THOMAS MERTON

& New Seedsof
/ Contemplation




THOMAS MERTON

New Seeds of Contemplation

This edition is a much-enlarged and revised version of Seeds
of Contemplation, one of the late Father Thomas Merton’s most
widely read and best-loved works. In its original form, the book
was reprinted ten times in this country alone, and has been trans-
lated into more than a dozen languages, including Chinese and
Japanese. Christians and non-Christians alike have joined in
praising it as a notable successor in the meditative tradition of
St. John of the Cross, The Cloud of Unknowing, and the medi-
eval mystics, while others have compared Merton’s reflections
with those of Thoreau.

New Seeds of Contemplation seeks to awaken the dormant in-
ner depths of the spirit so long neglected by Western man, to
nurture a deeply contemplative and mystical dimension in our
spiritual lives. For Father Merton, “Every moment and every
event of every man’s life on earth plants something in his soul.
For just as the wind carries thousands of winged seeds, so cach
moment brings with it germs of spiritual vitality that come to
rest imperceptibly in the minds and wills of men. Most of these
unnumbered seeds perish and are lost, because men are not pre-
pared to receive them: for such seeds as these cannot spring up
anywhere except in the good soil of freedom, spontaneity and
love.”

“. .. destined to go down as one of the great spiritual classics of our century.”
—Francine du Plessix Gray, New Republic

A NEW DIRECTIONS PAPERBOOK NDP337

ISBN 0-8112-0099-X

www.ndpublishing.com

512955
$12.95 USA I' .l H )I
$18.99 CAN 9 1780811"200998



NEW SEEDS OF CONTEMPLATION



By Thomas Merton

THE ASIAN JOURNAL

BREAD IN THE WILDERNESS

THE COLLECTED POEMS
EIGHTEEN POEMS

GANDHI ON NON-VIOLENCE

THE GEOGRAPHY OF LOGRAIRE
THE LITERARY ESSAYS

MY ARGUMENT WITH THE GESTAPO
NEW SEEDS OF CONTEMPLATION
RAIDS ON THE UNSPEAKABLE
SEEDS OF CONTEMPLATION
SELECTED POEMS

THOMAS MERTON IN ALASKA
THOUGHTS ON THE EAST

THE WAY OF CHUANG TZU

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT
ZEN AND THE BIRDS OF APPETITE

About Thomas Merton

WORDS AND SILENCE:

ON THE POETRY OF THOMAS MERTON
by Sister Thérése Lentfoehr

Published by New Directions



New Seeds of
Contemplation

Thomas Merton

A NEW DIRECTIONS BOOK



Copyright © 1961 by the Abbey of Gethsemani, Inc.
Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 61-17869

(1sBN: 0-8112-0009-X)

All rights reserved. Except for brief passages quoted in a news-
paper, magazine, radio, or television review, no part of this book
may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or
mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by any infor-
mation storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing

from the Publisher.

First published clothbound in 1962

First published as New Directions Paperbook 337 in 1972
Published simultaneously in Canada

by Penguin Books Canada Limited

Manufactured in the United States of America

New Directions books are printed on acid-free paper

New Directions Books are published for James Laughlin
by New Directions Publishing Corporation,
80 Eighth Avenue New York roo11

Nihil obstat
James F. Rigney, S.T.D.

Censor Librorum

Imprimatur
Francis Cardinal Spellman
Archbishop of New York

EX PARTE ORDINIS

Nihil obstat
Fr. M. Paul Bourne, O.C.S.0.
Fr. M. Thomas Aquinas Porter, O.C.S.0O.

Imprimi Potest
Fr. M. Gabriel Sortais
Abbot General
April 10, 1961

TWENTY-SEVENTH PRINTING



TU QUL SEDES IN TENEBRIS
SPE TUA GAUDE:

CRTA STELLA MATUTINA




Contents

PreFAcE

AuTHOR'S NOTE

g}

O O O OV b~ W BN

WaaT Is CONTEMPLATION?
Wauat ContEMmpLATION Is Not
SeEEDS OF CONTEMPLATION
Everyraing Tuar Is, Is Hory
TaiNes 1N THER IDENTITY

Pray ror Your Own Discovery
Union anp Division

Sorrrupe Is Nor SepAraTION
WEe Are OnE MaN

A Bopby or Broken Bones
Learn To BE ALoNE

Tue Pure Heart

Tue MoraL TrEoOLOGY OF THE DEVIL
INTEGRITY

SENTENCES

Tue Root or War Is Fear

HerL as HaTrED

Farra

1X

xiil

104
112
123
126



FroMm Farra To Wispom

TraprrioN AND REvoLuTION

Tue MysterY oF CHRIST

Lire v Carist

Tue Woman CLOTHED WITH THE SuN
He Wuo Is Not wita Mk Is acainst ME
Humirity acainst DEspar
FreepoMm unpER OBEDIENCE

Waar Is LiBErTY?

DeracaMENT

MEenTAL PrAYER

DistracTIONS

Tue Girr oF UNDERSTANDING

Tue NicuT oF THE SENSES

JourNEY THROUGH THE WILDERNESS
Tue Wrone FLaAME

RenunciaTION

Inwarp DestrTuTion

SuariNG THE Frurrs oF CONTEMPLATION
Pure Love

Tue GeneraL Dance

131
142
150
158
167
176
180
191
199
203
214
221
225
233
239
245
250
262
268

275
290



Preface

THis is not merely a new edition of an old book. It is
in many ways a completely new book. The full substance
of the former work has been retained, only a sentence
here and there has been discarded. Minor corrections
have been made in the original text, and there have
been very numerous additions. Almost every chapter has
been considerably expanded and several completely new
chapters have been added. The purpose of this revision
was not simply to make a larger book out of a small one,
but to say many new things that could profitably be
added to the old. And there was very good reason for
saying these new things within the context of what was
said before, in a different way.

More than twelve years have passed between the first
and second redactions of this text. When the book was
first written, the author had no experience in confronting
the needs and problems of other men. The book was
written in a kind of isolation, in which the author was
alone with his own experience of the contemplative life.
And such a book can be written best, perhaps only, in
solitude. The second writing has been no less solitary
than the first: but the author’s solitude has been modified
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by contact with other solitudes; with the loneliness, the
simplicity, the perplexity of novices and scholastics of his
monastic community; with the loneliness of people out-
side any monastery; with the loneliness of people outside
the Church. . . .

As a result of this new perspective, many questions
confronted the writer on taking up this old work again.
Not least was the very use of the word contemplation.
It is a misleading word in many respects. It raises great
hopes that are all too likely to be illusory because mis-
understood. It can become almost a magic word, or if
not magic, then inspirational, which is almost as bad.

But the worst disadvantage of the word is that it
sounds like “something,” an objective quality, a spiritual
commodity that one can procure, something that it is
good to have; something which, when possessed, liberates
one from problems and from unhappiness. As if there
were a new project to be undertaken, among all the
million other projects suggested to us in our lifetime: to
become contemplatives.

One of the things that was misleading about the earlier
version of this work is that it seemed to teach the reader
“How to become a contemplative.” That was not the
author’s intention, because it is impossible for one man
to teach another “how to become a contemplative.” One
might as well write a book: “how to be an angel.”

To refuse to use the word contemplation would make
the task of revision impossible. So the book has been
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revised in its own original terms. Explanations have
been added, and the first two chapters of the new book
are devoted to some descriptive notes on the contempla-
tive experience which the reader will peruse at his own
risk.

The first version of the book, without intendirg to be
popular, was read by many. It does not matter whether or
not many read the second version, so long as it reaches
some of the few for whom it is intended. It is not in-
tended for everybody. It is not intended for all religious
people. It is not addressed primarily to Catholics, though
it should be clear that the author has tried, in every case,
to explain difficult matters in language that accords with
Catholic theology.

There are very many religious people who have no
need for a book like this, because theirs is a different kind
of spirituality. If to them this book is without meaning,
they should not feel concerned. On the other hand, there
are perhaps people without formal religious afliliations
who will find in these pages something that appeals to
them. If they do, I am glad, as I feel myself a debtor to

them more than to the others.
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Author’s Note

Tuais is the kind of book that writes itself almost auto-
matically in a monastery. Perhaps that is one reason why
relatively few such books get written. There is too much
passion and too much physical violence for men to want
to reflect much on the interior life and its meaning. Yet
since the interior life and contemplation are the things
we most of all need—I speak only of contemplation that
springs from the love of God—the kind of considerations
written in these pages ought to be something for which
everybody, and not only monks, would have a great
hunger in our time. And that is why I think a volume of
more or less disconnected thoughts and ideas and
aphorisms about the interior life needs no particular
apology or excuse, even though this kind of book may
have become unfamiliar.

If the reader needs any reminder that there exists a
long tradition of such writing, he may consult Pascal’s
Pensées, the Cautelas and Avisos of St. John of the
Cross, the Meditationes of Guigo the Carthusian, or,
for that matter, the Imitation of Christ. But since to
mention such names would seem to suggest a comparison
with the work of great men whom the author would
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never dare to imitate, he simply mentions them to justify
the publication of what is nothing more than a collection
of notes and personal reflections.

These are the kind of thoughts that might have
occurred to any Cistercian monk;* they came to mind
at odd moments and were put down on paper when there
was time, without order and without any special
sequence. They do not cover everything in the interior
life. On the contrary, much is assumed or presupposed.
Everything taught in the Gospel of Christ and the Rule
of St. Benedict, everything accepted by Catholic tradi-
tion about the self-discipline of Christian asceticism is
here taken for granted, and there is no attempt at
apologetics on these points or any others. Much of what
is said has its origin and justification in the writings of
the Cistercians of the twelfth century, especially those of
St. Bernard of Clairvaux, who did most to form the
spirituality of the contemplative Order to which the
author belongs. But those who have made the acquaint-
ance of St. John of the Cross will find that much that is
said about contemplative prayer follows lines laid down
by the Spanish Carmelite. And so this book makes no
claim to be revolutionary or even especially original. We
sincerely hope it does not contain a line that is new to

Christian tradition.
*In the twelve years since this was written and published, not a few
Cistercians have vehemently denied that these thoughts were either

characteristic or worthy of a normal Cistercian, which is perhaps quite
true.
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And that is why the book could have been written by
any monk. It expresses the preoccupations that are more
or less in the minds of all contemplatives—allowing for
differences of temperament and personality. It has no
other end or ideal in view than what should be the
ordinary fulhllment of the Christian life of grace, and
therefore everything that is said here can be applied to
anyone, not only in the monastery but also in the world.

The book does not claim, either, to be a work of art.
Practically anybody else with the same interests might
possibly have written it much better. The fact that this
author happens to have written it does not make much
difference one way or the other, either for better or, we
hope, for worse. For this is the kind of book that achieves
an effect that is not and cannot be controlled by any
human author. If you can bring yourself, somehow, to
read it in communion with the God in Whose Presence
it was written, it will interest you and you will probably
draw some fruit from it, more by His grace than by the
author’s efforts. But if you cannot read it under these
conditions, no doubt the book will be at least a novelty.
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NEW SEEDS OF CONTEMPLATION



1 What Is Contemplation?

CoNTEMPLATION is the highest expression of man’s in-
tellectual and spiritual life. It is that life itself, fully
awake, fully active, fully aware that it is alive. It is spirit-
ual wonder. It is spontaneous awe at the sacredness of
life, of being. It is gratitude for life, for awareness
and for being. It is a vivid realization of the fact
that life and being in us proceed from an invisible,
transcendent and infinitely abundant Source. Con-
templation is, above all, awareness of the reality of
that Source. It knows the Source, obscurely, inexplicably,
but with a certitude that goes both beyond reason and
beyond simple faith. For contemplation is a kind of
spiritual vision to which both reason and faith aspire,
by their very nature, because without it they must always
remain incomplete. Yet contemplation is not vision be-
cause it sees “without seeing” and knows “without know-
ing.” It is a more profound depth of faith, a knowledge
too deep to be grasped in images, in words or even in
clear concepts. It can be suggested by words, by symbols,
but in the very moment of trying to indicate what it
knows the contemplative mind takes back what it has
said, and denies what it has affirmed. For in contempla-
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tion we know by “unknowing.” Or, better. we know
beyond all knowing or “unknowing.”

Poetry, music and art have something in common
with the contemplative experience. But contemplation
is beyond aesthetic intuition, beyond art, beyond poetry.
Indeed, it is also beyond philasophy, beyond speculative
theology. It resumes, transcends and fulfills them all, and
yet at the same time it seems, in a certain way, to
supersede and to deny them all. Contemplation is always
beyond our own knowledge, beyond our own light, be-
yond systems, beyond explanations, beyond discourse,
beyond dialogue, beyond our own self. To enter into the
realm of contemplation one must in a certain sense die:
but this death is in fact the entrance into a higher life.
It is a death for the sake of life, which leaves behind all
that we can know or treasure as life, as thought, as
experience, as joy, as being.

And so contemplation seems to supersede and to dis-
card every other form of intuition and experience—
whether in art, in philosophy, in theology, in liturgy or
in ordinary levels of love and of belief. This rejection is
of course only apparent. Contemplation is and must be
compatible with all these things, for it is their highest
fulbllment. But in the actual experience of contempla-
tion all other experiences are momentarily lost. They
“die” to be born again on a higher level of life.

In other words, then, contemplation reaches out to
the knowledge and even to the experience of the trans-
cendent and inexpressible God. It knows God by seem-
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ing to touch Him. Or rather it knows Him as if it had
been invisibly touched by Him. . . . Touched by Hira
Who has no hands, but Who is pure Reality and the
source of all that is reall Hence contemplation is a
sudden gift of awareness, an awakening to the Real
within all that is real. A vivid awareness of infinite Being
at the roots of our own limited being. An awareness of
our contingent reality as received, as a present from God,
as a free gift of love. This is the existential contact of
which we speak when we use the metaphor of being
“touched by God.”

Contemplation is alsc the response to a call: a call
from Him Who has no voice, and yet Who speaks in
everything that is, and Who, most of all, speaks in the
depths of our own being: for we ourselves are words
of His. But we are words that are meant to respond to
Him, to answer to Him, to echo Him, and even in some
way to contain Him and signify Him. Contemplation is
this echo. It is a deep resonance in the inmost center of
our spirit in which our very life loses its separate voice
and re-sounds with the majesty and the mercy of the
Hidden and Living One. He answers Himself in us and
this answer is divine life, divine creativity, making all
things new. We ourselves become His echo and His
answer. It is as if in creating us God asked a question,
and in awakening us to contemplation He answered the
question, so that the contemplative is at the same time,
question and answer.



Tue life of contemplation implies two levels of aware-
ness: first, awareness of the question, and second, aware-
ness of the answer. Though these are two distinct and
enormously different levels, yet they are in fact an
awareness of the same thing. The question is, itself, the
answer. And we ourselves are both. But we cannot know
this until we have moved into the second kind of aware-
ness. We awaken, not to find an answer absolutely
distinct from the question, but to realize that the question
is its own answer. And all is summed up in one aware-
ness—not a proposition, but an experience: “I Am.”
The contemplation of which I speak here is not
philosophical. It is not the static awareness of metaphysi-
cal essences apprehended as spiritual objects, unchanging
and eternal. It is not the contemplation of abstract ideas.
It is the religious apprehension of God, through my life
in God, or through “sonship” as the New Testament
says. “For whoever are led by the Spirit of God, they
are the sons of God. . . . The Spirit Himself gives testi-
mony to our own spirit that we are the sons of God.”
“To as many as received Him He gave the power to
become the sons of God. . . .” And so the contemplation
of which I speak is a religious and transcendent gift. It
is not something to which we can attain alone, by intel-
lectual effort, by perfecting our natural powers. It is not
a kind of self-hypnosis, resulting from concentration on
our own inner spiritual being. It is not the fruit of our

own efforts. It is the gift of God Who, in His mercy,

4



completes the hidden and mysterious work of creation
in us by enlightening our minds and hearts, by awaken-
ing in us the awareness that we are words spoken in
His One Word, and that Creating Spirit (Creator
Spiritus) dwells in us, and we in Him. That we are
“in Christ” and that Christ lives in us. That the natural
life in us has been completed, elevated, transformed and
fulfilled in Christ by the Holy Spirit. Contemplation is
the awareness and realization, even in some sense ex-
perience, of what each Christian obscurely believes: “It
is now no longer I that live but Christ lives in me.”
Hence contemplation is more than a consideration
of abstract truths about God, more even than affective
meditation on the things we believe. It is awakening,
enlightenment and the amazing intuitive grasp by which
love gains certitude of God’s creative and dynamic in-
tervention in our daily life. Hence contemplation does
not simply “find” a clear idea of God and confine Him
within the limits of that idea, and hold Him there as a
prisoner to Whom it can always return. On the contrary,
contemplation is carried away by Him into His own
realm, His own mystery and His own freedom. It is a
pure and a virginal knowledge, poor in concepts, poorer
still in reasoning, but able, by its very poverty and
purity, to follow the Word “wherever He may go.”



2 What Contemplation
Is Not

TrE only way to get rid of misconceptions about con-
templation is to experience it. One who does not actually
know, in his own life, the nature of this breakthrough
and this awakening to a new level of reality cannot help
being misled by most of the things that are said about it.
For contemplation cannot be taught. It cannot even be
clearly explained. It can only be hinted at, suggested,
pointed to, symbolized. The more objectively and scienti-
fically one tries to analyze it, the more he empties it of
its real content, for this experience is beyond the reach
of verbalization and of rationalization. Nothing is more
repellent than a pseudo-scientific definition of the con-
templative experience. One reason for this is that he who
attempts such a definition is tempted to procede psy-
chologically, and there is really no adequate psychology
of contemplation. To describe “reactions” and “feelings”
is to situate contemplation where it is not to be found, in
the superficial consciousness where it can be observed
by reflection. But this reflection and this consciousness
are precisely part of that external self which “dies” and
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is cast aside like a soiled garment in the genuine awaken-
ing of the contemplative.

