint by his clothes, but neither is it always
easy to know him by his way of thought, or by what he does or
says. There are many things commonly done both by neurotics
and saints, things which we would regard as hysteria, or even
vice, and certainly would be unwilling to tolerate in members of
our own family, and in this we should seldom differ from the
saints’ own relations in their time. There is, for example, flagella-
tion, self-starvation, vagabondage. It is true that the average
hagiographer would give different names to these peculiarities,
but those are the terms that might well be used if it were not
presupposed that we were speaking of saints.

It is not always easy to distinguish between the ways of thought
of saints and lunatics. I have myself been given a most edifying
explanation by a lunatic of how his life was modelled on that of
St. Teresa of Lisieux. In “offering up” (he told me) every detail
in life for the glory of God, he sanctified every “indifferent” action.
Thus he had on three separate occasions been able to make even
so simple and indifferent an act as the swinging of a club holy
(on three occasions he had swung it down on old ladies” heads).

Perhaps most bewildering of all are the saints’ own words con-
cerning guilt, sin and their willingness to suffer. Not only is their
way of expressing themselves often repellent to those who hear
them, but it is not always easy to believe that their words can even
be sincere, unless we are allowed to think that the saint who
utters them is unbalanced.

After years of self-conquest in the religious hfe, St. Teresa of
Avila asserts: “I realize how numerous are my imperfections and
how unprofitable and how dreadfully wicked I am.” And again:
“I am sure that nowhere in the world has there ever been a worse
person than myself.”
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The three commonest results of the will not to suffer are these:
it produces an unbalanced, sometimes even a disintegrated per-
sonality: it impoverishes life by limiting and narrowing experi-
ence; and it paralyzes the capacity for love.

On the other hand, the saints’ willingness to suffer results in
an integrated, balanced personality; it is the doorway to a limitless
variety and magnitude of experience; it liberates the capacity for
love.

Sanctity is the only cure for the vast unhappiness of our
universal failure as human beings.
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almost every other characteristic but this in common, that they
are all turned out, as it were, in one mould, and that a very
inhuman one. They believe that the saints are not subject to the
ordinary weakness of human nature but are free from the tempta-
tions and difficulties of temperament which assail other people.
Further, they think that they are not obliged to struggle for
their immunity but are born as saints, just as small children
sometimes imagine that nuns are born as nuns, complete with
religious habit, rosary and boots.

The saints are and have always been people of every imaginable
type and character, born with every possible heredity and tem-
perament into every possible environment and circumstance.
They have been people of every class and race and colour. They
have been legitimate and illegitimate children, they have been
born to riches and to poverty, to honour and contempt. They
have been ugly and beautiful, crippled and whole. They have
belonged to every trade and profession, followed every imagin-
able vocation. They have been priests and monks and laymen,
contemplatives, labourers, poets, artists, kings and queens and
peasants, and servants. They have been doctors, soldiers, fisher-
men, tradesmen, husbands and wives, mothers and fathers, celi-
bates, virgins and penitents.

Some have already been sanctified in childhood and kept their
integrity, others have been sanctified and died, complete human
beings, while they were still children, others have begun to be
saints in their youth, others only in their maturity. Some have
become saints slowly and after years of perseverance, others
have become saints suddenly and after living dissolute and sinful
lives; one at least became a saint only in the last moment of his
life, the thief upon the Cross.

There is no type, no pattern, which predisposes to sanctity.
Spiritually minded children are not more likely to become saints
than wilful and mischievous ones. Simple, uncomplicated people
are neither more nor less probable than introverted and complex
people. Piety is as full of pitfalls as impiety.

The saints have exactly the same problems as everyone else.
They have to overcome temptations, to control passions, to accept
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lived so long was torn from my side as a hindrance to my forth-
coming marrjage. My heart which held her very dear was broken
and wounded and shed blood. She went back to Africa, swearing
that she would never know another man, and left with me the
natural son I had had of her. But I in my unhappiness could not,
for all my manhood, imitate her resolve. I was unable to bear the
delay of two years which must pass before I was to get the girl
I had asked for in marriage. In fact it was not really marriage
that I wanted—I was simply a slave to lust. So I took another
woman, not of course as a wife; and thus my soul’s disease was
nourished and kept alive as vigorously as ever, indeed worse than
ever, that it might reach the realm of matrimony in the company
of its ancient habit. Nor was the wound healed that had been
made by the cutting off of my former mistress. For there was first
burning and bitter grief; and after that it festered, and as the pain
grew duller it only grew more hopeless.”®

As for his son, he is remembered over all these hundreds of
years, though he died still a boy and had achieved nothing. But
he is remembered as a uniquely lyrical personality, very brilliant
and pure and shining, the impression given by his father in words
that are lit up by love.

Lyrical too the romance, for romance it was, of the marriage
of St. Elizabeth of Hungary and her crusader, Louis, whom she
would kiss on the mouth before all the crowds when he came
home from the crusades.

Surely St. Catherine of Siena was the most effective woman in
history, yet it is not for that that she is so cherished in the minds
of thousands of people today, but because of her friendships,
romantic friendships on their side, with courtiers and poets and
soldiers, and her deep affection for her devoted women friends.

St. Teresa of Avila smiles warmly across the centuries in her
delight in her little pocket-man, St. John of the Cross, while the
love between St. Clare and St. Francis of Assisi is both the most
intensely realistic love that there has ever been between a man
and a woman, and sheer poetry. It could be a story told by Hans
Andersen, for it is told in the shining of snow, in miraculous roses

© The Confessions of St. Augustine; trans. by F. J. Sheed, p. 119.
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love as that word is ordinarily used. It is self-love which has given
a false ring to the beautiful word charity, a false sound and a
false meaning for modern ears, for the characteristics of self-love
are its sharp limits and its strong instinct for self-protection.