Contemplation is not and cannot be a function of
this external self. There is an irreducible opposition
between the deep transcendent self that awakens only
in contemplation, and the superficial, external self which
we commonly identify with the first person singular.
We must remember that this superficial “I” is not our
real self. It is our “individuality” and our “empirical
self” but it is not truly the hidden and mysterious person
in whom we subsist before the eyes of God. The “I”
that works in the world, thinks about itself, observes its
own reactions and talks about itself is not the true “I”
that has been united to God in Christ. It is at best the
vesture, the mask, the disguise of that mysterious and
unknown “self” whom most of us never discover until
we are dead.* Our external, superficial self is not eternal,
not spiritual. Far from it. This self is doomed to dis-
appear as completely as smoke from a chimney. It is
utterly frail and evanescent. Contemplation is precisely
the awareness that this “I” is really “not I” and the
awakening of the unknown “I” that is beyond observa-
tion and reflection and is incapable of commenting upon
itself. It cannot even say “I” with the assurance and the
impertinence of the other one, for its very nature is to
be hidden, unnamed, unidentified in the society where

* “Hell” can be described as a perpetual alienation from our true
being, our true self, which is in God.
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men talk about themselves and about one another. In
such a world the true “I” remains both inarticulate and
invisible, because it has altogether too much to say—not
one word of which is about itself.

Nothing could be more alien to contemplation than
the cogito ergo sum of Descartes. “I think, therefore I
am.” This is the declaration of an alienated being, in
exile from his own spiritual depths, compelled to seek
some comfort in a proof for his own existence(!) based
on the observation that he “thinks.” If his thought is
necessary as a medium through which he arrives at the
concept of his existence, then he is in fact only moving
further away from his true being. He is reducing himself
to a concept. He is making it impossible for himself to
experience, directly and immediately, the mystery of his
own being. At the same time, by also reducing God to a
concept, he makes it impossible for himself to have any
intuition of the divine reality which is inexpressible. He
arrives at his own being as if it were an objective reality,
that is to say he strives to become aware of himself as
he would of some “thing” alien to himself. And he
proves that the “thing” exists. He convinces himself: “I
am therefore some thing.” And then he goes on to con-
vince himself that God, the infinite, the transcendent, is
also a “thing,” an “object,” like other finite and limited
objects of our thought!

Contemplation, on the contrary, is the experiential
grasp of reality as subjective, not so much “mine” (which
would signify “belonging to the external self”) but “my-
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self” in existential mystery. Contemplation does not
arrive at reality after a process of deduction, but by an
intuitive awakening in which our free and personal
reality becomes fully alive to its own existential depths,
which open out into the mystery of God.

For the contemplative there is no cogito ("I think”)
and no ergo (“therefore”) but only SUM, I Am. Not in
the sense of a futile assertion of our individuality as
ultimately real, but in the humble realization of our
mysterious being as persons in whom God dwells, with
infinite sweetness and inalienable power.

Obviously contemplation is not just the affair of a
passive and quiet temperament. It is not mere inertia,
a tendency to inactivity, to psychic peace. The con-
templative is not merely a man who likes to sit and think,
still less one who sits around with a vacant stare. Con-
templation is much more than thoughtfulness or a taste
for reflection. Certainly, a thoughtful and reflective dis-
position is nothing to be despised in our world of inanity
and automatism—and it can very well dispose a man for
contemplation.

Contemplation is not prayerfulness, or a tendency to
find peace and satisfaction in liturgical rites. These, too,
are a great good, and they are almost necessary prepara-
tions for contemplative experience. They can never, of
themselves, constitute that experience. Contemplative
intuition has nothing to do with temperament. Though
it sometimes happens that a man of quiet temperament
becomes a contemplative, it may also happen that the
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very passivity of his character keeps him from suffering
the inner struggle and the crisis through which one
generally comes to a deeper spiritual awakening.

On the other hand, it can happen that an active and
passionate man awakens to contemplation, and perhaps
suddenly, without too much struggle. But it must be
said, as a rule, that certain active types are not disposed
to contemplation and never come to it except with great
difficulty. Indeed, they ought perhaps not even to think
about it or seek it, because in doing so they will tend to
strain themselves and injure themselves by absurd efforts
that cannot possibly make any sense or have any useful
purpose. Such people, being given to imagination, pas-
sion and active conquest, exhaust themselves in trying to
attain contemplation as if it were some kind of an object,
like a material fortune, or a political office, or a professor-
ship, or a prelacy. But contemplation can never be the
object of calculated ambition. It is not something we
plan to obtain with our practical reason, but the living
water of the spirit that we thirst for, like a hunted deer
thirsting after a river in the wilderness.

IT is not we who choose to awaken ourselves, but God
Who chooses to awaken us.

CoONTEMPLATION is not trance or ecstasy, nor the hear-
ing of sudden unutterable words, nor the imagination
of lights. It is not the emotional fire and sweetness that
come with religious exaltation. It is not enthusiasm, the
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sense of being “seized” by an elemental force and swept
into liberation by mystical frenzy. These things may
seem to be in some way like a contemplative awakening
in so far as they suspend the ordinary awareness and
control exercised by our empirical self. But they are not
the work of the “deep self,” only of the emotions, of the
somatic unconscious. They are a flooding up of the
dionysian forces of the “id.” Such manifestations can
of course accompany a deep and genuine religious ex-
perience, but they are not what I am talking about here
as contemplation.

Nor is contemplation the gift of prophecy, nor does it
imply the ability to read the secrets of mens’ hearts.
These things can sometimes go along with contemplation
but they are not essential to it, and it would be erroneous
to confuse them with it.

There are many other escapes from the empirical,
external self, which might seem to be, but are not, con-
templation. For instance, the experience of being seized
and taken out of oneself by collective enthusiasm, in a
totalitarian parade: the self-righteous upsurge of party
loyalty that blots out conscience and absolves every
criminal tendency in the name of Class, Nation, Party,
Race or Sect. The danger and the attraction of these false
mystiques of Nation and of Class is precisely that they
seduce and pretend to satisfy those who are no longer
aware of any deep or genuine spiritual need. The false
mysticism of the Mass Society captivates men who are
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so alienated from themselves and from God that they
are no longer capable of genuine spiritual experience.
Yet it is precisely these ersatz forms of enthusiasm that
are “opium” for the people, deadening their awareness
of their deepest and most personal needs, alienating
them from their true selves, putting conscience and per-
sonality to sleep and turning free, reasonable men into
passive instruments of the power politician.

Let no one hope to find in contemplation an escape
from conflict, from anguish or from doubt. On the con-
trary, the deep, inexpressible certitude of the contempla-
tive experience awakens a tragic anguish and opens
many questions in the depths of the heart like wounds
that cannot stop bleeding. For every gain in deep
certitude there is a corresponding growth of superficial
“doubt.” This doubt is by no means opposed to genuine
faith, but it mercilessly examines and questions the
spurious “faith” of everyday life, the human faith which
is nothing but the passive acceptance of conventional
opinion. This false “faith” which is what we often live
by and which we even come to confuse with our
“religion” is subjected to inexorable questioning. This
torment is a kind of trial by fire in which we are com-
pelled, by the very light of invisible truth which has
reached us in the dark ray of contemplation, to examine,
to doubt and finally to reject all the prejudices and con-
ventions that we have hitherto accepted as if they were
dogmas. Hence is it clear that genuine contemplation is
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incompatible with complacency and with smug ac-
ceptance of prejudiced opinions. It is not mere passive
acquiescence in the status quo, as some would like to
believe—for this would reduce it to the level of spiritual
anesthesia. Contemplation is no pain-killer. What a
holocaust takes place in this steady burning to ashes of
old worn-out words, clichés, slogans, rationalizations!
The worst of it is that even apparently holy conceptions
are consumed along with all the rest. It is a terrible break-
ing and burning of idols, a purification of the sanctuary,
so that no graven thing may occupy the place that God
has commanded to be left empty: the center, the ex-
istential altar which simply “is.”

In the end the contemplative suffers the anguish of
realizing that he no longer knows what God is. He may
or may not mercifully realize that, after all, this is a
great gain, because “God is not a what,” not a “thing.”
That is precisely one of the essential characteristics of
contemplative experience. It sees that there is no “what”
that can be called God. There is “no such thing” as God
because God is neither a “what” nor a “thing” but a pure
“Who.”* He is the “Thou” before whom our inmost “I”
springs into awareness. He is the I Am before whom with
our own most personal and inalienable voice we echo “I

”»
am.

* This should not be taken to mean that man has no valid concept
of the divine nature. Yet in contemplation abstract notions of the
divine essence no longer play an important part since they are replaced
by a concrete intuition, based on love, of God as a Person, an object
of love, not a “nature” or a “thing” which would be the object of study
or of possessive desire.
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3 Seeds of Contemplation

Every moment and every event of every man’s life on
earth plants something in his soul. For just as the wind
carries thousands of winged seeds, so each moment brings
with it germs of spiritual vitality that come to rest im-
perceptibly in the minds and wills of men. Most of these
unnumbered seeds perish and are lost, because men are
not prepared to receive them: for such seeds as these
cannot spring up anywhere except in the good soil of
freedom, spontaneity and love.

This is no new idea. Christ in the parable of the sower
long ago told us that “The seed is the word of God.”
We often think this applies only to the word of the
Gospel as formally preached in churches on Sundays
(if indeed it is preached in churches any more!). But
every expression of the will of God is in some sense a
“word” of God and therefore a “seed” of new life. The
ever-changing reality in the midst of which we live
should awaken us to the possibility of an uninterrupted
dialogue with God. By this I do not mean continuous
“talk,” or a frivolously conversational form of affective
prayer which is sometimes cultivated in convents, but a
dialogue of love and of choice. A dialogue of deep wills.
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In all the situations of life the “will of God” comes to
us not merely as an external dictate of impersonal law but
above all as an interior invitation of personal love. Too
often the conventional conception of “God’s will” as a
sphinx-like and arbitrary force bearing down upon us
with implacable hostility, leads men to lose faith in a
God they cannot find it possible to love. Such a view of
the divine will drives human weakness to despair and
one wonders if it is not, itself, often the expression of a
despair too intolerable to be admitted to conscious con-
sideration. These arbitrary “dictates” of a domineer-
ing and insensible Father are more often seeds of hatred
than of love. If that is our concept of the will of God, we
cannot possibly seek the obscure and intimate mystery
of the encounter that takes place in contemplation. We
will desire only to fly as far as possible from Him and
hide from His Face forever. So much depends on our
idea of God! Yet no idea of Him, however pure and
perfect, is adequate to express Him as He really is. Our
idea of God tells us more about ourselves than about
Him.

We must learn to realize that the love of God seeks
us in every situation, and seeks our good. His inscrutable
love seeks our awakening. True, since this awakening
implies a kind of death to our exterior self, we will dread
His coming in proportion as we are identified with this
exterior self and attached to it. But when we understand
the dialectic of life and death we will learn to take the
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risks implied by faith, to make the choices that deliver
us from our routine self and open to us the door of a
new being, a new reality.

The mind that is the prisoner of conventional ideas,
and the will that is the captive of its own desire cannot
accept the seeds of an unfamiliar truth and a super-
natural desire. For how can I receive the seeds of free-
dom if I 4m in love with slavery and how can I cherish
the desire of God if I am filled with another and an
opposite desire? God cannot plant His liberty in me
because I am a prisoner and I do not even desire to be
free. I love my captivity and I imprison myself in the
desire for the things that I hate, and I have hardened my
heart against true love. I must learn therefore to let go
of the familiar and the usual and consent to what is new
and unknown to me. I must learn to “leave myself” in
order to find myself by yielding to the love of God. If I
were looking for God, every event and every moment
would sow, in my will, grains of His life that would
spring up one day in a tremendous harvest.

For it is God’s love that warms me in the sun and
God’s love that sends the cold rain. It is God’s love that
feeds me in the bread I eat and God that feeds me also
by hunger and fasting. It is the love of God that sends
the winter days when I am cold and sick, and the hot
summer when I labor and my clothes are full of sweat:
but it is God Who breathes on me with light winds off
the river and in the breezes out of the wood. His love
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spreads the shade of the sycamore over my head and
sends the water-boy along the edge of the wheat field
with a bucket from the spring, while the laborers are
resting and the mules stand under the tree.

It is God’s love that speaks to me in the birds and
streams; but also behind the clamor of the city God
speaks to me in His judgments, and all these things are
seeds sent to me from His will.

If these seeds would take root in my liberty, and if His
will would grow from my freedom, I would become the
love that He is, and my harvest would be His glory and
my own joy.

And I would grow together with thousands and mil-
lions of other freedoms into the gold of one huge field
praising God, loaded with increase, loaded with wheat.
If in all things I consider only the heat and the cold, the
food or the hunger, the sickness or labor, the beauty or
pleasure, the success and failure or the material good
or evil my works have won for my own will, I will find
only emptiness and not happiness. I shall not be fed, I
shall not be full. For my food is the will of Him Who
made me and Who made all things in order to give
Himself to me through them.

My chief care should not be to find pleasure or success,
health or life or money or rest or even things like virtue
and wisdom—still less their opposites, pain, failure,
sickness, death. But in all that happens, my one desire
and my one joy should be to know: “Here is the thing
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that God has willed for me. In this His love is found,
and in accepting this I can give back His love to Him
and give myself with it to Him. For in giving myself I
shall find Him and He is life everlasting.”

By consenting to His will with joy and doing it with
gladness I have His love in my heart, because my will
is now the same as His love and I am on the way to
becoming what He is, Who is Love. And by accepting
all things from Him I receive His joy into my soul, not
because things are what they are but because God is

Who He is, and His love has willed my joy in them all.

How am I to know the will of God? Even where there
is no other more explicit claim on my obedience, such as
a legitimate command, the very nature of each situation
usually bears written into itself some indication of God’s
will. For whatever is demanded by truth, by justice, by
mercy, or by love must surely be taken to be willed by
God. To consent to His will is, then, to consent to be
true, or to speak truth, or at least to seek it. To obey
Him is to respond to His will expressed in the need of
another person, or at least to respect the rights of others.
For the right of another man is the expression of God's
love and God’s will. In demanding that I respect the
rights of another God is not merely asking me to conform
to some abstract, arbitrary law: He is enabling me to
share, as His son, in His own care for my brother. No
man who ignores the rights and needs of others can hope
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to walk in the light of contemplation, because his way
has turned aside from truth, from compassion and
therefore from God.

The requirements of a work to be done can be under-
stood as the will of God. If I am supposed to hoe a garden
or make a table, then I will be obeying God if I am true
to the task I am performing. To do the work carefully
and well, with love and respect for the nature of my
task and with due attention to its purpose, is to unite
myself to God’s will in my work. In this way I become
His instrument. He works through me. When I act as
His instrument my labor cannot become an obstacle to
contemplation, even though it may temporarily so occupy
my mind that I cannot engage in it while I am actually
doing my job. Yet my work itself will purify and pacify
my mind and dispose me for contemplation.

Unnatural, frantic, anxious work, work done under
pressure of greed or fear or any other inordinate passion,
cannot properly speaking be dedicated to God, because
God never wills such work directly. He may permit that
through no fault of our own we may have to work madly
and distractedly, due to our sins, and to the sins of the
society in which we live. In that case we must tolerate it
and make the best of what we cannot avoid. But let us
not be blind to the distinction between sound, healthy
work and unnatural toil.

In any case, we should always seek to conform to the
logos or truth of the duty before us, the work to be done,
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or our own God-given nature. Contemplative obedience
and abandonment to the will of God can never mean a
cultivated indifference to the natural values implanted
by Him in human life and work. Insensitivity must not
be confused with detachment. The contemplative must
certainly be detached, but he can never allow himself to
become insensible to true human values, whether in
society, in other men or in himself. If he does so, then
his contemplation stands condemned as vitiated in its
very root.
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4 Everything That Is,
Is Holy

DeracuMENT from things does not mean setting up a
contradiction between “things” and “God” as if God
were another “thing” and as if His creatures were His
rivals. We do not detach ourselves from things in order
to attach ourselves to God, but rather we become de-
tached from ourselves in order to see and use all things
in and for God. This is an entirely new perspective
which many sincerely moral and ascetic minds fail
utterly to see. There is no evil in anything created by
God, nor can anything of His become an obstacle to our
union with Him. The obstacle is in our “self,” that is to
say in the tenacious need to maintain our separate,
external, egotistic will. It is when we refer all things to
this outward and false “self” that we alienate ourselves
from reality and from God. It is then the false self that is
our god, and we love everything for the sake of this self.
We use all things, so to speak, for the worship of this
idol which is our imaginary self. In so doing we pervert
and corrupt things, or rather we turn our relationship to
them into a corrupt and sinful relationship. We do not
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thereby make them evil, but we use them to increase our
attachment to our illusory self.

Those who try to escape from this situation by treating
the good things of God as if they were evils are only
confirming themselves in a terrible illusion. They are
like Adam blaming Eve and Eve blaming the serpent in
Eden. “Woman has tempted me. Wine has tempted me.
Food has tempted me. Woman is pernicious, wine is
poison, food is death. I must hate and revile them. By
hating them I will please God. . . .” These are the
thoughts and attitudes of a baby, of a savage and of an
idolater who seeks by magic incantations and spells to
protect his egotistic self and placate the insatiable little
god in his own heart. To take such an idol for God is
the worst kind of self-deception. It turns a2 man into a
fanatic, no longer capable of sustained contact with the
truth, no longer capable of genuine love.

In trying to believe in their ego as something “holy”
these fanatics look upon everything else as unholy.

It is not true that the saints and the great contemplatives
never loved created things, and had no understanding
or appreciation of the world, with its sights and sounds
and the people living in it. They loved everything and
everyone.

Do you think that their love of God was compatible
with a hatred for things that reflected Him and spoke of
Him on every side?
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You will say that they were supposed to be absorbed
in God and they had no eyes to see anything but Him.
Do you think they walked around with faces like stones
and did not listen to the voices of men speaking to them
or understand the joys and sorrows of those who were
around them?

It was because the saints were absorbed in God that
they were truly capable of seeing and appreciating
created things and it was because they loved Him alone
that they alone loved everybody.

SoME men seem to think that a saint cannot possibly take
a natural interest in anything created. They imagine that
any form of spontaneity or enjoyment is a sinful gratifica-
tion of “fallen nature.” That to be “supernatural” means
obstructing all spontaneity with clichés and arbitrary
references to God. The purpose of these clichés is, so to
speak, to hold everything at arms length, to frustrate
spontaneous reactions, to exorcise feelings of guilt. Or
perhaps to cultivate such feelings! One wonders some-
times if such morality is not after all a love of guilt! They
suppose that the life of a saint can never be anything but
a perpetual duel with guilt, and that a saint cannot even
drink a glass of cold water without making an act of
contrition for slaking his thirst, as if that were a mortal
sin. As if for the saints every response to beauty, to good-
ness, to the pleasant, were an offense. As if the saint could
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never allow himself to be pleased with anything but his
prayers and his interior acts of piety.

A saint is capable of loving created things and enjoy-
ing the use of them and dealing with them in a perfectly
simple, natural manner, making no formal references to
God, drawing no attention to his own piety, and acting
without any artificial rigidity at all. His gentleness and
his sweetness are not pressed through his pores by the
crushing restraint of a spiritual strait-jacket. They come
from his direct docility to the light of truth and to the
will of God. Hence a saint is capable of talking about the
world without any explicit reference to God, in such a
way that his statement gives greater glory to God and
arouses a greater love of God than the observations of
someone less holy, who has to strain himself to make an
arbitrary connection between creatures and God through
the medium of hackneyed analogies and metaphors that
are so feeble that they make you think there is some-
thing the matter with religion.

The saint knows that the world and everything made
by God is good, while those who are not saints either
think that created things are unholy, or else they don't
bother about the question one way or another because
they are only interested in themselves.

The eyes of the saint make all beauty holy and the
hands of the saint consecrate everything they touch to
the glory of God, and the saint is never offended by any-

thing and judges no man’s sin because he does not know
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sin. He knows the mercy of God. He knows that his
own mission on earth is to bring that mercy to all men.

WHEN we are one with God’s love, we own all things in
Him. They are ours to offer Him in Christ His Son.
For all things belong to the sons of God and we are
Christ’s and Christ is God’s. Resting in His glory above
all pleasure and pain, joy or sorrow, and every other good
or evil, we love in all things His will rather than the
things themselves, and that is the way we make creation
a sacrifice in praise of God.

This is the end for which all things were made by God.

THE only true joy on earth is to escape from the prison of
our own false self, and enter by love into union with the
Life Who dwells and sings within the essence of every
creature and in the core of our own souls. In His love we
possess all things and enjoy fruition of them, finding
Him in them all. And thus as we go about the world,
everything we meet and everything we see and hear and
touch, far from defiling, purifies us and plants in us
something more of contemplation and of heaven.

Short of this perfection, created things do not bring
us joy but pain. Until we love God perfectly, everything
in the world will be able to hurt us. And the greatest
misfortune is to be dead to the pain they inflict on us,
and not to realize what it is.

For until we love God perfectly His world is full of
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contradiction. The things He has created attract us to
Him and yet keep us away from Him. They draw us
on and they stop us dead. We find Him in them to some
extent and then we don’t find Him in them at all.

Just when we think we have discovered some joy in
them, the joy turns into sorrow; and just when they are
beginning to please us the pleasure turns into pain.

In all created things we, who do not yet perfectly
love God, can find something that reflects the fulfillment
of heaven and something that reflects the anguish of
hell. We find something of the joy of blessedness and
something of the pain of loss, which is damnation.

The fulfillment we find in creatures belongs to the
reality of the created being, a reality that is from God
and belongs to God and reflects God. The anguish we
find in them belongs to the disorder of our desire which
looks for a greater reality in the object of our desire than
is actually there: a greater fulfillment than any created
thing is capable of giving. Instead of worshipping God
through His creation we are always trying to worship
ourselves by means of creatures.

But to worship our false selves is to worship nothing.
And the worship of nothing is hell.

Tue “false self” must not be identified with the body.
The body is neither evil nor unreal. It has a reality that
is given it by God, and this reality is therefore holy.
Hence we say rightly, though symbolically, that the body
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is the “temple of God,” meaning that His truth, His
perfect reality, is enshrined there in the mystery of our
own being. Let no one, then, dare to hate or to despise
the body that has been entrusted to him by God, and let
no one dare to misuse this body. Let him not desecrate
his own natural unity by dividing himself, soul against
body, as if the soul were good and the body evil. Soul
and body together subsist in the reality of the hidden,
inner person. If the two are separated from one another,
there is no longer a person, there is no longer a living,
subsisting reality made in the image and likeness of God.
The “marriage” of body and soul in one person is one
of the things that makes man the image of God; and what
God has joined no man can separate without danger to
his sanity.

It is equally false to treat the soul as if it were the
“whole self” and the body as if it were the “whole self.”
Those who make the first mistake fall into the sin of
angelism. Those who make the second live below the
level assigned by God to human nature. (It would be an
easy cliché to say they live like beasts: but this is not
always true, by any means.) There are many respectable
and even conventionally moral people for whom there
is no other reality in life than their body and its relation-
ship with “things.” They have reduced themselves to a
life lived within the limits of their five senses. Their self
is consequently an illusion based on sense experience
and nothing else. For these the body becomes a source of
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falsity and deception: but that is not the body’s fault. It
is the fault of the person himself, who consents to the
illusion, who finds security in self-deception and will not
answer the secret voice of God calling him to take a risk
and venture by faith outside the reassuring and protective
limits of his five senses.
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s Things in Their Identity

A TreE gives glory to God by being a tree. For in being
what God means it to be it is obeying Him. It “consents,”
so to speak, to His creative love. It is expressing an idea
which is in God and which is not distinct from the
essence of God, and therefore a tree imitates God by
being a tree.

The more a tree is like itself, the more it is like Him.
If it tried to be like something else which it was never
intended to be, it would be less like God and therefore
it would give Him less glory.

No two created beings are exactly alike. And their
individuality is no imperfection. On the contrary, the
perfection of each created thing is not merely in its
conformity to an abstract type but in its own individual
identity with itself. This particular tree will give glory
to God by spreading out its roots in the earth and raising
its branches into the air and the light in a way that no
other tree before or after it ever did or will do.

Do you imagine that the individual created things in
the world are imperfect attempts at reproducing an ideal
type which the Creator never quite succeeded in actualiz-
ing on earth? If that is so they do not give Him glory but
proclaim that He is not a perfect Creator.
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Therefore each particular being, in its individuality,
its concrete nature and entity, with all its own char-
acteristics and its private qualities and its own inviolable
identity, gives glory to God by being precisely what He
wants it to be here and now, in the circumstances

ordained for it by His Love and His infinite Art.

THe forms and individual characters of living and grow-
ing things, of inanimate beings, of animals and flowers
and all nature, constitute their holiness in the sight of
God.

Their inscape is their sanctity. It is the imprint of
His wisdom and His reality in them.

The special clumsy beauty of this particular colt on
this April day in this field under these clouds is a
holiness consecrated to God by His own creative wisdom
and it declares the glory of God.

The pale flowers of the dogwood outside this window
are saints. The little yellow flowers that nobody notices
on the edge of that road are saints looking up into the
face of God.

This leaf has its own texture and its own pattern of
veins and its own holy shape, and the bass and trout
hiding in the deep pools of the river are canonized by
their beauty and their strength.

The lakes hidden among the hills are saints, and the
sea too is a saint who praises God without interruption
in her majestic dance.
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The great, gashed, half-naked mountain is another of
God'’s saints. There is no other like him. He is alone in
his own character; nothing else in the world ever did or
ever will imitate God in quite the same way. That is his
sanctity.

But what about you? What about me?

Unlike the animals and the trees, it is not enough for
us to be what our nature intends. It is not enough for us
to be individual men. For us, holiness is more than
humanity. If we are never anything but men, never any-
thing but people, we will not be saints and we will not
be able to offer to God the worship of our imitation,
which is sanctity.

It is true to say that for me sanctity consists in being
myself and for you sanctity consists in being your self
and that, in the last analysis, your sanctity will never be
mine and mine will never be yours, except in the com-
munism of charity and grace.

For me to be a saint means to be myself. Therefore the
problem of sanctity and salvation is in fact the problem
of finding out who I am and of discovering my true self.

Trees and animals have no problem. God makes them
what they are without consulting them, and they are
perfectly satisfied.

With us it is different. God leaves us free to be what-
ever we like. We can be ourselves or not, as we please.
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We are at liberty to be real, or to be unreal. We may
be true or false, the choice is ours. We may wear now one
mask and now another, and never, if we so desire, appear
with our own true face. But we cannot make these
choices with impunity. Causes have effects, and if we lie
to ourselves and to others, then we cannot expect to find
truth and reality whenever we happen to want them. If
we have chosen the way of falsity we must not be sur-
prised that truth eludes us when we finally come to need
it!

Our vocation is not simply to be, but to work together
with God in the creation of our own life, our own
identity, our own destiny. We are free beings and sons of
God. This means to say that we should not passively
exist, but actively participate in His creative freedom,
in our own lives, and in the lives of others, by choosing
the truth. To put it better, we are even called to share
with God the work of creating the truth of our identity.
We can evade this responsibility by playing with masks,
and this pleases us because it can appear at times to be a
free and creative way of living. It is quite easy, it seems
to please everyone. But in the long run the cost and the
sorrow come very high. To work out our own identity
in God, which the Bible calls “working out our salva-
tion,” is a labor that requires sacrifice and anguish, risk
and many tears. It demands close attention to reality at
every moment, and great fidelity to God as He reveals
Himself, obscurely, in the mystery of each new situation.
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We do not know clearly beforehand what the result of
this work will be. The secret of my full identity is hidden
in Him. He alone can make me who I am, or rather who
I will be when at last I fully begin to be. But unless I
desire this identity and work to find it with Him and in
Him, the work will never be done. The way of doing
it is a secret I can learn from no one else but Him. There
is no way of attaining to the secret without faith. But
contemplation is the greater and more precious gift, for
it enables me to see and understand the work that He
wants done.

The seeds that are planted in my liberty at every
moment, by God's will, are the seeds of my own identity,
my own reality, my own happiness, my own sanctity.

To refuse them is to refuse everything; it is the refusal
of my own existence and being: of my identity, my very
self.

Not to accept and love and do God’s will is to refuse
the fullness of my existence.

If I never become what I am meant to be, but always
remain what I am not, I shall spend eternity contradict-
ing myself by being at once something and nothing, a
life that wants to live and is dead, a death that wants
to be dead and cannot quite achieve its own death be-
cause it still has to exist.

To say I was born in sin is to say I came into the world
with a false self. I was born in a mask. I came into ex-
istence under a sign of contradiction, being someone that
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I was never intended to be and therefore a denial of
what I am supposed to be. And thus I came into ex-
istence and nonexistence at the same time because from
the very start I was something that I was not.

To say the same thing without paradox: as long as I
am no longer anybody else than the thing that was born
of my mother, I am so far short of being the person I
ought to be that I might as well not exist at all. In fact,
it were better for me that I had not been born.

Every one of us is shadowed by an illusory person: a
false self.

This is the man that I want myself to be but who
cannot exist, because God does not know anything about
him. And to be unknown of God is altogether too much
privacy.

My false and private self is the one who wants to
exist outside the reach of God’s will and God’s love—
outside of reality and outside of life. And such a self
cannot help but be an illusion.

We are not very good at recognizing illusions, least
of all the ones we cherish about ourselves—the ones we
are born with and which feed the roots of sin. For most
of the people in the world, there is no greater subjective
reality than this false self of theirs, which cannot exist.
A life devoted to the cult of this shadow is what is
called a life of sin.

All sin starts from the assumption that my false self,
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the self that exists only in my own egocentric desires, is
the fundamental reality of life to which everything else
in the universe is ordered. Thus I use up my life in the
desire for pleasures and the thirst for experiences, for
power, honor, knowledge and love, to clothe this false
self and construct its nothingness into something objec-
tively real. And I wind experiences around myself and
cover myself with pleasures and glory like bandages in
order to make myself perceptible to myself and to the
world, as if I were an invisible body that could only
become visible when something visible covered its
surface.

But there is no substance under the things with which
I am clothed. I am hollow, and my structure of pleasures
and ambitions has no foundation. I am objectified in
them. But they are all destined by their very contingency
to be destroyed. And when they are gone there will be
nothing left of me but my own nakedness and emptiness
and hollowness, to tell me that I am my own mistake.

THE secret of my identity is hidden in the love and
mercy of God.

But whatever is in God is really identical with Him,
for His infinite simplicity admits no division and no
distinction. Therefore I cannot hope to find myself any-
where except in Him.

Ultimately the only way that I can be myself is to
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become identified with Him in Whom is hidden the
reason and fulfillment of my existence.

Therefore there is only one problem on which all
my existence, my peace and my happiness depend: to
discover myself in discovering God. If I find Him I
will find myself and if I find my true self I will iind
Him.

But although this looks simple, it is in reality im-
mensely difficult. In fact, if I am left to myself it will
be utterly impossible. For although I can know some-
thing of God’s existence and nature by my own reason,
there is no human and rational way in which I can
arrive at that contact, that possession of Him, which will
be the discovery of Who He really is and of Who I am
in Him.

That is something that no man can ever do alone.

Nor can all the men and all the created things in the
universe help him in this work.

The only One Who can teach me to find God is God,
Himself, Alone.



6 Pray for Your Own
Discovery

THERE exists some point at which I can meet God in a
real and experimental contact with His infinite actuality.
This is the “place” of God, His sanctuary—it is the
point where my contingent being depends upon His
love. Within myself is a metaphorical apex of existence
at which I am held in being by my Creator.

God utters me like a word containing a partial thought
of Himself.

A word will never be able to comprehend the voice
that utters it.

But if I am true to the concept that God utters in me,
if I am true to the thought of Him I was meant to
embody, I shall be full of His actuality and find Him
everywhere in myself, and find myself nowhere. I shall
be lost in Him: that is, I shall find myself. I shall be
“saved.”

It is a pity that the beautiful Christian metaphor
“salvation” has come to be so hackneyed and therefore
so despised. It has been turned into a vapid synonym for
“piety”—not even a truly ethical concept. “Salvation”
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is something far beyond ethical propriety. The word
connotes a deep respect for the fundamental metaphysi-
cal reality of man. It reflects God’s own infinite concern
for man, God’s love and care for man’s inmost being,
God'’s love for all that is His own in man, His son. It
is not only human nature that is “saved” by the divine
mercy, but above all the human person. The object of
salvation is that which is unique, irreplaceable, incom-
municable—that which is myself alone. This true inner
self must be drawn up like a jewel from the bottom of
the sea, rescued from confusion, from indistinction, from
immersion in the common, the nondescript, the trivial,
the sordid, the evanescent.

We must be saved from immersion in the sea of lies
and passions which is called “the world.” And we must
be saved above all from that abyss of confusion and
absurdity which is our own worldly self. The person
must be rescued from the individual. The free son of
God must be saved from the conformist slave of fantasy,
passion and convention. The creative and mysterious
inner self must be delivered from the wasteful, hedo-
nistic and destructive ego that seeks only to cover itself
with disguises.

To be “lost” is to be left to the arbitrariness and pre-
tenses of the contingent ego, the smoke-self that must
inevitably vanish. To be “saved” is to return to one’s
inviolate and eternal reality and to live in God.
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WaaT one of you can enter into himself and find the
God Who utters him?

“Finding God” means much more than just abandon-
ing all things that are not God, and emptying oneself of
images and desires.

If you succeed in emptying your mind of every
thought and every desire, you may indeed withdraw
into the center of yourself and concentrate everything
within you upon the imaginary point where your life
springs out of God: yet you will not really find God.
No natural exercise can bring you into vital contact
with Him. Unless He utters Himself in you, speaks His
own name in the center of your soul, you will no more
know Him than a stone knows the ground upon which
it rests in its inertia.

Our discovery of God is, in a way, God’s discovery of
us. We cannot go to heaven to find Him because we
have no way of knowing where heaven is or what it is.
He comes down from heaven and finds us. He looks at
us from the depths of His own infinite actuality, which
is everywhere, and His seeing us gives us a new being
and a new mind in which we also discover Him. We
only know Him in so far as we are known by Him, and
our contemplation of Him is a participation in His con-
templation of Himself.

We become contemplatives when God discovers Him-
self in us.
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At that moment the point of our contact with Him
opens out and we pass through the center of our own
nothingness and enter into infinite reality, where we
awaken as our true self.

It is true that God knows Himself in all the things
that exist. He sees them, and it is because He sees them
that they exist. It is because He loves them that they
are good. His love in them is their intrinsic goodness.
The value He sees in them is their value. In so far as
He sees and loves them, all things reflect Him.

But although ‘God is present in all things by His
knowledge and His love and His power and His care
of them, He is not necessarily realized and known by
them. He is only known and loved by those to whom
He has freely given a share in His own knowledge and
love of Himself.

In order to know and love God as He is, we must
have God dwelling in us in a new way, not only in His
creative power but in His mercy, not only in His great-
ness but in His littleness, by which He empties Him-
self and comes down to us to be empty in our emptiness,
and so fll us in His fullness. God bridges the infinite
distances between Himself and the spirits created to
love Him, by supernatural missions of His own life. The
Father, dwelling in the depths of all things and in my
own depths, communicates to me His Word and His
Spirit. Receiving them I am drawn into His own life and
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know God in His own Love, being one with Him in His
own Son.

My discovery of my identity begins and is perfected
in these missions, because it is in them that God Him-
self, bearing in Himself the secret of who I am, begins
to live in me not only as my Creator but as my other
and true self. Vivo, iam non ego, vivit vero in me
Christus (“I live, now not I, but Christ lives in me”).

THESE missions begin at Baptism. But they do not take
on any practica] meaning in the life of our spirit until
we become capable of conscious acts of love. From then
on God’s special presence in us corresponds to our own
free decisions. From then on our life becomes a series of
choices between the fiction of our false self, whom we
feed with the illusions of passion and selfish appetite,
and our loving consent to the purely gratuitous mercy
of God.

When I consent to the will and the mercy of God
as it “comes” to me in the events of life, appealing to
my inner self and awakening my faith, I break through
the superficial exterior appearances that form my routine
vision of the world and of my own self, and I find my-
self in the presence of hidden majesty. It may appear
to me that this majesty and presence is something ob-
jective, “outside myself.” Indeed, the primitive saints
and prophets saw this divine presence in vision as a
light or an angel or a man or a burning fire, or a blazing

41



glory upheld by cherubim. Only thus could their minds
do justice to the supreme reality of what they experi-
enced. Yet this is a majesty we do not see with our eyes
and it is all within ourselves. It is the mission of the
Word and the Spirit, from the Father, in the depths of
our own being. It is a majesty communicated to us,
shared with us, so that our whole being is filled with
the gift of glory and responds with adoration.