The lover of self does indeed appear to love those who love him,
and those who he would say belong to him; he loves those who
help him to keep his self-esteem, who give him a sense of security
or who minister in some way to his pleasure, but every one of
these affections is subjective. He sees no one, knows no one, as a
distinct human being, separate from himself, with his own life to
live, his own work to do, his own soul to make, his secret self. No,
everyone is known to the self-lover only in relation to himself, only
through his relationship to self: “My husband (or wife), my child,
my mother, my friend”—and so on.

The self-lover further limits the radiation of his love by self-
protection. It is impossible to love self and not live in fear; every-
thing is a'threat to self—disease, poverty, death. Even in those
subjective loves that he admits, there lurks the threat of suffering
or loss; he may be bereaved, demands may be made on him of
a nature that will threaten his own well-being. He may be asked

- to give, he may be asked to serve, he may be asked to forgive;
he may be asked for sympathy.

All those things may deprive himself or bring him suffering
which he need not have had. If he gives too much, he may find he
is in want of something. Service may tire him or, if it is to the
sick, contaminate him; forgiveness may force him to see some-
thing through the eyes of another and disturb his complacency;
and sympathy is the worst of all, as this means sharing in
another’s sorrow, a real self-giving, Anything else can be given
without involving self, but sympathy is giving self to suffer some-
one else’s suffering,

The person who really loves self exclusively almost invariably
suffers from an unresolved guilt conflict, guilt which he has never
faced squarely, never admitted to himself, done nothing at all to
expiate; and consequently guilt seeps into all his emotions and
poisons them. Even those subjective loves that he allows him-
self are likely to prove distressing both to himself and the sub-
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son why he cannot see suffering and not be driven to help to
alleviate it, why he must give to the poor without counting what
he gives, and must tend the sick with his own hands, and why
he cannot see pain or grief on the face of a little child and not
make that little child his own, for whom his own interests, and
if needs be his own life, must be given up. He has in himself
.Christ’s heart to love with, he loves with his love, it is Christ in
him who loves.

But also it is Christ that he loves in them. Man’s soul is created
by God in his own image and likeness. But within the Godhead,
the Son is the image and likeness of the Father, so that man’s
soul is created by God in the pattern of his Son. Not only that,
God the Son became man, not merely a human soul, but wholly
man. Because he is the perfection of manhood, the manhood of
all men can but be modelled upon his, so that his image is woven
into our very being as men. Our destiny is to preserve that image
and to develop it into the closest possible resemblance to Christ.
In that sense, Christhood is man’s destiny. We may by sin distort
the image, but not out of all recognition. God, looking at the
worst of men, can see in them what image it is that they have
distorted. So can the saints. Saints cannot see men primarily as
sinners; in sinful men they see Christ on the cross. And they
cannot see men as derelicts, useless, having no worth if they do
not and cannot give something to the state or community; they
can only see them as Christ, down on his face in the dust under
the weight of the cross, needing another man to help him carry it.

“I was thirsty and you gave me not to drink. . .” When we
refuse drink to the thirsty, we are not consciously refusing it to
Christ; we do not see Christ in them. The saint does. The saint’s
love is a cradle and warmth for the infant Christ in every needy
infant, haven and peace for the child Christ in flight in the refugee
children, the orphaned and lost. It is food and drink for the
hunger and thirst of Christ in the destitute; a cloak for the naked
Christ in the shamed and exposed; silence for Christ derided and
mocked in the persecuted; myrrh poured over the dead Christ
in the reprobate and the lost.

It is the vision of Christ in man that enables the saint to do
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that continues in the members of Christ is the crucifixion going
on in man. He cannot live in the world without seeing the crucifix
wherever he looks, and he cannot see the crucifix, the living man,
and not be pierced with the thought that it is he who crucified
Christ. :

This is why in contrast to the lover of self, who seeks only the
company of those who help him to forget his debt to mankind
for his own sins—the prosperous, the outwardly attractive, the
healthy—the saint is constrained to seek those who are disfigured
by the suffering that guilt has brought into the world and who
bleed with Christ’s wounds. It is the comfort of the saints to com-
fort Christ in man. It is precisely because of the character of a
saint’s sorrow for sin that his love for the suffering Christ is
strong and lasting,

As we have seen again and again, subjective sorrow for sin,
the sorrow of self-love, turns a man’s eyes away from God, but the
saint loves God objectively, with Christ’s love, and his sorrow
is not because of a wound inflicted on himself, but because of a
wound inflicted on Christ. He does not turn in to himself to apply
healing balm, but he turns to Christ and pours out his sorrow on
his wounds. And instead of being dragged down and devitalized
by the aching misery of his own sin-conscicusness, the saint is
lifted up into self-forgetting by the knowledge of Christ’s joy in
receiving his sorrow and the saving of his soul, as his own crown.