This is the “mercy of God” revealed to us by the
secret missions in which He gives Himself to us, and
awakens our identity as sons and heirs of His Kingdom.
This is the Kingdom of God within us, and for the
coming of this Kingdom we pray each time we say the
“Our Father.” In the revelation of mercy and majesty
we come to an obscure intuition of our own personal
secret, our true identity. Our inner self awakens, with a
momentary flash, in the instant of recognition when we
say “Yes!” to the indwelling Divine Persons. We are
only really ourselves when we completely consent to
“receive” the glory of God into ourselves. Our true self
is, then, the self that receives freely and gladly the mis-
sions that are God’s supreme gift to His sons. Any other
“self” is only an illusion.

As long as I am on earth my mind and will remain
more or less impervious to the missions of God’s Word
and His Spirit. I do not easily receive His light.

Every movement of my own natural appetite, even
though my nature is good in itself, tends in one way or
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another to keep alive in me the illusion that is opposed
to God’s reality living within me. Even though my
natural acts are good they have a tendency, when they
are only natural, to concentrate my faculties on the man
that I am not, the one I cannot be, the false self in me,
the character that God does not know. This is because I
am born in selfishness. I am born self-centered. And this
is original sin.

Even when I try to please God, I tend to please my
own ambition, His enemy. There can be imperfection
even in the ardent love of great perfection, even in the
desire of virtue, of sanctity. Even the desire of con-
templation can be impure, when we forget that true
contemplation means the complete destruction of all
selfishness—the most pure poverty and cleanness of
heart.

ArtaoucH God lives in the souls of men who are un-
conscious of Him, how can I say that I have found Him
and found myself in Him if I never know Him or think
of Him, never take any interest in Him or seek Him
or desire His presence in my soul? What good does it
do to say a few formal prayers to Him and then turn
away and give all my mind and all my will to created
things, desiring only ends that fall far short of Him?
Even though my soul may be justified, yet if my mind
does not belong to Him then I do not belong to Him
either. If my love does not reach out toward Him but
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scatters itself in His creation, it is because I have re-
duced His life in me to the level of a formality, for-
bidding it to move me with a truly vital influence.
Justify my soul, O God, but also from Your fountains
fill my will with fire. Shine in my mind, although per-
haps this means “be darkness to my experience,” but
occupy my heart with Your tremendous Life. Let my
eyes see nothing in the world but Your glory, and let
my hands touch nothing that is not for Your service.
Let my tongue taste no bread that does not strengthen
me to praise Your great mercy. I will hear Your voice
and I will hear all harmonies You have created, singing
Your hymns. Sheep’s wool and cotton from the field
shall warm me enough that I may live in Your service; I
will give the rest to Your poor. Let me use all things for
one sole reason: to find my joy in giving You glory.
Therefore keep me, above all things, from sin. Keep
me from the death of deadly sin which puts hell in my
soul. Keep me from the murder of lust that blinds and
poisons my heart. Keep me from the sins that eat a
man’s flesh with irresistible fire until he is devoured.
Keep me from loving money in which is hatred, from
avarice and ambition that suffocate my life. Keep me
from the dead works of vanity and the thankless labor
in which artists destroy themselves for pride and money
and reputation, and saints are smothered under the
avalanche of their own importunate zeal. Stanch in me
the rank wound of covetousness and the hungers that
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exhaust my nature with their bleeding. Stamp out the
serpent envy that stings love with poison and kills all
Joy.

Untie my hands and deliver my heart from sloth. Set
me free from the laziness that goes about disguised as
activity when activity is not required of me, and from
the cowardice that does what is not demanded, in order
to escape sacrifice.

But give me the strength that waits upon You in
silence and peace. Give me humility in which alone is
rest, and deliver me from pride which is the heaviest of
burdens. And possess my whole heart and soul with the
simplicity of love. Occupy my whole life with the one
thought and the one desire of love, that I may love not
for the sake of merit, not for the sake of perfection, not
for the sake of virtue, not for the sake of sanctity, but for
You alone.

For there is only one thing that can satisfy love and
reward it, and that is You alone.

This then is what it means to seek God perfectly: to
withdraw from illusion and pleasure, from worldly
anxieties and desires, from the works that God does not
want, from a glory that is only human display; to keep
my mind free from confusion in order that my liberty
may be always at the disposal of His will; to entertain
silence in my heart and listen for the voice of God; to
cultivate an intellectual freedom from the images of
created things in order to receive the secret contact of
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God in obscure love; to love all men as myself; to rest
in humility and to find peace in withdrawal from con-
flict and competition with other men; to turn aside from
controversy and put away heavy loads of judgment and
censorship and criticism and the whole burden of
opinions that I have no obligation to carry; to have a
will that is always ready to fold back within itself and
draw all the powers of the soul down from its deepest
center to rest in silent expectancy for the coming of
God, poised in tranquil and effortless concentration
upon the point of my dependence on Him; to gather all
that I am, and have all that I can possibly suffer or do
or be, and abandon them all to God in the resignation
of a perfect love and blind faith and pure trust in God,
to do His will.

And then to wait in peace and emptiness and oblivion
of all things.

Bonum est praestolari cum silentio salutare Dei. (“It
is good to wait in silence for the salvation of God.”)



7 Union and Division

In order to become myself I must cease to be what I
always thought I wanted to be, and in order to find
myself I must go out of myself, and in order to live I
have to die.

The reason for this is that I am born in selfishness
and therefore my natural efforts to make myself more
real and more myself, make me less real and less myself,
because they revolve around a lie.

PeorLE who know nothing of God and whose lives are
centered on themselves, imagine that they can only
find themselves by asserting their own desires and am-
bitions and appetites in a struggle with the rest of the
world. They try to become real by imposing themselves
on other people, by appropriating for themselves some
share of the limited supply of created goods and thus
emphasizing the difference between themselves and the
other men who have less than they, or nothing at all.
They can only conceive one way of becoming real:
cutting themselves off from other people and building a
barrier of contrast and distinction between themselves
and other men. They do not know that reality is to be
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sought not in division but in unity, for we are “mem-
bers one of another.”

The man who lives in division is not a person but
only an “individual.”

I have what you have not. I am what you are not. I
have taken what you have failed to take and I have
seized what you could never get. Therefore you suffer
and I am happy, you are despised and I am praised, you
die and I live; you are nothing and I am something, and
I am all the more something because you are nothing.
And thus I spend my life admiring the distance between
you and me; at times this even helps me to forget the
other men who have what I have not and who have
taken what I was too slow to take and who have seized
what was beyond my reach, who are praised as I cannot
be praised and who live on my death. . . .

The man who lives in division is living in death. He
cannot find himself because he is lost; he has ceased to
be a reality. The person he believes himself to be is a
bad dream. And when he dies he will discover that he
long ago ceased to exist because God, Who is infinite
reality and in Whose sight is the being of everything

that is, will say to him: “I know you not.”

Anp now I am thinking of the disease which is spiritual
pride. I am thinking of the peculiar unreality that gets
into the hearts of the saints and eats their sanctity away
before it is mature. There is something of this worm in
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the hearts of all religious men. As soon as they have
done something which they know to be good in the
eyes of God, they tend to take its reality to themselves
and to make it their own. They tend to destroy their
virtues by claiming them for themselves and clothing
their own private illusion of themselves with values that
belong to God. Who can escape the secret desire to
breathe a different atmosphere from the rest of men?
Who can do good things without seeking to taste in
them some sweet distinction from the common run of
sinners in this world?

This sickness is most dangerous when it succeeds in
looking like humility. When a proud man thinks he is
humble his case is hopeless.

Here is a man who has done many things that were
hard for his flesh to accept. He has come through diffi-
cult trials and done a lot of work, and by God’s grace
he has come to possess a habit of fortitude and self-
sacrifice in which, at last, labor and suffering become
easy. It is reasonable that his conscience should be at
peace. But before he realizes it, the clean peace of a
will united to God becomes the complacency of a will
that loves its own excellence.

The pleasure that is in his heart when he does difh-
cult things and succeeds in doing them well, tells him
secretly: “I am a saint.” At the same time, others seem
to recognize him as different from themselves. They ad-
mire him, or perhaps avoid him—a sweet homage of
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sinners! The pleasure burns into a devouring fire. The
warmth of that fire feels very much like the love of God.
It is fed by the same virtues that nourished the flame of
charity. He burns with self-admiration and thinks: “It is
the fire of the love of God.”

He thinks his own pride is the Holy Ghost.

The sweet warmth of pleasure becomes the criterion
of all his works. The relish he savors in acts that make
him admirable in his own eyes, drives him to fast, or
to pray, or to hide in solitude, or to write many books,
or to build churches and hospitals, or to start a thousand
organizations. And when he gets what he wants he
thinks his sense of satisfaction is the unction of the
Holy Spirit.

And the secret voice of pleasure sings in his heart:
“Non sum sicut caeteri homines” (I am not like other
men).

Once he has started on this path there is no limit to
the evil his self-satisfaction may drive him to do in the
name of God and of His love, and for His glory. He is
so pleased with himself that he can no longer tolerate
the advice of another—or the commands of a superior.
When someone opposes his desires he folds his hands
humbly and seems to accept it for the time being, but
in his heart he is saying: “I am persecuted by worldly
men. They are incapable of understanding one who is
led by the Spirit of God. With the saints it has always

been so.”
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Having become a martyr he is ten times as stubborn
as before.

It is a terrible thing when such a one gets the idea he
is a prophet or a messenger of God or a man with a
mission to reform the world. . . . He is capable of de-
stroying religion and making the name of God odious
to men.

I must look for my identity, somehow, not only in God
but in other men.

I will never be able to find myself if I isolate myself
from the rest of mankind as if I were a different kind

of being.
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8 Solitude Is Not
Separation

Some men have perhaps become hermits with the
thought that sanctity could only be attained by escape
from other men. But the only justification for a life of
deliberate solitude is the conviction that it will help you
to love not only God but also other men. If you go into
the desert merely to get away from people you dislike,
you will find neither peace nor solitude; you will only
isolate yourself with a tribe of devils.

Man seeks unity because he is the image of the One
God. Unity implies solitude, and hence the need to be
physically alone. But unity and solitude are not meta-
physical isolation. He who isolates himself in order to
enjoy a kind of independence in his egotistic and ex-
ternal self does not find unity at all, for he disintegrates
into a multiplicity of conflicting passions and finally
ends in confusion and total unreality. Solitude is not
and can never be a narcissistic dialogue of the ego with
itself. Such self-contemplation is a futile attempt to
establish the finite self as infinite, to make it perma-
nently independent of all other beings. And this is mad-
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ness. Note, however, that it is not a madness peculiar
to solitaries—it is much more common to those who try
to assert their own unique excellence by dominating
others. This is the more usual sin.

The need for true solitude is a complex and dangerous
thing, but it is a real need. It is all the more real today
when the collectivity tends more and more to swallow
up the person in its shapeless and faceless mass. The
temptation of our day is to equate “love” and “con-
formity”—passive subservience to the mass-mind or to
the organization. This temptation is only strengthened
by futile rebellion on the part of eccentrics who want to
be madly and notably different and who thereby create
for themselves only a new kind of dullness—a dullness
that is erratic instead of predictable.

True solitude is the home of the person, false solitude
the refuge of the individualist. The person is constituted
by a uniquely subsisting capacity to love—by a radical
ability to care for all beings made by God and loved by
Him. Such a capacity is destroyed by the loss of per-
spective. Without a certain element of solitude there
can be no compassion because when a man is lost in
the wheels of a social machine he is no longer aware of
human needs as a matter of personal responsibility. One
can escape from men by plunging into the midst of a
crowd!

Go into the desert not to escape other men but in

order to find them in God.
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Physical solitude has its dangers, but we must not
exaggerate them. The great temptation of modern man
is not physical solitude but immersion in the mass of
other men, not escape to the mountains or the desert
(would that more men were so tempted!) but escape
into the great formless sea of irresponsibility which is
the crowd. There is actually no more dangerous soli-
tude than that of the man who is lost in a crowd, who
does not know he is alone and who does not function
as a person in a community either. He does not face
the risks of true solitude or its responsibilities, and at
the same time the multitude has taken all other responsi-
bilities off his shoulders. Yet he is by no means free of
care; he is burdened by the diffuse, anonymous anxiety,
the nameless fears, the petty itching lusts and the all
pervading hostilities which fill mass society the way
water fills the ocean.

Mere living in the midst of other men does not guar-
antee that we live in communion with them or even in
communication with them. Who has less to communi-
cate than the mass-man? Very often it is the solitary
who has the most to say; not that he uses many words,
but what he says is new, substantial, unique. It is his
own. Even though he says very little, he has something
to communicate, something personal which he is able
to share with others. He has something real to give be-
cause he himself is real.

Where men live huddled together without true com-
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munication, there seems to be greater sharing, and a
more genuine communion. But this is not communion,
only immersion in the general meaninglessness of count-
less slogans and clichés repeated over and over again so
that in the end one listens without hearing and responds
without thinking. The constant din of empty words and
machine noises, the endless booming of loudspeakers
end by making true communication and true com-
munion almost impossible. Each individual in the mass
is insulated by thick layers of insensibility. He doesn't
care, he doesn’t hear, he doesn’t think. He does not act,
he is pushed. He does not talk, he produces conventional
sounds when stimulated by the appropriate noises. He
does not think, he secretes clichés.

Mere living alone does not isolate a man, mere living
together does not bring men into communion. The com-
mon life can either make one more of a person or less
of a person, depending whether it is truly common life
or merely life in a crowd. To live in communion, in
genuine dialogue with others is absolutely necessary if
man is to remain human. But to live in the midst of
others, sharing nothing with them but the common
noise and the general distraction, isolates a man in the
worst way, separates him from reality in a way that is
almost painless. It divides him off and separates him
from other men and from his true self. Here the sin is
not in the conviction that one is not like other men, but
in the belief that being like them is sufficient to cover
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every other sin. The complacency of the individual who
admires his own excellence is bad enough, but it is
more respectable than the complacency of the man who
has no self-esteem because he has not even a superficial
self which he can esteem. He is not a person, not an
individual, only an atom. This atomized existence is
sometimes praised as humility or as self-sacrifice, some-
times it is called obedience, sometimes it is devotion to
the dialectic of class war. It produces a kind of peace
which is not peace, but only the escape from an immedi-
ately urgent sense of conflict. It is the peace not of love
but of anesthesia. It is the peace not of self-realization
and self-dedication, but of flight into irresponsibility.

'THERE is no true solitude except interior solitude. And
interior solitude is not possible for anyone who does not
accept his right place in relation to other men. There is
no true peace possible for the man who still imagines
that some accident of talent or grace or virtue segregates
him from other men and places him above them. Soli-
tude is not separation.

God does not give us graces or talents or virtues for
ourselves alone. We are members one of another and
everything that is given to one member is given for the
whole body. I do not wash my feet to make them more
beautiful than my face.

The saints love their sanctity not because it separates
them from the rest of us and places them above us, but
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because, on the contrary, it brings them closer to us and
in a sense places them below us. Their sanctity is given
them in order that they may help us and serve us—
for the saints are like doctors and nurses who are better
than the sick in the sense that they are healthy and
possess arts of healing them, and yet they make them-
selves the servants of the sick and devote their own
health and their art to them.

The saints are what they are, not because their
sanctity makes them admirable to others, but because
the gift of sainthood makes it possible for them to ad-
mire everybody else. It gives them a clarity of compas-
sion that can find good in the most terrible criminals.
It delivers them from the burden of judging others,
condemning other men. It teaches them to bring the
good out of others by compassion, mercy and pardon. A
man becomes a saint not by conviction that he is better
than sinners but by the realization that he is one of
them, and that all together need the mercy of God!

I~ humility is the greatest freedom. As long as you have
to defend the imaginary self that you think is important,
you lose your peace of heart. As soon as you compare
that shadow with the shadows of other people, you lose
all joy, because you have begun to trade in unrealities,
and there is no joy in things that do not exist.

As soon as you begin to take yourself seriously and
imagine that your virtues are important because they
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are yours, you become the prisoner of your own vanity
and even your best works will blind and deceive you.
Then, in order to defend yourself, you will begin to
see sins and faults everywhere in the actions of other
men. And the more unreasonable importance you attach
to yourself and to your own works, the more you will
tend to build up your own idea of yourself by con-
demning other people. Sometimes virtuous men are also
bitter and unhappy, because they have unconsciously
come to believe that all their happiness depends on their
being more virtuous than others.

When humility delivers 2 man from attachment to
his own works and his own reputation, he discovers that
perfect joy is possible only when we have completely
forgotten ourselves. And it is only when we pay no more
attention to our own deeds and our own reputation and
our own excellence that we are at last completely free
to serve God in perfection for His own sake alone.

A MaN who is not stripped and poor and naked within
his own soul will unconsciously tend to do the works
he has to do for his own sake rather than for the glory
of God. He will be virtuous not because he loves God's
will but because he wants to admire his own virtues.
But every moment of the day will bring him some frus-
tration that will make him bitter and impatient and in
his impatience he will be discovered.

He has planned to do spectacular things. He cannot
conceive himself without a halo. And when the events
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of his daily life keep reminding him of his own insig-
nificance and mediocrity, he is ashamed, and his pride
refuses to swallow a truth at which no sane man should
be surprised.

Even the professionally pious, and sometimes the
pious most of all, can waste their time in competition
with one another, in which nothing is found but misery.

More than once Jesus had to rebuke His Apostles,
who were wrangling among themselves and fighting for
the first places in His Kingdom. Two of them, James
and John, intrigued for the seats on His right and left
hand in the Kingdom. It is not unusual, in the lives of
the saints, to find that saints did not always agree with
saints. Peter did not always agree with Paul, or Philip
Neri with Charles Borromeo. And sometimes very holy
men have been very exasperating people and tiresome to
live with. If you do not believe me, perhaps it is be-
cause you think that the saints were always perfect, and
never had any faults to fight against. But God sometimes
permits men to retain certain defects and imperfections,
blind-spots and eccentricities, even after they have
reached a high degree of sanctity, and because of these
things their sanctity remains hidden from them and
from other men. If the holiness of all the saints had
always been plainly evident to everybody, they would
never have been polished and perfected by trial, criti-
cism, humiliation and opposition from the people they
lived with.

Be content that you are not yet a saint, even though
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you realize that the only thing worth living for is
sanctity. Then you will be satisfied to let God lead you
to sanctity by paths that you cannot understand. You
will travel in darkness in which you will no longer be
concerned with yourself and no longer compare your-
self with other men. Those who have gone by that way
have finally found out that sanctity is in everything and
that God is all around them. Having given up all de-
sire to compete with other men, they suddenly wake up
and find that the joy of God is everywhere, and they
are able to exult in the virtues and goodness of others
more than ever they could have done in their own. They
are so dazzled by the reflection of God in the souls of
the men they live with that they no longer have any
power to condemn anything they see in another. Even
in the greatest sinners they can see virtues and good-
ness that no one else can find. As for themselves, if they
still consider themselves, they no longer dare to compare
themselves with others. The idea has now become un-
thinkable. But it is no longer a source of suffering and
lamentation: they have finally reached the point where
they take their own insignificance for granted. They are
no longer interested in their external selves.

To say that I am made in the image of God is to say
that love is the reason for my existence, for God is love.

Love is my true identity. Selflessness is my true self.
Love is my true character. Love is my name.

60



If, therefore, I do anything or think anything or say
anything or know anything that is not purely for the
love of God, it cannot give me peace, or rest, or fulfll-
ment, or joy.

To find love I must enter into the sanctuary where it
is hidden, which is the mystery of God. And to enter
into His sanctity I must become holy as He is holy,
perfect as He is perfect.

How can I even dare to entertain such a thought? Is
it not madness? It is certainly madness if I think I know
what the holiness and perfection of God really are in
themselves and if I think that there is some way in
which I can apply myself to imitating them. I must
begin, then, by realizing that the holiness of God is
something that is to me, and to all men, utterly mysteri-
ous, inscrutable, beyond the highest notion of any kind
of perfection, beyond any relevant human statement
whatever.

If I am to be “holy” I must therefore be something
that I do not understand, something mysterious and
hidden, something apparently self-contradictory; for
God, in Christ, “emptied Himself.” He became a man,
and dwelt among sinners. He was considered a sinper.
He was put to death as a blasphemer, as one who at
least implicitly denied God, as one who revolted against
the holiness of God. Indeed, the great question in the
trial and condemnation of Christ was precisely the

denial of God and the denial of His holiness. So God
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Himself was put to death on the cross because He did
not measure up to man'’s conception of His Holiness. . . .
He was not holy enough, He was not holy in the right
way, He was not holy in the way they had been led to
expect. Therefore he was not God at all. And, indeed,
He was abandoned and forsaken even by Himself. It
was as if the Father had denied the Son, as if the Divine
Power and mercy had utterly failed.

In dying on the Cross, Christ manifested the holiness
of God in apparent contradiction with itself. But in
reality this manifestation was the complete denial and
rejection of all human ideas of holiness and perfection.
The wisdom of God became folly to men, His power
manifested itself as weakness, and His holiness was, in
their eyes, unholy. But Scripture says that “what is
great in the eyes of men is an abomination in the sight
of God,” and again, “my thoughts are not your
thoughts,” says God to men.

If, then, we want to seek some way of being holy,
we must first of all renounce our own way and our own
wisdom. We must “empty ourselves” as He did. We
must “deny ourselves” and in some sense make ourselves
“nothing” in order that we may live not so much in our-
selves as in Him. We must live by a power and a light
that seem not to be there. We must live by the strength
of an apparent emptiness that is always truly empty and
yet never fails to support us at every moment.

This is holiness.
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None of this can be achieved by any effort of my
own, by any striving of my own, by any competition
with other men. It means leaving all the ways that men
can follow or understand.

I who am without love cannot become love unless
Love identifies me with Himself. But if He sends His
own Love, Himself, to act and love in me and in all
that I do, then I shall be transformed, I shall discover
who I am and shall possess my true identity by losing
myself in Him.

And that is what is called sanctity.



9 We Are One Man

OnE of the paradoxes of the mystical life is this: that
a man cannot enter into the deepest center of himself
and pass through that center into God, unless he is able
to pass entirely out of himself and empty himself and
give himself to other people in the purity of a selfless
love.

And so one of the worst illusions in the life of con-
templation would be to try to find God by barricading
yourself inside your own soul, shutting out all external
reality by sheer concentration and will-power, cutting
yourself off from the world and other men by stuffing
yourself inside your own mind and closing the door
like a turtle.

Fortunately most of the men who try this sort of
thing never succeed. For self-hypnotism is the exact
opposite of contemplation. We enter into possession of
God when He invades all our faculties with His light
and His infinite fire. We do not “possess” Him until
He takes full possession of us. But this business of
doping your mind and isolating yourself from every-
thing that lives, merely deadens you. How can fire take
possession of what is frozen?

64



TrE more I become identified with God, the more will
I be identified with all the others who are identified with
Him. His Love will live in all of us. His Spirit will be
our One Life, the Life of all of us and Life of God. And
we shall love one another and God with the same Love
with which He loves us and Himself. This love is God
Himself.

Christ prayed that all men might become One as He
was One with His Father, in the Unity of the Holy
Spirit. Therefore when you and I become what we are
really meant to be, we will discover not only that we
love one another perfectly but that we are both living
in Christ and Christ in us, and we are all One Christ.
We will see that it is He Who loves in us.

The ultimate perfection of the contemplative life is
not a heaven of separate individuals, each one viewing
his own private intuition of God; it is a sea of Love
which flows through the One Body of all the elect, all
the angels and saints, and their contemplation would
be incomplete if it were not shared, or if it were shared
with fewer souls, or with spirits capable of less vision
and less joy.

I will have more joy in heaven and in the contempla-
tion of God, if you are also there to share it with me;
and the more of us there will be to share it the greater
will be the joy of all. For contemplation is not ultimately
perfect unless it is shared. We do not finally taste the
tull exultation of God’s glory until we share His infinite
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gift of it by overflowing and transmitting glory all over
heaven, and seeing God in all the others who are there,
and knowing that He is the Life of all of us and that
we are all One in Him.

Even on earth it is the same, but in obscurity. This
unity is something we cannot yet realize and enjoy ex-
cept in the darkness of faith. But even here the more
we are one with God the more we are united with one
another; and the silence of contemplation is deep, rich
and endless society, not only with God but with men.
The contemplative is not isolated in himself, but liber-
ated from his external and egotistic self by humility
and purity of heart—therefore there is no longer any
serious obstacle to simple and humble love of other men.

The more we are alone with God the more we are
with one another, in darkness, yet a multitude. And
the more we go out to one another in work and activity
and communication, according to the will and charity of
God, the more we are multiplied in Him and yet we
are in solitude.

The more we are alone, the more we are together;
and the more we are in society, the true society of
charity, not of cities and crowds, the more we are alone
with Him. For in my soul and in your soul I find the
same Christ Who is our Life, and He finds Himself in
our love, and together we all find Paradise, which is the
sharing of His Love for His Father in the Person of
Their Spirit.
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My true personality will be fulfilled in the Mystical
Christ in this one way above all, that through me, Christ
and His Spirit will be able to love you and all men and
God the Father in a way that would be possible in no
one else.

Love comes out of God and gathers us to God in order
to pour itself back into God through all of us and bring
us all back to Him on the tide of His own infinite mercy.

So we all become doors and windows through which
God shines back into His own house.

When the Love of God is in me, God is able to love
you through me and you are able to love God through
me. If my soul were closed to that love, God’s love for
you and your love for God and God'’s love for Himself
in you and in me, would be denied the particular ex-
pression which it finds through me and through no
other.

Because God’s love is in me, it can come to you from a
different and special direction that would be closed :f
He did not live in me, and because His love is in you,
it can come to me from a quarter from which it would
not otherwise come. And because it is in both of us,
God has greater glory. His love is expressed in two more
ways in which it would not otherwise be expressed; that
is, in two more joys that could not exist without Him.

LeT us live in this love and this happiness, you and I
and all of us, in the love of Christ and in contemplation,
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for this is where we find ourselves and one another as
we truly are. It is only in this love that we at last be-
come real. For it is here that we most truly share the life
of One God in Three Persons.

God in His Trinity of subsistent relations infinitely
transcends every shadow of selfishness. For the One
God does not subsist apart and alone in His Nature;
He subsists as Father and as Son and as Holy Ghost.
These Three Persons are one, but apart from them God
does not subsist also as One. He is not Three Persons
plus one nature, therefore four! He is Three Persons,
but One God. He is at once infinite solitude (one
nature) and perfect society (Three Persons). One In-
finite Love in three subsistent relations.

The One God Who exists only in Three Persons is a
circle of relations in which His infinite reality, Love, is
ever identical and ever renewed, always perfect and al-
ways total, always beginning and never ending, absolute,
everlasting and full.

In the Father the infinite Love of God is always be-
ginning and in the Son it is always full and in the
Holy Spirit it is perfect and it is renewed and never
ceases to rest in its everlasting source. But if you follow
Love forward and backward from Person to Person, you
can never track it to a stop, you can never corner it and
hold it down and fix it to one of the Persons as if He
could appropriate to Himself the fruit of the love of
the others. For the One Love of the Three Persons is
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an infinitely rich giving of Itself which never ends and
is never taken, but is always perfectly given, only re-
ceived in order to be perfectly shared.

It is because the Love of God does not terminate in
one self-sufficient self that is capable of halting and ab-
sorbing it, that the Life and Happiness of God are
absolutely infinite and perfect and inexhaustible. There-
fore in God there can be no selfishness, because the
Three Selves of God are Three subsistent relations of
selflessness, overflowing and superabounding in joy in
the Gift of their One Life.

The interior life of God is perfect contemplation. Our
joy and our life are destined to be nothing but a par-
ticipation in the Life that is theirs. In Them we will
one day live entirely in God and in one another as the
Persons of God live in One another.



ife) A Body of Broken
Bones

You and I and all men were made to find our identity
in the One Mystical Christ, in Whom we all complete
one another “unto a perfect man, unto the measure of
the age of the fulness of Christ.”

When we all reach that perfection of love which is
the contemplation of God in His glory, our inalienable
personalities, while remaining eternally distinct, will
nevertheless combine into One so that each one of us
will find himself in all the others, and God will be the
life and reality of all. Omnia in omnibus Deus.

God is a consuming Fire. He alone can refine us like
gold, and separate us from the slag and dross of our
selfish individualities to fuse us into this wholeness of
perfect unity that will reflect His own Triune Life
forever.

As long as we do not permit His love to consume us
entirely and to unite us in Himself, the gold that is in
us will be hidden by the rock and dirt which keep us
separate from one another.

As long as we are not purified by the love of God
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and transformed into Him in the union of pure sanctity,
we will remain apart from one another, opposed to one
another, and union among us will be a precarious and
painful thing, full of labor and sorrow and without last-
ing cohesion.

In the whole world, throughout the whole of history,
even among religious men and among saints, Christ
suffers dismemberment.

His physical Body was crucified by Pilate and the
Pharisees; His mystical Body is drawn and quartered
from age to age by the devils in the agony of that dis-
union which is bred and vegetates in our souls, prone to
selfishness and to sin.

All over the face of the earth the avarice and lust of
men breed unceasing divisions among them, and the
wounds that tear men from union with one another
widen and open out into huge wars. Murder, massacres,
revolution, hatred, the slaughter and torture of the
bodies and souls of men, the destruction of cities by
fire, the starvation of millions, the annihilation of popu-
lations and finally the cosmic inhumanity of atomic war:
Christ is massacred in His members, torn limb from
limb; God is murdered in men.

The history of the world, with the material destruc-
tion of cities and nations and people, expressed the in-
terior division that tyrannizes the souls of all men, and
even of the saints.
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Even the innocent, even those in whom Christ lives
by charity, even those who want with their whole heart
to love one another, remain divided and separate. Al-
though they are already one in Him, their union is
hidden from them, because it still only possesses the
secret substance of their souls.

But their minds and their judgments and their de-
sires, their human characters and faculties, their appe-
tites and their ideals are all imprisoned in the slag of
an inescapable egotism which pure love has not yet been
able to refine.

As long as we are on earth, the love that unites us
will bring us suffering by our very contact with one
another, because this love is the resetting of a Body of
broken bones. Even saints cannot live with saints on
this earth without some anguish, without some pain at
the differences that come between them.

There are two things which men can do about the
pain of disunion with other men. They can love or
they can hate.

Hatred recoils from the sacrifice and the sorrow that
are the price of this resetting of bones. It refuses the
pain of reunion.

There is in every weak, lost and isolated member of
the human race an agony of hatred born of his own help-
lessness, his own isolation. Hatred is the sign and the
expression of loneliness, of unworthiness, of insuffici-
ency. And in so far as each one of us is lonely, is un-
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worthy, each one hates himself. Some of us are aware
of this self-hatred, and because of it we reproach our-
selves and punish ourselves needlessly. Punishment
cannot cure the feeling that we are unworthy. There is
nothing we can do about it as long as we feel that we
are isolated, insufficient, helpless, alone. Others, who
are less conscious of their own self-hatred, realize it
in a different form by projecting it on to others. There
is a proud and self-confident hate, strong and cruel,
which enjoys the pleasure of hating, for it is directed
outward to the unworthiness of another. But this strong
and happy hate does not realize that like all hate, it
destroys and consumes the self that hates, and not the
object that is hated. Hate in any form is self-destructive,
and even when it triumphs physically it triumphs in its
own spiritual ruin.

Strong hate, the hate that takes joy in hating, is strong
because it does not believe itself to be unworthy and
alone. It feels the support of a justifying God, of an
idol of war, an avenging and destroying spirit. From
such blood-drinking gods the human race was once
liberated, with great toil and terrible sorrow, by the
death of a God Who delivered Himself to the Cross
and suffered the pathological cruelty of His own crea-
tures out of pity for them. In conquering death He
opened their eyes to the reality of a love which asks no
questions about worthiness, a love which overcomes
hatred and destroys death. But men have now come to
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reject this divine revelation of pardon, and they are
consequently returning to the old war gods, the gods
that insatiably drink blood and eat the flesh of men. It
is easier to serve the hate-gods because they thrive on
the worship of collective fanaticism. To serve the hate-
gods, one has only to be blinded by collective passion.
To serve the God of Love one must be free, one must
face the terrible responsibility of the decision to love
in spite of all unworthiness whether in oneself or in
one’s neighbor.

It is the rankling, tormenting sense of unworthiness
that lies at the root of all hate. The man who is able
to hate strongly and with a quiet conscience is one who
is complacently blind to all unworthiness in himself and
serenely capable of seeing all his own wrongs in some-
one else. But the man who is aware of his own unworthi-
ness and the unworthiness of his brother is tempted
with a subtler and more tormenting kind of hate: the
general, searing, nauseating hate of everything and
everyone, because everything is tainted with unworthi-
ness, everything is unclean, everything is foul with sin.
What this weak hate really is, is weak love. He who
cannot love feels unworthy, and at the same time feels
that somehow 7o one is worthy. Perhaps he cannot feel
love because he thinks he is unworthy of love, and be-
cause of that he also thinks no one else is worthy.

The beginning of the fight against hatred, the basic

Christian answer to hatred, is not the commandment to

74



love, but what must necessarily come before in order to
make the commandment bearable and comprehensible.
It is a prior commandment, to believe. The root of Chris-
tian love is not the will to love, but the faith that one is
loved. The faith that one is loved by God. That faith
that one is loved by God although unworthy—or, rather,
irrespective of one’s worth!

In the true Christian vision of God’s love, the idea of
worthiness loses its significance. Pevelation of the mercy
of God makes the whole problem of worthiness some-
thing almost laughable: the discovery that worthiness is
of no special consequence (since no one could ever, by
himself, be strictly worthy to be loved with such a love)
is a true liberation of the spirit. And until this discovery
is made, until this liberation has been brought about
by the divine mercy, man is imprisoned in hate.

Humanistic love will not serve. As long as we be-
lieve that we hate no one, that we are merciful, that we
are kind by our very nature, we deceive ourselves; our
hatred is merely smoldering under the gray ashes of
complacent optimism. We are apparently at peace with
everyone because we think we are worthy. That is to
say we have lost the capacity to face the question of un-
worthiness at all. But when we are delivered by the
mercy of God the question no longer has a meaning.

Hatred tries to cure disunion by annihilating those
who are not united with us. It seeks peace by the elimi-
nation of everybody else but ourselves.
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But love, by its acceptance of the pain of reunion,
begins to heal all wounds.

IF you want to know what is meant by “God’s will” in
man’s life, this is one way to get a good idea of it. “God’s
will” is certainly found in anything that is required of
us in order that we may be united with one another in
love. You can call this, if you like, the basic tenet of the
Natural Law, which is that we should treat others as
we would like them to treat us, that we should not do
to another what we would not want another to do to
us. In other words, the natural law is simply that we
should recognize in every other human being the same
nature, the same needs, the same rights, the same destiny
as in ourselves. The plainest summary of all the natural
law is: to treat other men as if they were men. Not to
aet as if I alone were a man, and every other human
were an animal or a piece of furniture.

Everything that is demanded of me, in order that I
may treat every other man effectively as a human being,
“is willed for me by God under the natural law.”
Whether or not I find the formula satisfactory, it is
obvious that I cannot live a truly human life if I con-
sistently disobey this fundamental principle.

But I cannot treat other men as men unless I have
compassion for them. I must have at least enough com-
passion to realize that when they suffer they feel some-
what as I do when I suffer. And if for some reason I do
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not spontaneously feel this kind of sympathy for others,
then it is God’s will that I do what I can to learn how. I
must learn to share with others their joys, their suffer-
ings, their ideas, their needs, their desires. I must learn
to do this not only in the cases of those who are of the
same class, the same profession, the same race, the same
nation as myself, but when men who suffer belong to
other groups, even to groups that are regarded as hostile.
If I do this, I obey God. If I refuse to do it, I disobey
Him. It is not therefore a matter left open to subjective
caprice.

Since this is God's will for every man, and since con-
templation is a gift not granted to anyone who does not
consent to God’s will, contemplation is out of the ques-
tion for anyone who does not try to cultivate compas-
sion for other men.

For Christianity is not merely a doctrine or a system
of beliefs, it is Christ living in us and uniting men to
one another in His own Life and unity. “I in them, and
Thou, Father, in Me, that they may be made perfect in
One. . . . And the glory which Thou hast given me I
have given them, that they may be One as we also are
One.” In hoc cognoscent omnes quia mei estis discipuli,
si dilectionem habueritis ad invicem. “In this shall all
men know that you are my disciples—if you have love
one for another.”