This love and joy of Christ on the cross it is that Blessed Julian
of Norwich had seen in a vision, when she said “This that I say is
so great bliss to Jesu, that he setteth at naught his travail, and his
passion, and his cruel and shameful death. And in these words
‘If I might suffer more I would suffer more’ 1 saw truly that as
often as he might die, so often he would, and love should never
let him have rest till he had done it. . . . He said not if it were need-
ful to suffer more; but ‘If I might suffer more.” For though it were
not needful and he might suffer more, he would. This deed and
this work about our salvation, was ordained as well as God might
ordain it; it was done as worshipfully as Christ might do it; and
herein I saw a full bliss in Christ; for his bliss should not have
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Chapter Xiv. CHILD, MAN, SOUL

“It was not you that chose me, it was I that chose you” (John 15.16)

MopERN MAN is obsessed by himself, and the obsession is an
unhappy one, for it is really an obsession with his personal failure
as a human being. He is acutely aware of his want of integrity.
He longs to realize himself as a complete human being, but he
does not know how to achieve this. Not unnaturally he is
bewildered by the multiplicity of theories that are continually
increasing about him—theories which contradict each other, and
which impress him chiefly by their obscurity.

Psychiatrists, particularly amateur psychiatrists, have started
to build a tower of Babel, and again the would-be builders are
divided and frustrated by the confusion of tongues. The psycho-
logical jargon that has become part of colloquial speech has
taken on so many different meanings, that for the majority, it no
longer means anything at all. The ordinary man has ceased to
know what he is, or why he is. He has even ceased to know what
man is; he may be a kind of monkey or he may be a kind of god,
or he may be merely a wild confusion of tortured psychological
processes.

He thinks that his bewilderment is caused by lack of knowl-
edge about himself, but here man is wrong; the real source of
his bewilderment is lack of knowledge about God. .

It is true that in order to achieve an integrated personality
man must have some true knowledge of himself, but he cannot
get this knowledge by introspection, or self-analysis. Indeed the
more an individual concentrates on himself, gazes into himself, the
less does he know himself as he is. The only way in which any
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When a man fastens this craving onto some other being, either
because he does not know God, or because he does not know that
only God, who created his need, can fill it, the result is neurosis.
It must be remembered here, that many self-consciously “spir-
itual” people do not know God, because their spirituality tends to
continual self-examination, which like all self-obsession blinds
one to God. I am speaking not of theoretical knowledge of God,
but of the direct knowledge which comes by living experience.

When a man fastens this craving onto himself, it results in
grotesque and horrible shapes, leading sometimes to crime and
sometimes to madness. In spite of these tragic facts, the nature of
man’s craving, which is stripped naked in neurosis and insanity,
points straight to the basic realities of human nature, and to the
secret of its healing.

What is it that the neurotic invariably demands? It is to be
loved inordinately, to be the absorbing and exclusive object of
someone’s love, to be loved unreasonably and in fact illimitably,
and for himself alone! Again, he asks to be treated like an ir-
responsible child, one to whom everything is given and from
whom nothing is asked in return. And the most striking and-fre-
quent characteristic of criminals and of lunatics? Surely, personal
aggrandizement.

It is only because his desires are not centred upon God that
they wreck a man, for what the neurotic asks is exactly what man
was created for; to be loved illimitably, to be loved not for any
particular quality or act of his own, but because God made him
only that he might love him with infinite, inexhaustible loye. The
only meaning and purpose of his existence is to be loved. The
neurotic is broken, but he is broken on the rock of truth, for he
is in fact infinitely loved. If he were not, he would cease to be-

Again, man is, and is meant to be a child, to whom everything
is given, and that certainly without return, for man has nothing
and is nothing, excepting that which the Father gives him and
makes him.

As to aggrandizement, the poor lunatic who thinks that he is
God comes far closer to realizing what he is made for than the
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man’s true destiny is to be a Christ, and therefore that his glory
is not only not inconsistent with humility on earth, but is crowned
by it.

The beginning of integrity is not effort, but surrender; it is
simply the opening of the heart to receive that for which the heart

is longing. The healing of mankind begins whenever any man
ceases to resist the love of God.
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with a spoon, trying, less successfully than real babies, to learn
to talk.

There are countless other cases of regression even more tragic,
because the sufferer is frightened, and in proportion to his
fright he is violent. The child in him, who has taken control, to
whom he has surrendered his whole personality, his whole will,
is a frightened child, and a frightened child is an aggressive one.
He wants and tries to use violent means to assert his will; because
he is little and powerless he will do all that he can to force his
wishes upon those who can grant them.

Witness an infant kept waiting for his feed; he will not croon
softly and smile for it, he will open his mouth and scream, he
will go red in the face and beat the air with his fists; he would
like to beat something more vulnerable than the air. It is because
he feels powerless that he uses violence, and only because he is
little that his violence is powerless.

Angry little children shout out “I will kill you!”, and so they
might if they were able to, for they mean what they say. They
have not learnt to overcome obstacles by reason or skill, they have
not the least idea of the value of human life, they do not realize
that, having killed you once, they will not have the satisfaction of
doing it again. The fairy-stories given to the dear little child
by his gentle maiden aunt really tell us what is in his own heart,
for that is their real birthplace, and there they would be con-
ceived and told and retold if they were not put into his hands.
They give him ample opportunity of identifying himself with the
killer, who is always the hero of the story, always the most loved
character in it, and who always kills someone enormously bigger
and more powerful than himself, a giant or a dragon; and mark
this, the giant or the dragon usually has not one head to be cut
off but several, and so can be killed several times.

In the regressed adult, frightened by the many-headed monster
of civilization, or his own environment, or whatever it may be,
you have the most dangerous person imaginable: the unreasoning
child who stamps and screams in the nursery “I will kill youl”
is not now helpless, though his feeling of helplessness is still the
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It is in the light of God radiating from his parents that a little child
can develop the perfection and power of childhood. This is on the
natural plane; I am not speaking in terms of mysticism or miracles,
but in terms of nature, of the natural, and normally inevitable,
psychological process in human nature.

For very much longer than most people realize, the child is one
with his mother, for long after birth has severed the physical
union the child’s psyche (which means all the invisible parts of
his nature) is united to his mother’s soul. The mother’s soul is the
natural environment of the little child’s psyche, in which, given
the right conditions, the loveliness of essential childhood can un-
fold from the seed and grow towards its flowering.

From time immemorial, humanity has known the earth to be the
symbol of motherhood. Not only the mother’s body, but her soul
too, is like the earth. In it the child’s psyche can grow. But only
if the mother’s soul, like the earth, is penetrated by light, and
saturated by the living water of life. She has no direct power to
give life. It is the man, the husband, who can give natural life;
the man, the priest, who through the sacraments can give super-
natural life. In the supernatural order, the priest, through the
power of his priesthood, is the giver of Christ’s life. It is he who
can change bread and wine to the living Christ, to be the life-
giving food of mankind. He who can give the life of Christ in
Baptism, and who can even give back life to the soul that is dead
by the words of absolution.

In the physical union of man and woman in the natural plane
it is the man who gives the seed of life, the woman who is fer-
tilized by it. He is the seed, she is the earth. But it is in the woman
that the life that is given grows, and we learn from the earth that
rest and darkness and secrecy are essential for the growth of life.

Christ made no exception of himself. Indeed nature itself is only
an imitation of him. He gave the whole world life, by plunging
his own light into the darkness of his Mother’s womb.

The man may be compared to the sun. If he is one with Christ,
he will radiate, not his own light, but the light of God from his
soul. Here we touch upon the glory of marriage. It is not only the
giving of natural life, but also of supernatural life. The husband’s
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them as fearfully and pitifully as if they were his only guarantee
of life.

It is a matter of awareness. He is unaware of the invisible
world. To him, only the most perishable things are security, be-
cause only the most perishable things are reality.

Even on the superficial plane, the child whose environment is
materialism is liable to grow up a colourless, visionless human
being. He is likely to bring an attitude of anxiety and fear to life.

A child’s natural inheritance is of the invisible world, his right
and his necessity is wonder and mystery. In everyone’s “uncon-
scious” there are, besides the terrible shadow of evil, depths upon
depths of mystery, of knowledge, and of the accumulated beauty
of the ages of mankind.

In overcivilized men, materialists above all, the whole of that
force of spiritual life is inhibited; they have repudiated it com-
pletely, But in primitive people and children it is much closer to
conscidusness, it is the unguessed motivating power of much that
they do, the secret of many of their incommunicable joys and
SOITOWS.

Every child born into the world inherits original sin from his
parents with all its resulting conflict and darkness, the guilt and
potential suffering which Jung has named the shadow. But he also
inherits the structure of his brain that has been formed by the
experience, not only of darkness, but of light, by generation after
generation of human beings; the experience of humanity of which
Christ is the pattern, and which has been indwelt by Christ in
individual after individual. ‘

Man does not inherit his Christ-consciousness, that comes to
each individual from his own personal response to Christ’s action
upon him; but he inherits a humanity which can be compared
to the bed of a great river, shaped as it is by the continual flow-
ing of the water through it, so that only a reversal of nature
could prevent it from flowing on in the same channels. This river
is a symbol of the great stream of memory, tradition, emotion, de-
sire and fear that has motivated mankind through the ages, flow-
ing through the individual heart of every man, shining from the
touch of Christ, but muddy from the touch of man. Like the
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sciousness reassurance will come to him in his need, and he will
know in secret the security of the strong arms that first encircled
him and of the first love that fostered his life.

How often flickers of beauty drift into our consciousness, un-
recognized as memories, and not only in dreams. We do not know
where they come from, or why—seeming such trifling things, and
so evasive that we can never quite lay hold of them—they yet stir
us so profoundly. Indeed in a mysterious moment, that seems no
more than a moment of nostalgia for an already half forgotten
dream, the whole course of our life may be changed. We may
hardly know what it is, what memory came to us hidden in the
flicker of flames on the wall, in the sound of bells ringing across
the fields, or the glimpse of the tea-table through the window of
a lamp-lit room; yet it has restored us to the simplicity which
we had supposed our complex maturity had lost for ever.

What gives these fragmentary and subtle experiences their
extraordinary effectiveness? Surely the fact that they are forgotten
memories, the earliest tenderness, the earliest delight opening
their secret flowers again in the secret places of our soul.

We go through life with dark forces within us and around us,
haunted by the ghosts of repudiated terrors and embarrassments,
assailed by devils, but we are also continually guided by invisible
hands, our darkness is lit by many little lames, from night lights
to the stars. Those who are afraid to look into their own hearts
know nothing of the light that shines in the darkness.

God’s dealings with man have had their effect on the uncon-
scious, the story of Creation, of course, and the eternal Christ.
Naturally evil is there too, since man has brought Satan into the
story, but as well as evil, there are aeons of light. The child of
materialists is taught to inhibit all this mystery and beauty at an
early age, and at the same time to blind himself to the evil in
himself. Neither is he taught about God, for the parents cannot
teach what they do not know. It is hardly surprising that he grows
up a spiritually feeble, colourless man, lacking the qualities that
are in the vital child, who knows God—a certain divine reckless-
ness, a delight in the freely given loveliness of the world, and
trust that overcomes fear.