“He that loveth not abideth in death.”
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I¥ you regard contemplation principally as a means to
escape from the miseries of human life, as a withdrawal
from the anguish and the suffering of this struggle for
reunion with other men in the charity of Christ, you
do not know what contemplation is and you will never
find God in your contemplation. For it is precisely in
the recovery of our union with our brothers in Christ
that we discover God and know Him, for then His life
begins to penetrate our souls and His love possesses our
faculties and we are able to find out Who He is from
the experience of His mercy, liberating us from the
prison of self-concern.

THERE is only one true flight from the world; it is not
an escape from conflict, anguish and suffering, but the
flight from disunity and separation, to unity and peace
in the love of other men.

What is the “world” that Christ would not pray for,
and of which He said that His disciples were in it but
not of it? The world is the unquiet city of those who
live for themselves and are therefore divided against
one another in a struggle that cannot end, for it will go
on eternally in hell. It is the city of those who are fight-
ing for possession of limited things and for the monopoly
of goods and pleasures that cannot be shared by all.

But if you try to escape from this world merely by
leaving the city and hiding yourself in solitude, you will
only take the city with you into solitude; and yet you

78



can be entirely out of the world while remaining in the
midst of it, if you let God set you free from your own
selfishness and if you live for love alone.

For the flight from the world is nothing else but the
flight from self-concern. And the man who locks him-
self up in private with his own selfishness has put him-
self into a position where the evil within him will either
possess him like a devil or drive him out of his head.

That is why it is dangerous to go into solitude merely
because you like to be alone.
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II Learn To Be Alone

PuysicaL solitude, exterior silence and real recollection
are all morally necessary for anyone who wants to lead a
contemplative life, but like everything else in creation
they are nothing more than means to an end, and if we
do not understand the end we will make a wrong use
of the means.

We do not go into the desert to escape people but to
learn how to find them; we do not leave them in order
to have nothing more to do with them, but to find out
the way to do them the most good. But this is only a
secondary end.

The one end that includes all others is the love of
God.

How can people act and speak as if solitude were a
matter of no importance in the interior life? Only those
who have never experienced real solitude can glibly de-
clare that it “makes no difference” and that only soli-
tude of the heart really matters! One solitude must lead
to the other!

However, the truest solitude is not something outside
you, not an absence of men or of sound around you; it
is an abyss opening up in the center of your own soul.
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And this abyss of interior solitude is a hunger that
will never be satisfied with any created thing.

The only way to find solitude is by hunger and thirst
and sorrow and poverty and desire, and the man who
has found solitude is empty, as if he had been emptied
by death.

He has advanced beyond all horizons. There are no
directions left in which he can travel. This is a country
whose center is everywhere and whose circumference is
nowhere. You do not find it by traveling but by standing
still.

Yet it is in this loneliness that the deepgst activities
begin. It is here that you discover act without motion,
labor that is profound repose, vision in obscurity, and,
beyond all desire, a fulfillment whose limits extend to
infinity.

Although it is true that this solitude is everywhere,
there is a mechanism for finding it that has some refer-
ence to actual space, to geography, to physical isolation
from the towns and the cities of men.

There should be at least a room, or some corner where
no one will find you and disturb you or notice you.
You should be able to untether yourself from the world
and set yourself free, loosing all the fine strings and
strands of tension that bind you, by sight, by sound, by
thought, to the presence of other men.

“But thou, when thou shalt pray, enter into thy cham-
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ber, and having shut the door, pray to thy Father in
secret. . . .”

Once you have found such a place, be content with
it, and do not be disturbed if a good reason takes you
out of it. Love it, and return to it as soon as you can,
and do not be too quick to change it for another.

City churches are sometimes quiet and peaceful soli-
tudes, caves of silence where a man can seek refuge
from the intolerable arrogance of the business world.
One can be more alone, sometimes, in church than in a
room in one’s own house. At home, one can always be
routed out and disturbed (and one should not resent
this, for love sometimes demands it). But in these quiet
churches one remains nameless, undisturbed in the
shadows, where there are only a few chance, anonymous
strangers among the vigil lights, and the curious imper-
sonal postures of the bad statues. The very tastelessness
and shabbiness of some churches makes them greater
solitudes, though churches should not be vulgar. Even
if they are, as long as they are dark it makes little
difference.

Let there always be quiet, dark churches in which
men can take refuge. Places where they can kneel in
silence. Houses of God, filled with His silent presence.
There, even when they do not know how to pray, at
least they can be still and breathe easily. Let there be a
place somewhere in which you can breathe naturally,
quietly, and not have to take your breath in continuous
short gasps. A place where your mind can be idle, and
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forget its concerns, descend into silence, and worship the
Father in secret.

There can be no contemplation where there is no
secret.

We have said that the solitude that is important to a
contemplative is, above all, an interior and spiritual
thing. We have admitted that it is possible to live in
deep and peaceful interior solitude even in the midst
of the world and its confusion. But this truth is some-
times abused in religion. There are men dedicated to
God whose lives are full of restlessness and who have no
real desire to be alone. They admit that exterior solitude
is good, in theory, but they insist that it is far better to
preserve interior solitude while living in the midst of
others. In practice, their lives are devoured by activities
and strangled with attachments. Interior solitude is im-
possible for them. They fear it. They do everything they
can to escape it. What is worse, they try to draw every-
one else into activities as senseless and as devouring as
their own. They are great promoters of useless work.
They love to organize meetings and banquets and con-
ferences and lectures. They print circulars, write letters,
talk for hours on the telephone in order that they may
gather a hundred people together in a large room where
they will all fill the air with smoke and make a great
deal of noise and roar at one another and clap their
hands and stagger home at last patting one another on
the back with the assurance that they have all done
great things to spread the Kingdom of God.
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12 The Pure Heart

You will never find interior solitude unless you make
some conscious effort to deliver yourself from the desires
and the cares and the attachments of an existence in
time and in the world.

Do everything you can to avoid the noise and the
business of men. Keep as far away as you can from the
places where they gather to cheat and insult one an-
other, to exploit one another, to laugh at one another, or
to mock one another with their false gestures of friend-
ship. Be glad if you can keep beyond the reach of their
radios. Do not bother with their unearthly songs. Do not
read their advertisements.

The contemplative life certainly does not demand a
self-righteous contempt for the habits and diversions of
ordinary people. But nevertheless, no man who seeks
liberation and light in solitude, no man who seeks spir-
itual freedom, can afford to yield passively to all the ap-
peals of a society of salesmen, advertisers and consumers.
There is no doubt that life cannot be lived on a human
level without certain legitimate pleasures. But to say
that all the pleasures which offer themselves to us as
necessities are now “legitimate” is quite another story.
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A natural pleasure is one thing; an unnatural pleasure,
forced upon the satiated mind by the importunity of a
salesman is quite another.

It should be accepted as a most elementary human and
moral truth that no man can live a fully sane and decent
life unless he is able to say “no” on occasion to his nat-
ural bodily appetites. No man who simply eats and
drinks whenever he feels like eating and drinking, who
smokes whenever he feels the urge to light a cigarette,
who gratifies his curiosity and sensuality whenever they
are stimulated, can consider himself a free person. He
has renounced his spiritual freedom and become the
servant of bodily impulse. Therefore his mind and his
will are not fully his own. They are under the power
of his appetites. And through the medium of his appe-
tites, they are under the control of those who gratify his
appetites. Just because he can buy one brand of whisky
rather than another, this man deludes himself that he
is making a choice; but the fact is that he is a devout
servant of a tyrannical ritual. He must reverently buy
the bottle, take it home, unwrap it, pour it out for his
friends, watch TV, “feel good,” talk his silly uninhibited
head off, get angry, shout, fight and go to bed in disgust
with himself and the world. This becomes a kind of re-
ligious compulsion without which he cannot convince
himself that he is really alive, really “fulfilling his per-
sonality.” He is not “sinning” but simply makes an ass of
himself, deluding himself that he is real when his com-
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pulsions have reduced him to a shadow of a genuine
person.

In general, it can be said that no contemplative life is
possible without ascetic self-discipline. One must learn
to survive without the habit-forming luxuries which get
such a hold on men today. I do not say that to be a con-
templative one absolutely has to go without smoking or
without alcohol, but certainly one must be able to use
these things without being dominated by an uncontrolled
need for them. There can be no doubt that smoking and
drinking are obvious areas for the elementary self-denial
without which a life of prayer would be a pure illusion.

I am certainly no judge of television, since I have
never watched it. All I know is that there is a sufficiently
general agreement, among men whose judgment I re-
spect, that commercial television is degraded, mere-
tricious and absurd. Certainly it would seem that TV
could become a kind of unnatural surrogate for con-
templation: a completely inert subjection to vulgar
images, a descent to a sub-natural passivity rather than
an ascent to a supremely active passivity in understanding
and love. It would seem that television should be used
with extreme care and discrimination by anyone who
might hope to take interior life seriously.

Keep your eyes clean and your ears quiet and your
mind serene. Breathe God’s air. Work, if you can, under
His sky.

But if you have to live in a city and work among
machines and ride in the subways and eat in a place
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where the radio makes you deaf with spurious news
and where the food destroys your life and the senti-
ments of those around you poison your heart with bore-
dom, do not be impatient, but accept it as the love of
God and as a seed of solitude planted in your soul. If
you are appalled by those things, you will keep your
appetite for the healing silence of recollection. But
meanwhile—keep your sense of compassion for the men
who have forgotten the very concept of solitude. You,
at least, know that it exists, and that it is the source of
peace and joy. You can still hope for such joy. They do
not even hope for it any more.

IF you seek escape for its own sake and run away from
the world only because it is (as it must be) intensely un-
pleasant, you will not find peace and you will not find
solitude. If you seek solitude merely because it is what
you prefer, you will never escape from the world and
its selfishness; you will never have the interior freedon
that will keep you really alone.

One vitally important aspect of solitude is its intimate
dependence on chastity. The virtue of chastity is not
the complete renunciation of all sex, but simply the right
use of sex. This means, according to most of the great
religious traditions of the world, the restriction of all sex
to married life, and, within the married state, to certain
ordinate norms.

Nowhere is self-denial more important than in the
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area of sex, because this is the most difficult of all natural
appetites to control and one whose undisciplined grati-
fication completely blinds the human spirit to all interior
light.

Sex is by no means to be regarded as an evil. It is a
natural good, willed by God, and entering into the mys-
tery of God’s love and God’s mercy toward men. But
though sex may not be evil in itself, inordinate attach-
ment to sexual pleasure, especially outside of marriage,
is one of man’s most frequent and pitiable weaknesses.
Indeed, it is so common that most people today simply
believe that sex cannot be fully controlled—that it is not
really possible for a normal human being to abstain
from it completely. Hence they assume that one should
simply resign himself to the inevitable and cease worry-
ing about it.

One must certainly agree that pathological guilt about
sex is no help at all in helping men to get control of
passion. However, self-control is not only desirable but
altogether possible and it is essential for the contem-
plative life. It demands considerable effort, watchfulness,
patience, humility and trust in Divine grace. But the
very struggle for chastity teaches us to rely on a spiritual
power higher than our own nature, and this is an indis-
pensable preparation for interior prayer. Furthermore,
chastity is not possible without ascetic self-sacrifice in
many other areas. It demands a certain amount of fast-
ing, it requires a very temperate and well-ordered life,

88



modesty, restraint of curiosity, moderation of one’s ag-
gressivity, and many other virtues.

Perfect chastity establishes one in a state of spiritual
solitude, peace, tranquillity, clarity, gentleness and joy
in which one is fully disposed for meditation and con-
templative prayer.



13  The Moral Theology
of the Devil

TuE devil has a whole system of theology and philoso-
phy, which will explain, to anyone who will listen, that
created things are evil, that men are evil, that God
created evil and that He directly wills that men should
suffer evil. According to the devil, God rejoices in the
suffering of men and, in fact, the whole universe is
full of misery because God has willed and planned it
that way.

Indeed, says this system of theology, God the Father
took real pleasure in delivering His Son to His murder-
ers, and God the Son came to earth because He wanted
to be punished by the Father. Both of them together
seek nothing more than to punish and persecute their
faithful ones. As a matter of fact, in creating the world
God had clearly in mind that man would inevitably sin
and it was almost as if the world were created in order
that man might sin, so that God would have an oppor-
tunity to manifest His justice.

So, according to the devil, the first thing created was
really hell—as if everything else were, in some sense,
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for the sake of hell. Therefore the devotional life of those
who are “faithful” to this kind of theology consists above
all in an obsession with evil. As if there were not already
enough evils in the world, they multiply prohibitions
and make new rules, binding everything with thorns,
so that man may not escape evil and punishment. For
they would have him bleed from morning to night,
though even with so much blood there is no remission
of sin! The Cross, then, is no longer a sign of mercy
(for mercy has no place in such a theology), it is the
sign that Law and Justice have utterly triumphed, as if
Christ had said: “I came not to destroy the Law but to be
destroyed by it.” For this, according to the devil, is the
only way in which the Law could really and truly be
“fulfilled.” Not love but punishment is the fulfillment
of the Law. The Law must devour everything, even
God. Such is this theology of punishment, hatred and
revenge. He who would live by such a dogma must re-
joice in punishment. He may, indeed, successfully evade
punishment himself by “playing ball” with the Law and
the Lawgiver. But he must take good care that others do
not avoid suffering. He must occupy his mind with their
present and future punishment. The Law must triumph.
There must be no mercy.

This is the chief mark of the theology of hell, for in
hell there is everything but mercy. That is why God
Himself is absent from hell. Mercy is the manifestation
of His presence.
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THE theology of the devil is for those who, for one reason
or another, whether because they are perfect, or because
they have come to an agreement with the Law, no longer
need any mercy. With them (O grim joy!) God is “sat-
isfied.” So too is the devil. It is quite an achievement,
to please everybody!

The people who listen to this sort of thing, and absorb
it, and enjoy it, develop a notion of the spiritual life
which is a kind of hypnosis of evil. The concepts of sin,
suffering, damnation, punishment, the justice of God,
retribution, the end of the world and so on, are things
over which they smack their lips with unspeakable
pleasure. Perhaps this is because they derive a deep,
subconscious comfort from the thought that many other
people will fall into the hell which they themselves are
going to escape. And how do they know they are going
to escape it? They cannot give any definite reason except
for the fact that they feel a certain sense of relief at the
thought that all this punishment is prepared for prac-
tically everyone but themselves.

This feeling of complacency is what they refer to as
“faith,” and it constitutes a kind of conviction that they
are “saved.”

Tue devil makes many disciples by preaching against
sin. He convinces them of the great evil of sin, induces
a crisis of guilt by which “God is satisfied,” and after
that he lets them spend the rest of their lives meditating
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on the intense sinfulness and evident reprobation of
other men.

'THE moral theology of the devil starts out with the prin-
ciple: “Pleasure is sin.” Then he goes on to work it the
other way: “All sin is pleasure.”

After that he points out that pleasure is practically
unavoidable and that we have a natural tendency to do
things that please us, from which he reasons that all our
natural tendencies are evil and that our nature is evil
in itself. And he leads us to the conclusion that no one
can possibly avoid sin, since pleasure is inescapable.

After that, to make sure that no one will try to escape
or avoid sin, he adds that what is unavoidable cannot be
a sin. Then the whole concept of sin is thrown out the
window as irrelevant, and people decide that there is
nothing left except to live for pleasure, and in that way
pleasures that are naturally good become evil by de-
ordination and lives are thrown away in unhappiness
and sin.

IT sometimes happens that men who preach most ve-
hemently about evil and the punishment of evil, so that
they seem to have practically nothing else on their minds
except sin, are really unconscious haters of other men.
They think the world does not appreciate them, and this
is their way of getting even.
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Tue devil is not afraid to preach the will of God pro-
vided he can preach it in his own way.

The argument goes something like this: “God wills
you to do what is right. But you have an interior attrac-
tion which tells you, by a nice warm glow of satisfac-
tion, what is right. Therefore, if others try to interfere
and make you do something that does not produce this
comfortable sense of interior satisfaction, quote Scrip-
ture, tell them that you ought to obey God rather than
men, and then go ahead and do your own will, do the
thing that gives you that nice, warm glow.”

Tue theology of the devil is really not theology but
magic. “Faith” in this theology is really not the accept-
ance of a God Who reveals Himself as mercy. It is a
psychological, subjective “force” which applies a kind
of violence to reality in order to change it according to
one’s own whims. Faith is a kind of supereffective wish-
ing: a mastery that comes from a special, mysteriously
dynamic will power that is generated by “profound con-
victions.” By virtue of this wonderful energy one can
exert a persuasive force even on God Himself and bend
His will to one’s own will. By this astounding new dy-
namic soul force of faith (which any quack can develop
in you for an appropriate remuneration) you can turn
God into a means to your own ends. We become civilized
medicine men, and God becomes our servant. Though
He is terrible in His own right, He respects our sorcery,

94



He allows Himself to be tamed by it. He will appreciate
our dynamism, and will reward it with success in every-
thing we attempt. We will become popular because we
have “faith.” We will be rich because we have “faith.”
All our national enemies will come and lay down their
arms at our feet because we have “faith.” Business
will boom all over the world, and we will be able to
make money out of everything and everyone under
the sun because of the charmed life we lead. We have
faith.

But there is a subtle dialectic in all this, too.

We hear that faith does everything. So we close our
eyes and strain a bit, to generate some “soul force.” We
believe. We believe.

Nothing happens.

We close our eyes again, and generate some more soul
force. The devil likes us to generate soul force. He helps
us to generate plenty of it. We are just gushing with
soul force.

But nothing happens.

So we go on with this until we become disgusted with
the whole business. We get tired of “generating soul
force.” We get tired of this “faith” that does not do
anything to change reality. It does not take away our
anxieties, our conflicts, it leaves us a prey to uncertainty.
It does not lift all responsibilities off our shoulders. Its
magic is not so effective after all. It does not thoroughly
convince us that God is satisfied with us, or even that
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we are satisfied with ourselves (though in this, it is true,
some people’s faith is often quite effective).

Having become disgusted with faith, and therefore
with God, we are now ready for the Totalitarian Mass
Movement that will pick us up on the rebound and
make us happy with war, with the persecution of “in-
ferior races” or of enemy classes, or generally speaking,
with actively punishing someone who is different from
ourselves.