Chapter Xvi. THE CHILD IN GOD

“One secret at least had been revealed to her, that beneath the thick
crust of our actions the heart of the child remains unchanged, for the

heart is not subject to the effects of time.”—FRANGOIS MAURIAC,
Thérése®

WE LIvE in a world of disenchantment, but there can be few who
have not at some time or other experienced that sudden poignant
sharpening of awareness which reveals the sheer loveliness of our
environment, a loveliness we had been blind to before.

Sometimes there is an obvious cause: we are looking at our
childhood’s home for the last time; or our little street has been
threatened with destruction, and now, after last night’s bombing,
it is still there, but seen for the first time; or we ourselves are
threatened, by parting or by death: we shall not see this familiar
street many more times.

But more often there is no explanation at all. We got up in
the morning as blind and insensitive as before, and suddenly, like
the unpredictable breath of the Spirit, the wonder of the world
we live in is upon us. We see. We see the dearness of the little
drab houses, the pathos of the two crooked chimneys that lean
together, the purity of the flowering weed growing on the ash
heap, the blue of the sky above the chimneys. It is as if we have
dimly experienced something like Tabor; we have seen the in-
visible in the visible, touched the intangible in the tangible, felt
the inexpressible loveliness of the supernatural world within the
natural one.

To a child this is not a passing experience, but the commonplace
of every day. If he is a real child, in whom the essential qualities

© (New York: Henry Holt, 1947).
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Adults for the most part imagine that it is only from the
brightly illustrated books that the child learns fairy-stories; but
they are wrong; they are already present to him in his uncon-
sciousness, which is not only his own unconsciousness but that of
all children of all races and all time; and among children I include
primitive peoples of any age who keep the quality of childhood
and are influenced, as children are, by the symbols of mythology
and, as children do, see personality and individuality in every-
thing, in wind and water and trees and all else.

Many adults, especially those who are materialists, try to deny
their children experiences of sorrow or fear, and the knowledge
of evil. They sometimes realize the terrible character and ter-
rifying themes' of many traditional fairy-stories, though more
often they have forgotten them and innocently hand the books to
their children, who having been kept in ignorance of the fact of
death, turn over the pages until they come to the Babes in the
Wood lying dead in each other’s arms, while the birds cover them
with leaves; or Snow White in her crystal coffin surrounded by
the little gnomes in their peaked red caps and patched breeches,
red-nosed and red-eyed from weeping. Or while the parents
congratulate themselves on the child’s quietness, he is in the
corner relishing every word of the horrible story of Blue Beard!

But even if the child is denied the book, the fairy-stories will
invade his secret soul and give him those tremendous experiences
to which he has a right and which he inherits from all childhood.
He must walk into the tangled and enchanted woods and
there, lost among the shadows and mists under the tall trees,
encounter witches and wolves, magicians and gnomes. He must
be led by a compelling spirit of adventure out onto the invisible
plains and wildernesses, where he will meet the dragons that
breathe fire and have seven lives: and climb the steep cliff to
the enchanted castles where the giants await his challenge, and
smelling his human blood from far off, lick their lips and mutter
with muttering that comes to him like the rumbling of thunder.

Moreover, he must find the tiny things of magic, the little ones
under a spell: the Frog Prince with his whole polished green body
quaking in the beating of his heart, and his golden crown on his
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heart, from generation to generation; but the deepest meaning of
them always reappears, always emerges from the darkness of the
unconsciousness; they always adumbrate the story of Christ.

It is the story of Christ clothed in the fantasy and symbol that
the child’s heart creates for it, but the deepest meaning and pur-
pose of it is more than fantasy and symbol. It is reality; and it
comes, without any beginning, from Christ in eternity.

Now we see why all the fantasies and symbols, the fairy lore
of all children in all ages, is so alike as to be practically identical.
The story of Christ told in the symbols of the human mind is in
the heart of every child, because every child is made in the image
of the child Christ. Just as it is man’s destiny to be a Christ, so it
is the child’s destiny to be a child-Christ, and Christ is, from his
first human breath to his last, the lover.

It is he who is the Prince who comes clothed like a beggar to
the wretched and lowly human heart, to sue for love; he who
goes out in his youth on the great impulse of the Spirit to meet
and overcome evil; he who destroys the dragon whose seven
heads are all the sins, and comes wearing his wounds like jewels
to make the poor, suffering, needy and 1gnoble human race his
bride.

The child, because he is made in the image of the Christ-child,
has his inward experience of fear and sacrifice, compassion and
love, by right. No one can take it from him altogether. If people
succeed partially in doing so, they will succeed in the most ter-
rible act possible to a father or mother: they will crucify the
Christ-child in their child, twisting the instincts of divine love
into that other pattern also innate in a human child, the pattern
of evil.

The child who is taught that there is no evil wﬂl still have the
instinct to destroy something, to kill something; and somehow,
sooner or later, he will do it. That which is true of man is equally
true of the child; he is only safe when he is consciously fighting
the evil within himself. He must know it exists, recognize it, and
face it; he must go out to meet it. In him as in man, the Kingdom
of Heaven must suffer violence.

So the real child is aware of more worlds than one. He is aware
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anxiety, that a direct attack is doomed to failure. Friends tell
him to “pull himself together” and to “use his will”; but as the only
method he knows of for using his will consists of an act of violence
to himself which he has not the spiritual force to sustain, the
result is destructive, The fact is that no one can depend upon
himself; and equally, no one can depend permanently on another
human being,

Everyone needs to depend on someone who has qualities which
are not to be found in any human being. He must have absolute
power—power over life and death. He must be always and every-
where present and accessible. He must have illimitable love for
oneself, and for those whom one loves. Short of any of these
assets he is useless. A friend may indeed be a rock of strength
and ready to go down into the depths with us, but he is actually
as powerless as we are in the face of the immensities of fate. A
father may have the most devoted love, but he too is powerless
before life and death; he can only be in one place at a time, and
he is not immortal.

In fact if we are are anxious, all those we love aggravate our
anxiety instead of easing it, for we centre a]l our exaggerated
fears upon them.

- A pity beyond all telling
Is hid in the heart of love:
The folk who are buying and selling
The clouds on their journey above
The cold wet winds ever blowing
And the shadowy hazel grove
Where mouse-grey waters are ﬂowmg
Threaten the head that I love.®

Anxiety makes every circumstance intolerable and every
affection a torture. It is equally destructive of supernatural life;
its victims even approach the sacraments in fear of an endless
variety of trifling possibilities which may turn their sacrament
to sacrilege.

Now we see the function of the child in man. It is to trust the

° W. B. Yeats, “The Pity of Love” in Collected Poems (New York: Mac-
millan, 1933).
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they are old: the ache of an old wound wearies, it has a long,
long accumulation of fatigue behind it. The anguish of an old
sorrow corrodes, it sinks deeper and deeper in, and gradually
saturates more and more of our thought and saps more and more
of our vitality: and old sins are unimaginably destructive. People
have the curious delusion that the guilt of a sin committed long
ago and unconfessed, grows less with time; but the truth is it
acts in the soul as a slow poison does in the body, spreading a more
and more misplaced and dissipated guilt feeling all over the
personality, until every pleasure is overshadowed by vague
anxiety or fear. Sometimes the end is despair and insanity.

The child is always new, childhood is new, and to the child
the world is new every day. He has no past, except the ever
present past of all childhood; he has no apprehension about the
future: he lives in the eternal—now. Old sin does not remain in
a child; he has the humility that confesses and knows the imme-
diate joy of the Father. By his very nature he is new. The Christ-
child in man is the continual renewal of life, of joy, of the capacity
for joy, of trust.

Because the world is always new to a child, and every lovely
thing in it, every pleasure, every experience of love, is new to
him, he is never bored or blasé or dependent on material things
for his delight. He cannot help retaining the sense of wonder, he
cannot help keeping the poet alive in the man whom he inhabits.
He is the echo through all time of the cry of the young Christ,
of birth and resurrection: “Lol I make all things new.”

It is not only at the beginning of adult life that the child is
necessary for man’s integrity. In the beginning, the child gives him
the trust in the Father which in turn gives him the courage to face
the world, to overcome obstacles and to wrestle with evil, to dare
to live and to dare to love.

In mature life—with more responsibilities and with the inevi-
table loss of many on whom he tried to depend; with more
puzzling sorrows; with many seeming injustices to accept, and
with the early natural sense of wonder wearing out—the child
is again his renewal and trust and the secret of maintaining his
joy and zest in living,
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has no finality for him. Eternal life, the unfailing love of the
eternal Father, the new world of loveliness that it gives to him
daily, these things are real to him.

The child in the adult will not make the adult callous and fool-
hardy, but it will give him just that strange crystalline hardness
that makes him able to suffer even cruel circumstances without
being made incapable of recovery and new joy. It will make him
able to enjoy life in poverty if need be, and to accept bereavement
without being completely broken by it. As the child is restored
in him, he will cease to be overcome by anxiety, and even as he
grows daily to love the world more and to delight in it-more,
he will also become consciously less dependent on it and more
dependent on the Father, who made it for him. He will say: “And
elsewhere, Lord, thou hast laid the foundations of the earth at
its beginning, and the Heavens are the works of thy hands. They
will perish, but thou wilt remain, they will be like a cloak that
grows threadbare, and thou wilt lay them aside, like a garment,
and exchange them for new.”
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There is a type of parent, who has struggled out of real poverty
by hard work, and who in his own boyhood suffered great hard-
ship, who seems to feel that he owes his own children as well as
young people generally a grudge for what he had to endure. He
never ceases to relate stories of his hard lot and his own fortitude,
and seems to resent it if his children enjoy the comparative ease
and comfort that is the fruit of his toill

Some materialists go further than that; they demand that their
children shall either educate themselves by scholarships, or pay
them back for what has been spent on their education when they
begin to earn money. In these circumstances the boy is a ready
prey to feelings of humiliation, which in extreme cases lead to
neurosis.

If he has never been taught the difference between good and
evil, if, as is very frequent, his conscience has not been educated
at all, he will have an “unresolved guilt conflict”—that is to say,
he will have a shallowly buried sense of guilt, for which there
is no obvious cause, and which is ready to fasten onto any
suggestion made to him. The suggestion made to him countless
times a day by the materialism of his parents will be that all his
finer feelings are guilty—above all, unworldliness is guilty—that
the only way he can prove himself is by succeeding in the com-
petition which begins even at school.

How often we read in the newspapers of the tragedy of boys
and university students committing suicide because—so- the
coroners imagine, or say they do—their minds became temporarily
unbalanced by the strain of overwork for an examination. The
strain here does not begin in overwork; it begins in the fearful
importance with which the parents, as well as the school teachers,
charge the result of the examination. It is emotionally charged
out of all reason; on it depends, in the parents’ eyes, not what
the boy knows, but what he is. His failure will be, not so much his
own disappointment, as a shattering grief for the already martyred
father and mother, a new and unbearable source of guilt for the
boy. Consequently, many brilliant but sensitive boys fail, and
many less intelligent but insensitive ones pass with honours.
Examinations are not a test of knowledge or intelligence, of char-












THE SON 193

already discussed, with its pitiful withdrawal from maturity on its
very threshold.