AnotHER characteristic of the devil’'s moral theology is
the exaggeration of all distinctions between this and
that, good and evil, right and wrong. These distinctions
become irreducible divisions. No longer is there any
sense that we might perhaps all be more or less at fault,
and that we might be expected to take upon our own
shoulders the wrongs of others by forgiveness, accept-
ance, patient understanding and love, and thus help one
another to find the truth. On the contrary, in the devil’s
theology, the important thing is to be absolutely right
and to prove that everybody else is absolutely wrong.
This does not exactly make for peace and unity among
men, because it means that everyone wants to be abso-
lutely right himself or to attach himself to another who
is absolutely right. And in order to prove their rightness
they have to punish and eliminate those who are wrong.
Those who are wrong, in turn, convinced that they are
right . . . etc.
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Finally, as might be expected, the moral theology of
the devil grants an altogether unusual amount of impor-
tance to . . . the devil. Indeed one soon comes to find out
that he is the very center of the whole system. That he is
behind everything. That he is moving everybody in the
world except ourselves. That he is out to get even with us.
And that there is every chance of his doing so because,
it now appears, his power is equal to that of God, or even
perhaps superior to it. . . .

In one word, the theology of the devil is purely and
simply that the devil is god.
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14 Integrity

MANY poets are not poets for the same reason that many
religious men are not saints: they never succeed in being
themselves. They never get around to being the par-
ticular poet or the particular monk they are intended
to be by God. They never become the man or the artist
who is called for by all the circumstances of their in-
dividual lives.

They waste their years in vain efforts to be some other
poet, some other saint. For many absurd reasons, they are
convinced that they are obliged to become somebody else
who died two hundred years ago and who lived in cir-
cumstances utterly alien to their own.

They wear out their minds and bodies in a hopeless
endeavor to have somebody else’s experiences or write
somebody else’s poems or possess somebody else’s spiritu-
ality.

There can be an intense egoism in following every-
body else. People are in a hurry to magnify themselves by
imitating what is popular—and too lazy to think of
anything better.

Hurry ruins saints as well as artists. They want quick
success and they are in such haste to get it that they
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cannot take time to be true to themselves. And when the
madness is upon them they argue that their very haste
is a species of integrity.

In great saints you find that perfect humility and perfect
integrity coincide. The two turn out to be practically the
same thing. The saint is unlike everybody else precisely
because he is humble.

As far as the accidentals of this life are concerned,
humility can be quite content with whatever satisfies the
general run of men. But that does not mean that the
essence of humility consists in being just like everybody
else. On the contrary, humility consists in being precisely
the person you actually are before God, and since no two
people are alike, if you have the humility to be yourself
you will not be like anyone else in the whole universe.
But this individuality will not necessarily assert itself
on the surface of everyday life. It will not be a matter
of mere appearances, or opinions, or tastes, or ways of
doing things. It is something deep in the soul.

To the truly humble man the ordinary ways and
customs and habits of men are not a matter for conflict.
The saints do not get excited about the things that
people eat and drink, wear on their bodies, or hang on
the walls of their houses. To make conformity or non-
conformity with others in these accidents a matter of life
and death is to fill your interior life with confusion and
noise. Ignoring all this as indifferent, the humble man
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takes whatever there is in the world that helps him to
find God and leaves the rest aside.

He is able to see quite clearly that what is useful to
him may be useless for somebody else, and what helps
others to be saints might ruin him. That is why humility
brings with it a deep refinement of spirit, a peacefulness,
a tact and a common sense without which there is no
sane morality.

It is not humility to insist on being someone that you
are not. It is as much as saying that you know better
than God who you are and who you ought to be. How
do you expect to arrive at the end of your own journey
if you take the road to another man’s city? How do you
expect to reach your own perfection by leading some-
body else’s life? His sanctity will never be yours; you
must have the humility to work out your own salvation
in a darkness where you are absolutely alone. . . .

And so it takes heroic humility to be yourself and to be
nobody but the man, or the artist, that God intended you
to be.

You will be made to feel that your honesty is only
pride. This is a serious temptation because you can never
be sure whether you are being true to your true self
or only building up a defense for the false personality
that is the creature of your own appetite for esteem.

But the greatest humility can be learned from the
anguish of keeping your balance in such a position: of
continuing to be yourself without getting tough about
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it and without asserting your false self against the false
selves of other people.

PERFECTION is not something you can acquire like a hat
—by walking into a place and trying on several and
walking out again ten minutes later with one on your
head that fits. Yet people sometimes enter monasteries
with that idea.

They are eager to get the first available system fitted on
to them and to spend the rest of their lives walking
around with the thing on their heads.

They devour books of piety indiscriminately, not
stopping to consider how much of what they read applies,
or can be applied, to their own lives. Their chief concern
is to acquire as many externals as possible, and to decorate
their persons with the features they have so rapidly come
to associate with perfection. And they walk around in
clothes cut to the measure of other people and other
situations.

If they do this job thoroughly, their spiritual disguises
are apt to be much admired. Like successful artists, they
become commercial. After that there is not much hope
for them. They are good people, yes; but they are out of
place and much of their well-intentioned energy will
only be wasted. They have become satisfied with their
own brand of sanctity, and with the perfection they have
woven for themselves out of their own imaginations.

Such “sanctity” may perhaps be only the fruit of
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mutual flattery. The “perfection” of the holy one is
something that reassures his neighbors by confirming
them in their own prejudices, and by enabling them to
forget what is lacking in their own communal morality.
It makes them all feel that they are “right,” that they
are on the right way, and that God is “satisfied” with
their collective way of life. Therefore nothing needs to
be changed. But anyone who opposes this situation is
wrong. The sanctity of the “saint” is there to justify the
complete elmination of those who are “unholy”—that
is, those who do not conform.

So too in art, or literature. The “best” poets are those
who happen to succede in a way that flatters our current
prejudice about what constitutes good poetry. We are
very exacting about the standards that they have set up,
and we cannot even consider a poet who writes in some
other slightly different way, whose idiom is not quite
the same. We do not read him. We do not dare to, for if
we were discovered to have done so, we would fall from
grace. We would be excommunicated.

A clever kind of insolent servility, a peculiar combina-
tion of ambition, stubbornness and flexibility, a “third
ear” keenly attuned to the subtlest modulations of the
faskionable cliché—with all this you can pass as a saint
or a genius if you conform to the right group. You will
be blamed in a way that gives you great pleasure, because
the blame will come from an out-group by which to be
blamed is praise. You may not be enthusiastically praised,
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even by your own friends. But they know exactly what
you are driving at. They fully accept your standards.
They dig you. You are canonized. You are the embodi-
ment of their own complacency.

ONE of the first signs of a saint may well be the fact that
other people do not know what to make of him. In fact,
they are not sure whether he is crazy or only proud; but
it must at least be pride to be haunted by some individual
ideal which nobody but God really comprehends. And
he has inescapable difficulties in applying all the abstract
norms of “perfection” to his own life. He cannot seem
to make his life fit in with the books.

Sometimes his case is so bad that no monastery will
keep him. He has to be dismissed, sent back to the world
like Benedict Joseph Labre, who wanted to be a Trappist
and a Carthusian and succeeded in neither. He finally
ended up as a tramp. He died in some street in Rome.

And yet the only canonized saint, venerated by the
whole Church, who has lived either as a Cistercian or a
Carthusian since the Middle Ages is St. Benedict Joseph
Labre.
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I§ Sentences

To hope is to risk frustration. Therefore, make up your
mind to risk frustration.

Do not be one of those who, rather than risk failure,
never attempts anything.

THE concept of “virtue” does not appeal to men, be-
cause they are no longer interested in becoming good.
Yet if you tell them that Saint Thomas talks about
virtues as “habits of the practical intellect,” they may,
perhaps, pay some attention to your words. They are
pleased with the thought of anything that would seem
to make them clever. It gets them something.

Our minds are like crows. They pick up everything that
glitters, no matter how uncomfortable our nests get with
all that metal in them.

THE devils are very pleased with a soul that comes out
of its dry house and shivers in the rain for no other rea-
son than that the house is dry.
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I HavE very little idea of what is going on in the world,
but occasionally I happen to see some of the things they
are drawing and writing there and it gives me the con-
viction that they are all living in ash cans. It makes me
glad I cannot hear what they are singing.

IF a writer is so cautious that he never writes anything
that cannot be criticized, he will never write anything
that can be read. If you want to help other people you
have got to make up your mind to write things that some
men will condemn.

You cannot be a man of faith unless you know how to
doubt. You cannot believe in God unless you are capable
of questioning the authority of prejudice, even though
that prejudice may seem to be religious. Faith is not
blind conformity to a prejudice—a “pre-judgment.” It is
a decision, a judgment that is fully and deliberately taken
in the light of a truth that cannot be proven. It is not
merely the acceptance of a decision that has been made

by somebody else.

A “parre” that merely confirms us in opinionatedness
and self-complacency may well be an expression of
theological doubt. True faith is never merely a source of
spiritual comfort. It may indeed bring peace, but before
it does so it must involve us in struggle. A “faith” that
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avoids this struggle is really a temptation against true

faith.

MEmory is corrupted and ruined by a crowd of “memo-
ries.” If I am going to have a true memory, there are a
thousand things that must first be forgotten. Memory is
not fully itself when it reaches only into the past. A
memory that is not alive to the present does not “remem-
ber” the here and now, does not “remember” its true
identity, is not memory at all. He who remembers noth-
ing but facts and past events, and is never brought back
into the present, is a victim of amnesia.

WE are so convinced that past evils must repeat them-
selves that we make them repeat themselves. We dare
not risk a new life in which the evils of the past are
totally forgotten; a new life seems to imply new evils,
and we would rather face evils that are already familiar.
Hence we cling to the evil that has already become ours,
and renew it from day to day, until we become identified
with it and change is no longer thinkable.

WHaAT about the men who run about the countryside
painting signs that say “Jesus saves” and “Prepare to
meet God!” Have you ever seen one of them? I have
not, but I often try to imagine them, and I wonder what
goes on in their minds. Strangely, their signs do not
make me think of Jesus, but of them. Or perhaps it is
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“their Jesus” who gets in the way and makes all thought
of Jesus impossible. They wish to force their Jesus upon
us, and He is perhaps only a projection of themselves.
They seem to be at times threatening the world with
judgment and at other times promising it mercy. But
are they asking simply to be loved and recognized and
valued, for themselves? In any case, their Jesus is quite
different from mine. But because their concept is dif-
ferent, should I reject it in horror, with distaste? If I do,
perhaps I reject something in my own self that I no
longer recognize to be there. And in any case, if I can
tolerate their Jesus then I can accept and love them.
Or I can at least conceive of doing so. Let not their Jesus
be a barrier between us, or they will be a barrier between
us and Jesus.

TaaT which is oldest is most young and most new. There
is nothing so ancient and so dead as human novelty. The
“latest” is always stillborn. It never even manages to
arrive. What is really new is what was there all the time.
I say, not what has repeated itself all the time; the really
“new” is that which, at every moment, springs freshly
into new existence. This newness never repeats itself.
Yet it is so old it goes back to the earliest beginning. It
is the very beginning itself, which speaks to us.

For “primitives,” past and future are in the present. For
“moderns,” the present is either in the future or in the
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past. They have no present, only a permanently self-
repeating state of confusion. But the confusion is punctu-
ated by sharp, practical noises: people announce the date,
the hour, the minute of the day. At every instant they
exclaim that something important has just taken place, or
is just about to take place. Indeed, one is able to “be
present” at great events that are taking place. But in the
gray, sloppy confusion of jumbled instants there is no
longer a present and events are without character or
meaning to those who seem to be participating in them.
Instead of engaging in meaningful action, we bombard
one another with statements and declarations, with inter-
pretations of what has happened, is happening, or is
about to happen. We keep telling each other the time, as
though time itself would cease to exist if we stopped
talking about it. Well, maybe it would! . . .

THE most difficult and the most necessary of renuncia-
tions: to give up resentment. This is almost impossible,
for without resentment modern life would probably
cease to be human at all. Resentment enables us to sur-
vive the absurdity of existence in a modern city. It is the
last-ditch stand of freedom in the midst of confusion.
The confusion is inescapable, but at least we can refuse
to accept it, we can say “No.” We can live in a state of
mute protest.

Bur if resentment is a device which enables man to
survive, it does not enable him, necessarily, to survive
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healthily. It is not a real exercise of freedom. It is not a
genuine expression of personal integrity. It is the mute,
animal protest of a mistreated psychophysical organism.
Driven too far it becomes mental sickness; that, too, is an
“adaptation” in its own way. But it is an adaptation by
way of escape.

THE problem is to learn how to renounce resentment
without selling out to the organization people who want
everyone to accept absurdity and moral anarchy in a
spirit of uplift and willing complicity. Few men are
strong enough to find the solution. A monastery is not
necessarily the right answer; there is resentment in
monasteries also, and for the same reason that there is
resentment anywhere else.

Ir you want to renounce resentment you have to re-
nounce the shadow self that feels itself menaced by the
confusion without which it cannot subsist. This is the
problem: having to live in complete servile dependence
upon a system, an organization, a society, or a person
that one despises or hates. To live in such dependence
and yet to be compelled, by one’s own attachment to
what appears to be an “identity,” to seemingly approve
and accept what one hates. To have an “I” that is
essentially servile and dependent, and which expresses
its servility by constantly lauding and flattering the tyrant
to whom it remains unwillingly, yet necessarily, subject.
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ULTIMATELY it is a question of servility. And servility
may be a purely subjective condition. It may be that we
regard ourselves as slaves, even when we are not domi-
nated by anybody. It may be that we are not capable of
existing except in a state in which we imagine ourselves
to be under domination. In that event, resentment may
help to make the situation acceptable, but it can never
make us healthy. It is only a justification, a pretense
that we would be free if we could. But what if we dis-
covered that we are, in fact, already free?

It is not that someone else is preventing you from living
happily; you yourself do not know what you want.
Rather than admit this, you pretend that someone is
keeping you from exercising your liberty. Who is this?
It is you yourself.

Bur as long as you pretend to live in pure autonomy, as
your own master, without even a god to rule you, you
will inevitably live as the servant of another man or as
the alienated member of an organization. Paradoxically
it is the acceptance of God that makes you free and
delivers you from human tyranny, for when you serve
Him you are no longer permitted to alienate your spirit
in human servitude. God did not invite the Children of
Israel to leave the slavery of Egypt: He commanded

them to do so.
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THE poet enters into himself in order to create. The
contemplative enters into God in order to be created.

A CatroLic poet should be an apostle by being first of
all a poet, not try to be a poet by being first of all an
apostle. For if he presents himself to people as a poet,
he is going to be judged as a poet and if he is not a good
one his apostolate will be ridiculed.

Ir you write for God you will reach many men and bring
them jOy.

If you write for men—you may make some money and
you may give someone a little joy and you may make a
noise in the world, for a little while.

If you write only for yourself you can read what you
yourself have written and after ten minutes you will be
so disgusted you will wish that you were dead.
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16 The Root of War
Is Fear

AT the root of all war is fear: not so much the fear men
have of one another as the fear they have of everything.
It is not merely that they do not trust one another; they
do not even trust themselves. If they are not sure when
someone else may turn around and kill them, they are
still less sure when they may turn around and kill them-
selves. They cannot trust anything, because they have
ceased to believe in God.

It is not only our hatred of others that is dangerous but
also and above all our hatred of ourselves: particularly
that hatred of ourselves which is too deep and too power-
ful to be consciously faced. For it is this which makes
us see our own evil in others and unable to see it in
ourselves.

When we see crime in others, we try to correct it by
destroying them or at least putting them out of sight.
It is easy to identify the sin with the sinner when he is
someone other than our own self. In ourselves, it is the
other way round; we see the sin, but we have great
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difficulty in shouldering responsibility for it. We find
it very hard to identify our sin with our own will and
our own malice. On the contrary, we naturally tend to
interpret our immoral act as an involuntary mistake, or
as the malice of a spirit in us that is other than ourself.
Yet at the same time we are fully aware that others do
not make this convenient distinction for us. The acts
that have been done by us are, in their eyes, “our” acts
and they hold us fully responsible.

What is more, we tend unconsciously to ease ourselves
still more of the burden of guilt that is in us, by passing
it on to somebody else. When I have done wrong, and
have excused myself by attributing the wrong to “an-
other” who is unaccountably “in me,” my conscience
is not yet satisfied. There is still too much left to be
explained. The “other in myself” is too close to home.
The temptation is, then, to account for my fault by
seeing an equivalent amount of evil in someone else.
Hence I minimize my own sins and compensate for
doing so by exaggerating the faults of others.

As if this were not enough, we make the situation
much worse by artificially intensifying our sense of evil,
and by increasing our propensity to feel guilt even for
things which are not in themselves wrong. In all these
ways we build up such an obsession with evil, both in
ourselves and in others, that we waste all our mental
energy trying to account for this evil, to punish it, to
exorcise it, or to get rid of it in any way we can. We
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drive ourselves mad with our preoccupation and in the
end there is no outlet left but violence. We have to
destroy something or someone. By that time we have
created for ourselves a suitable enemy, a scapegoat in
whom we have invested all the evil in the world. He is
the cause of every wrong. He is the fomentor of all con-
flict. If he can only be destroyed, conflict will cease, evil
will be done with, there will be no more war.

This kind of fictional thinking is especially dangerous
when it is supported by a whole elaborate pseudo-
scientific structure of myths, like those which Marxists
have adopted as their ersatz for religion. But it is cer-
tainly no less dangerous when it operates in the vague,
fluid, confused and unprincipled opportunism which
substitutes in the West for religion, for philosophy and
even for mature thought.

WaEnN the whole world is in moral confusion, when no
one knows any longer what to think, and wher,, in fact,
everybody is running away from the responsibility of
thinking, when man makes rational thought about moral
issues absurd by exiling himself entirely from realities
into the realm of fictions, and when he expends all his
efforts in constructing more fictions with which to ac-
count for his ethical failures, then it becomes clear that
the world cannot be saved from global war and global
destruction by the mere efforts and good intentions of
peacemakers. In actual fact, everyone is becoming more
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and more aware of the widening gulf between good
purposes and bad results, between efforts to make peace
and the growing likelihood of war. It seems that no
matter how elaborate and careful the planning, all at-
tempts at international dialogue end in more and more
ludicrous failures. In the end no one has any more faith
in those who even attempt the dialogue. On the contrary,
the negotiators, with all their pathetic good will, become
the objects of contempt and of hatred. It is the “men
of good will,” the men who have made their poor efforts
to do something about peace, who will in the end be the
most mercilessly reviled, crushed, and destroyed as
victims of the universal self-hate of man which they have
unfortunately only increased by the failure of their good
intentions.