Literature, and especially modern literature, is obsessed by
this theme; it is expressed in writing, as it is in life, diversely, and
through the contradictions that arise out of something which is
innate in man and to which he cannot adjust himself. Sometimes
it is shown as consciousness of insignificance and defencelessness,
sometimes a hostility to all authority, even to divine authority, but
it requires no skill to see the child’s tortured obsession about his
father in it all.

That this is particularly a characteristic of modern literature
points to the fact that there is an increase of this father-son com-
plex in our own days. And that it is the theme that has haunted
writers of genius points to the fact that it is closely related to
something that is universal to the human race. For it is the dis-
tinguishing sign of the work of genius that it expresses the
universal experience of all mankind. -

The artist no less than the saint is destined to be the vessel
through which all the suffering, joy and love of the whole of
humanity are poured. And this destiny is a doom to those who
resist the Christ-life in themselves, since only the power of Christ
can enable a human creature to surrender to so overwhelming a
destiny and not be broken by it. This is the key to the tragic fre-
quency with which genius meets disaster, as well as to the threat
of insanity that haunts it. Again and again the genius cannot carry
the stress, and he breaks down into neurosis, seeks relief in drugs
and alcohol, or succumbs to the exhaustion that follows the
attempt to pit his own individual little emotions against the tor-

' rent of the agelong passions and dreams of the whole human race.

On the one hand we have the swarm of pseudo-artists who are
absorbed in continually refining and polishing a technique,
through which they express only their own peculiarities; they
tend to exclude everyone from their consciousness but a small
clique of admirers, and have no real communion with mankind.
Consequently their art is an ineffective form of neurosis.

On the other hand there is the artist whose voice is the voice
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WE TURN at last from the pitiful figure of man broken and
twisted by guilt, and by his futile efforts to escape from the
suffering of guilt, to man restored to the image of God in which
he was created—the miracle of man inlived by Christ and given
the power of his love. In his presence we no longer sigh after the
lost image of God, but stand amazed before the splendour of the
redeemed man in whom the risen Christ lives on. To become
whole, to live fully, to be in harmony with himself, each individual
must turn his face to God. He must live consciously in the life of
divine love, he must know himself to be in the Being of God.

But now, God takes him and quietly turns his face back to the
earth; very lovingly he reminds man that he cannot love God
without loving his fellow men. Neither is God content that his
little creature, whom he put into the world that was made to be
the cradle of his Son, should despise anything in that world.

He is to remember that his body and the bodies of those he
loves are made from its dust, and he is to delight in the loveliness
of life that flowers in them from that dust. His senses are meant
to delight him in the life of flesh and blood, blossoming into the
softly coloured skin of men and women and children to the
warmth of ivory, of gold and brown, of rose and ebony. He is to
put his hand on the pulse of the human heart and marvel at the
miracle of its beating, he is to realize the beauty and the mech-
anism of the lovely filigree of bones, of the unfathomable mystery
of the human brain and of physical life itself. :

But God has made the dust not only lovely, but holy, for God
has made himself in dust. He has made himself in the substance
of human nature, and he abides in man.

Through the ages Christ lives on in man, and because Christ
is love itself, mature man is a lover, his maturity is love. The
meaning of man’s life on earth is to transmit life through love.
He lives fully only when his living is a giving and interchange of
life; and this, in God’s plan, is not to be done in a vague insub-
stantial way, but through visible, tangible things, through the
profound simplicity of the sanctity of natural love.

In order that we may never forget this, God has locked man’s
salvation in the commonest materials, water, bread, wine and oil.
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give to one another is hidden—but hardly hidden—in ordinary,
common things. It is the bread on the table, the touch of water,
the smell of the newly cut lemon, the grain in the wood, the taste
of wine and food: the flowers in the garden, the flame in the lamp,
the roof and the walls of the home. And it is in fact, invisibly as
well as visibly, sustenance, purification, beauty, and security.

And men give this love to one another through their ordinary
human relationships and the ordinary means by which everyone
communicates what is in his mind or his heart to another, by his
words and his silences, by his labours and his rest, by his caresses
or the withholding of his caresses, by his sympathy and by his
delight in the one he loves.

He gives himself, and in himself Christ, to others, quite literally
with his own hands, just as Christ did on earth himself, when he
took the bread into his holy hands and gave his Body and Blood
in it, to be the life of men.

And the worker becomes the maker, whether he makes some-
thing concrete with his hands, or something abstract with his
thought, or if he simply makes his home from what he earns in his
office. When the maker lives in man, all that he makes is beautiful
with his life, and ultimately the cities that he builds are beautiful,
because they are no longer labyrinths or tombs, prisons and facto-
ries in which men are machines and slaves, but instead they are
the expression of what is in the human heart. A

In the mystery of man’s thought, his likeness to God is manifest,
and man the thinker is inseparable from man the maker; what he
makes is the thought that is in him, it is the word of his love, “the
Word made flesh.”

Man thinks of the woman he loves and his thought becomes the
things that are in his home: the tables and chairs, the bed, the
wooden porringer for the child, the thick thatch and the mown
lawn—into the making of these things the life of the maker flows.

“The woman sews a dress for her child, or mends the man’s
shirt, she kneads and bakes the bread for the family, and her own
life goes into the old patched garment, the little dress and the loaf.

Man thinks of God, and the Cathedral of Chartres grows up
from under the ground and ascends to heaven.
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Every step in the sanctuary is counted, every pace measured.
The vestments clothe man’s emotions in the colours of mourning
and of joy, of the blood of the Lamb, and the snow of Tabor.

The liturgical year moves through seasons of Christ-life as the
natural year moves through seasons of natural life. It imposes a
sweetness of order upon the human heart, measuring its sorrow
and its joy, its waking and its sleep. It prevents man from being
swamped and carried away by the excess of his emotions, and yet
it carries him forward into an immensity of energy infinitely
greater than his own.

It has its winter, its season of Advent, when the seed sleeps in
the virgin Mother, and man knows by faith that he too holds the
seed hidden within him, but without any sign or hint of the
coming sweetness of spring.

Christmas comes. This is the time of newness, and if man has
grown jaded, or if his first awareness of the sheer loveliness of
hife has become blunted, now is the time when he will be made
new.

The cycle moves on to Lent. Man must go into the wilderness
now and come face to face with the shadow. The time of austerity
and fasting has come, the time for the lover to turn his face
steadfastly towards Jerusalem, to know love, not only as the
fire of spring and the music of flutes, but as the strength of the
rock below the grass and the silence in the tomb hewn out of the
rock.

We come now to the season of the Passion and the Crucifixion,
and in it the pattern of love in which man’s completeness is
realized is spread out before us. Christ’s love is shown to us in
its naked realism.

On Calvary we are offered the seamless garment shaped to
Christ’s humanity, and warm with his body. But before we can
put it on we must be stripped, we must be stripped of our delu-
sions, of our fancy dress, of our wishful fantasies. We must be
stripped naked as Christ is on the cross.

In all his loves man longs for union with what he loves, and
above all in the love which is his commonest natural sanctification,
the love between man and woman. But it is this expression of love
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backwards and forward to that single timeless point of consum-
mation.

Because all love is consummated in him, no one who lives in
him can love and not be fulfilled by loving. There are passionate
loves which it seems must be torn out of the human heart, there
are loves which seem to be barren and empty, there are those
which seem to be fruitful only in sorrow, but all this is only
seeming, for no one can love with Christ’s love without consum-
mation. Christ has consummated all our loves.

In the passion of gentleness of the arms nailed back on the
cross was all the restraint, all the tenderness and forbearance, of
all the love of the ages of mankind. In every human love the
drama of the crucifixion is repeated, every surrender to love is a
dying to self, every dying to self is a resurrection. The same pat-
tern of love, the death and resurrection of Christ, is evident in all
manifestations of human love. Love between man and woman is
a litle mystical death, and man wakes from the deep sleep of
that death a new man: his awareness of the morning is the aware-
ness of first love.

When a man has joined his own will with Christ’s and sur-
rendered it to the Father’s will, his life is no longer frustrated by
his withdrawal from suffering, he has accepted all human suf-
fering; he is no longer crippled by anxiety, for the labours he
must undertake, the sorrows he must accept are all means ‘by
which he will transmit life; the suffering of the world is integrated
into his joy, he lives now in the life of love that has overcome
death, and in communion with the whole world.

Jesus said, Wouldst thou love one who never died

For thee, or ever die for one who had not died for thee?

And if God dieth not for man and giveth not himself

Eternally for man, man could not exist, for man is love

As God is love: every kindness to another is a little death

In the Divine Image, nor can men exist except by brotherhood.®

Man’s risen life in Christ is the season of the ripe fruit, the time
of the breaking of bread and the oneness of all men in the bread

® William Blake.
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Thus through the sacraments God brings the communion of
men and the interchange of his life down to the simplest ele-
mentary terms of realism, which is to be the pattern of all our
human relationships, and in giving himself to us, he gives us to
one another.

Christ first gave himself to us in the hands of his virgin Mother,
and so gave her to us, the one being who is the shadowless radi-
ance of God, but wholly and only human, to be with us in every
joy and sorrow of our lives, the comfort and human tenderness
that our weakness needs.

In his Christhood, restored to God, man’s love integrates him
through an ever-growing mystery of joy—the joy of knowing his
own life to be the experience of the joy of God:

Looking upon the face of his child, feeding and clothing it,
laying it down to sleep, waking it in the morning, man knows the
eternal Fatherhood of God for his children; he knows it in his
own heart.

Making the things that are conceived in his mind, out of wood
or stone, or words or sounds, man knows the delight of the
Creator of the world, who is the maker of all things; he knows it
in his own mind.

But the joy of the saint transcends that of all other men. In-
evitably, he is as his divine Lord was, a man of sorrows. But the
joy of all other men, and the glory of all other loves, is as pale as
the flame of a candle in the sunlight, beside the joy of the saint
on earth. For his life is the experience in his own soul of the
unutterable bliss of the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit
in their knowing and loving one another.

When Christ bowed his head and slept the sleep of consum-
mated love, deep in the black bowl of the darkest night arose the
morning star. And when he came forth out of the tomb to the
splendour of his risen life, Christ came forth to ascend to his
Father; the dawn of everlasting day had come silently upon earth,
the spring of immortal life had put forth its flower unnoticed. The

shame and sorrow of Christ with the guilt of the whole world"

upon him had been seen by the eyes of the world, but the ex-
quisite secret of the first breath of his risen life was kept. He went

I






PART FOUR

Illustrations



































































