Perhaps we still have a basically superstitious tendency
to associate failure with dishonesty and guilt—failure
being interpreted as “punishment.” Even if a man starts
out with good intentions, if he fails we tend to think he
was somehow “at fault.” If he was not guilty, he was at
least “wrong.” And “being wrong” is something we have
not yet learned to face with equanimity and under-
standing. We either condemn it with god-like disdain
or forgive it with god-like condescension. We do not
manage to accept it with human compassion, humility
and identification. Thus we never see the one truth that
would help us begin to solve our ethical and political
problems: that we are all more or less wrong, that we
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are all at fault, all limited and obstructed by our mixed
motives, our self-deception, our greed, our self-righteous-
ness and our tendency to aggressivity and hypocrisy.

I~ our refusal to accept the partially good intentions of
others and work with them (of course prudently and
with resignation to the inevitable imperfection of the
result) we are unconsciously proclaiming our own
malice, our own intolerance, our own lack of realism,
our own ethical and political quackery.

Perhaps in the end the first real step toward peace
would be a realistic acceptance of the fact that our
political ideals are perhaps to a great extent illusions
and fictions to which we cling out of motives that are
not always perfectly honest: that because of this we
prevent ourselves from seeing any good or any practi-
cability in the political ideals of our enemies—which
may, of course, be in many ways even more illusory and
dishonest than our own. We will never get anywhere
unless we can accept the fact that politics is an inex-
tricable tangle of good and evil motives in which, per-
haps, the evil predominate but where one must continue
to hope doggedly in what little good can still be found.

But someone will say: “If we once recognize that we
are all equally wrong, all political action will instantly
be paralyzed. We can only act when we assume that we
are in the right.” On the contrary, I believe the basis for
valid political action can only be the recognition that the
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true solution to our problems is not accessible to any one
isolated party or nation but that all must arrive at it by
working together.

I po not mean to encourage the guilt-ridden thinking
that is always too glad to be “wrong” in everything. This
too is an evasion of responsibility, because every form of
oversimplification tends to make decisions ultimately
meaningless. We must try to accept ourselves, whether
individually or collectively, not only as perfectly good
or perfectly bad, but in our mysterious, unaccountable
mixture of good and evil. We have to stand by the
modicum of good that is in us without exaggerating it.
We have to defend our real rights, because unless we
respect our own rights we will certainly not respect the
rights of others. But at the same time we have to recog-
nize that we have willfully or otherwise trespassed on the
rights of others. We must be able to admit this not only
as the result of self-examination, but when it is pointed
out unexpectedly, and perhaps not too gently, by some-
body else.

These principles which govern personal moral con-
duct, which make harmony possible in small social units
like the family, also apply in the wider area of the state
and in the whole community of nations. It is, however,
quite absurd, in our present situation or in any other, to
expect these principles to be universally accepted as the
result of moral exhortations. There is very little hope

117



that the world will be run according to them, all of a
sudden, as a result of some hypothetical change of heart
on the part of politicians. It is useless and even laughable
to base political thought on the faint hope of a purely
contingent and subjective moral illumination in the
hearts of the world’s leaders. But outside of political
thought and action, in the religious sphere, it is not only
permissible to hope for such a mysterious consummation,
but it is necessary to pray for it. We can and must be-
lieve not so much that the mysterious light of God can
“convert” the ones who are mostly responsible for the
world’s peace, but at least that they may, in spite of their
obstinacy and their prejudices, be guarded against fatal
error.

IT would be sentimental folly to expect men to trust one
another when they obviously cannot be trusted. But at
least they can learn to trust God. They can bring them-
selves to see that the mysterious power of God can, quite
independently of human malice and error, protect men
unaccountably against themselves, and that He can al-
ways turn evil into good, though perhaps not always in
a sense that would be understood by the preachers of
sunshine and uplift. If they can trust and love God, Who
is infinitely wise and Who rules the lives of men,
permitting them to use their freedom even to the point
of almost incredible abuse, they can love men who are
evil. They can learn to love them even in their sin, as
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God has loved them. If we can love the men we cannot
trust (without trusting them foolishly) and if we can
to some extent share the burden of their sin by identify-
ing ourselves with them, then perhaps there is some hope
of a kind of peace on earth, based not on the wisdom
and the manipulations of men but on the inscrutable

mercy of God.

For only love—which means humility—can exorcise the
fear which is at the root of all war.

What is the use of postmarking our mail with ex-
hortations to “pray for peace” and then spending billions
of dollars on atomic submarines, thermonuclear weapons,
and ballistic missiles? This, I would think, would
certainly be what the New Testament calls “mocking
God’—and mocking Him far more effectively than the
atheists do. The culminating horror of the joke is that we
are piling up these weapons to protect ourselves against
atheists who, quite frank]y, believe there is no God and
are convinced that one has to rely on bombs and missiles
since nothing else offers any real security. Is it then
because we have so much trust in the power of God
that we are intent upon utterly destroying these people
before they can destroy us? Even at the risk of destroy-
ing ourselves at the same time?

I po not mean to imply that prayer excludes the simul-
taneous use of ordinary human means to accomplish a
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naturally good and justifiable end. One can very well
pray for a restoration of physical health and at the same
time take medicine prescribed by a doctor. In fact, a
believer should normally do both. And there would seem
to be a reasonable and right proportion between the use
of these two means to the same end.

But consider the utterly fabulous amount of money,
planning, energy, anxiety and care which go into the
production of weapons which almost immediately be-
come obsolete and have to be scrapped. Contrast all this
with the pitiful little gesture “pray for peace” piously
canceling our four-cent stamps! Think, too, of the dis-
proportion between our piety and the enormous act of
murderous destruction which we at the same time
countenance without compunction and without shame!
It does not even seem to enter our minds that there might
be some incongruity in praying to the God of peace,
the God Who told us to love one another as He had
loved us, Who warned us that they who took the sword
would perish by it, and at the same time planning to
annihilate not thousands but millions of civilians and
soldiers, men, women and children without discrimina-
tion, even with the almost infallible certainty of inviting
the same annihilation for ourselves!

It may make sense for a sick man to pray for health and
then take medicine, but I fail to see any sense at all in

his praying for health and then drinking poison.
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WHEN [ pray for peace I pray God to pacify not only
the Russians and the Chinese but above all my own
nation and myself. When I pray for peace I pray to be
protected not only from the Reds but also from the folly
and blindness of my own country. When I pray for
peace, I pray not only that the enemies of my country
may cease to want war, but above all that my own
country will cease to do the things that make war in-
evitable. In other words, when I pray for peace I am not
just praying that the Russians will give up without a
struggle and let us have our own way. I am praying that
both we and the Russians may somehow be restored to
sanity and learn how to work out our problems, as best
we can, together, instead of preparing for global suicide.

I am fully aware that this sounds utterly sentimental.
archaic and out of tune with an age of science. But 1
would like to submit that pseudo-scientific thinking in
politics and sociology have so far had much less than
this to offer. One thing I would like to add in all fairness
is that the atomic scientists themselves are quite often
the ones most concerned about the ethics of the situation,
and that they are among the few who dare to open their
mouths from time to time and say something about it.

But who on earth listens?

Ir men really wanted peace they would sincerely ask
God for it and He would give it to them. But why should
He give the world a peace which it does not really
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desire? The peace the world pretends to desire is really
no peace at all.

To some men peace merely means the liberty to exploit
other people without fear of retaliation or interference.
To others peace means the freedom to rob others without
interruption. To still others it means the leisure to de-
vour the goods of the earth without being compelled to
interrupt their pleasures to feed those whom their greed
is starving. And to practically everybody peace simply
means the absence of any physical violence that might
cast a shadow over lives devoted to the satisfaction of
their animal appetities for comfort and pleasure.

Many men like these have asked God for what they
thought was “peace” and wondered why their prayer
was not answered. They could not understand that it
actually was answered. God left them with what they
desired, for their idea of peace was only another form of
war. The “cold war” is simply the normal consequence of
our corrupt idea of a peace based on a policy of “every
man for himself” in ethics, economics and political life.
It is absurd to hope for a solid peace based on fictions and
illusions!

So instead of loving what you think is peace, love
other men and love God above all. And instead of hating
the people you think are warmakers, hate the appetites
and the disorder in your own soul, which are the causes
of war. If you love peace, then hate injustice, hate
tyranny, hate greed—but hate these things in yourself,
not in another.
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17 Hell as Hatred

HerL is where no one has anything in common with
anybody else except the fact that they all hate one an-
other and cannot get away from one another and from
themselves.

They are all thrown together in their fire and each one
tries to thrust the others away from him with a huge,
impotent hatred. And the reason why they want to be
free of one another is not so much that they hate what
they see in others, as that they know others hate what
they see in them: and all recognize in one another
what they detest in themselves, selfishness and impo-
tence, agony, terror and despair.

The tree is known by its fruits. If you want to under-
stand the social and political history of modern man,
study hell.

And yet the world, with all its wars, is not yet hell.
And history, however terrible, has another and a deeper
meaning. For it is not the evil of history that is its
significance and it is not by the evil of our time that our
time can be understood. In the furnace of war and hatred,
the City of those who love one another is drawn and
fused together in the heroism of charity under suffering,
while the city of those who hate everything is scattered
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and dispersed and its citizens are cast out in every direc-
tion, like sparks, smoke and flame.

Our God also is a consuming fire. And if we, by love,
become transformed into Him and burn as He burns,
His fire will be our everlasting joy. But if we refuse His
love and remain in the coldness of sin and opposition to
Him and to other men then will His fire (by our own
choice rather than His) become our everlasting enemy,
and Love, instead of being our joy, will become our
torment and our destruction.

WHEN we love God’s will we find Him and own His joy
in all things. But when we are against God, that is,
when we love ourselves more than Him, all things be-
come our enemies. They cannot help refusing us the law-
less satisfaction our selfishness demands of them because
the infinite unselfishness of God is the law of every
created essence and is printed in everything that He has
made. His creatures can only be friends with His un-
selfishness. If, in men, they find selfishness, then they
hate, fear and resist it—until they are tamed and reduced
to passivity by it. But the Desert Fathers believed one
of the marks of the saint was that he could live at peace
with lions and serpents, with nothing to fear from them.

THERE is nothing interesting about sin, or about evil
as evil.
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Evil is not a positive entity but the absence of a per-
fection that ought to be there. Sin as such is essentially
boring because it is the lack of something that could
appeal to our wills and our minds.

What attracts men to evil acts is not the evil in them
but the good that is there, seen under a false aspect and
with a distorted perspective. The good seen from that
angle is only the bait in a trap. When you reach out to
take it, the trap is sprung and you are left with disgust,
boredom—and hatred. Sinners are people who hate
everything, because their world is necessarily full of
betrayal, full of illusion, full of deception. And the
greatest sinners are the most boring people in the world
because they are also the most bored and the ones who
find life most tedious.

When they try to cover the tedium of life by noise,
excitement and violence—the inevitable fruits of a life
devoted to the love of values that do not exist—they be-
come something more than boring: they are scourges of
the world and of society. And being scourged is not
merely something dull or tedious.

Yet when it is all over and they are dead, the record
of their sins in history becomes exceedingly uninterest-
ing and is inflicted on school children as a penance which
is all the more bitter because even an eight-year-old can
readily see the uselessness of learning about people like
Hitler, Stalin and Napoleon.
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18 Faith

THE beginning of contemplation is faith. If there is
something essentially sick about your conception of faith
you will never be a contemplative.

First of all, faith is not an emotion, not a feeling. It is
not a blind subconscious urge toward something vaguely
supernatural. It is not simply an elemental need in man’s
spirit. It is not a feeling that God exists. It is not a con-
viction that one is somehow saved or “justified” for no
special reason except that one happens to feel that way. It
is not something entirely interior and subjective, with no
reference to any external motive. It is not just “soul
force.” It is not something that bubbles up out of the
recesses of your soul and fills you with an indefinable
“sense” that everything is all right. It is not something
so purely yours that its content is incommunicable. It is
not some personal myth of your own that you cannot
share with anyone else, and the objective validity of
which does not matter either to you or God or anybody
else.

But also it is not an opinion. It is not a conviction
based on rational analysis. It is not the fruit of scientific
evidence. You can only believe what you do not know.
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As soon as you know it, you no longer believe it, at Jeast
not in the same way as you know it.

Faith is first of all an intellectual assent. It perfects the
mind, it does not destroy it. It puts the intellect in pos-
session of Truth which reason cannot grasp by itself. It
gives us certitude concerning God as He is in Himself;
faith is the way to a vital contact with a God Who is alive,
and not to the view of an abstract First Principle worked
out by syllogisms from the evidence of created things.

But the assent of faith is not based on the intrinsic
evidence of a visible object. The act of belief unites two
members of a proposition which have no connection in
our natural experience. But also there is nothing within
reach of reason to argue that they are disconnected. The
statements which demand the assent of faith are simply
neutral to reason. We have no natural evidence why they
should be true or why they should be false. We assent to
them because of something other than intrinsic evidence.
We accept their truth as revealed and the motive of onr
assent is the authority of God Who reveals them.

Faith is not expected to give complete satisfaction to
the intellect. It leaves the intellect suspended in ob-
scurity, without a light proper to its own mode of know-
ing. Yet it does not frustrate the intellect, or deny it, or
destroy it. It pacifies it with a conviction which it knows
it can accept quite rationally under the guidance of love.
For the act of faith is an act in which the intellect is
content to know God by loving Him and accepting His
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statements about Himself on His own terms. And this
assent is quite rational because it is based on the realiza-
tion that our reason can tell us nothing about God as
He actually is in Himself, and on the fact that God Him-
self is infinite actuality and therefore infinite Truth,
Wisdom, Power and Providence, and can reveal Himself
with absolute certitude in any manner He pleases, and
can certify His own revelation of Himself by external
signs.

Farrn is primarily an intellectual assent. But if it were
only that and nothing more, if it were only the “argu-
ment of what does not appear,” it would not be complete.
It has to be something more than an assent of the mind.
It is also a grasp, a contact, a communion of wills, “the
substance of things to be hoped for.” By faith one not
only assents to propositions revealed by God, one not
only attains to truth in a way that intelligence and reason
alone cannot do, but one assents to God Himself. One
receives God. One says “yes” not merely to a statement
about God, but to the Invisible, Infinite God Himself.
One fully accepts the statement not only for its own con-
tent, but for the sake of Him Who made it.

Too often our notion of faith is falsified by our
emphasis on the statements about God which faith be-
lieves, and by our forgetfulness of the fact that faith is
a communion with God’s own light and truth. Actually,
the statements, the propositions which faith accepts on
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the divine authority are simply media through which
one passes in order to reach the divine Truth. Faith
terminates not in a statement, not in a formula of words,
but in God.

If instead of resting in God by faith, we rest simply in
the proposition or the formula, it is small wonder that
faith does not lead to contemplation. On the contrary,
it leads to anxious hair-splitting arguments, to con-
troversy, to perplexity and ultimately to hatred and
division.

It is of course quite true that theology can and must
study the intellectual content of revelation and especially
the verbal formulation of divinely revealed truth. But
once again, this is not the final object of faith. Faith
goes beyond words and formulas and brings us the light
of God Himself.

The importance of the formulas is not that they are
ends in themselves, but that they are means through
which God communicates His truth to us. They must be
kept clear. They must be clean windows, so that they
may not obscure and hinder the light that comes to us.
They must not falsify God’s truth. Therefore we must
make every effort to believe the right formulas. But we
must not be so obsessed with verbal correctness that we
never go beyond the words to the ineffable reality which
they attempt to convey.

Faith, then, is not just the grim determination to cling
to a certain form of words, no matter what may happen

129



—though we must certainly be prepared to defend our
creed with our life. But above all, faith is the opening of
an inward eye, the eye of the heart, to be filled with the
presence of Divine light.

Ultimately faith is the only key to the universe. The
final meaning of human existence, and the answers to
questions on which all our happiness depends cannot
be reached in any other way.
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19 From Faith to Wisdom

TrE living God, the God Who is God and not a
philosopher’s abstraction, lies infinitely beyond the reach
of anything our eyes can see or our minds can under-
stand. No matter what perfection you predicate of Him,
you have to add that your concept is only a pale analogy
of the perfection that is in God, and that He is not
literally what you conceive by that term.

He Who is infinite light is so tremendous in His
evidence that our minds only see Him as darkness. Lux
in tenebris lucet et tenebrae eam non comprehenderunt.
(The Light shines in darkness and the darkness has not
understood it.)

If nothing that can be seen can either be God or
represent Him to us as He is, then to find God we must
pass beyond everything that can be seen and enter into
darkness. Since nothing that can be heard is God, to
find Him we must enter into silence.

Since God cannot be imagined, anything our imagina-
tion tells us about Him is ultimately misleading and
therefore we cannot know Him as He really is unless
we pass beyond everything that can be imagined and
enter into an obscurity without images and without the
likeness of any created thing.
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And since God cannot be seen or imagined, the visions
of God we read of the saints having are not so much
visions of Him as visions about Him; for to see any
limited form is not to see Him.

Gob cannot be understood except by Himself. If we are
to understand Him we can only do so by being in some
way transformed into Him, so that we know Him as He
knows Himself. And He does not know Himself by any
representation of Himself: His own infinite Being is
His own knowledge of Himself and we will not know
Him as He knows Himself until we are united to what
He is.

Faith is the first step in this transformation because it
is a cognition that knows without images and repre-
sentations by a loving identification with the living God
in obscurity.

Faith reaches the intellect not simply through the
senses but in a light directly infused by God. Since this
light does not pass through the eye or the imagination or
reason, its certitude becomes our own without any vesture
of created appearance, without any likeness that can be
visualized or described. It is true that the language of the
article of faith to which we assent represents things that
can be imagined, but in so far as we imagine them we
misconcieve them and tend to go astray. Ultimately we
cannot imagine the connection between the two terms of
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the proposition: “In God there are Three Persons and
One Nature.” And it would be a great mistake to try.

If you believe, if you make a simple act of submission
to the authority of God proposing some article of faith
externally through His Church, you receive the gift of
an interior light that is so simple that if baffles description
and so pure that it would be coarse to call it an experi-
ence. But it is a true light, perfecting the intellect of man
with a perfection far beyond knowledge.

It is of course necessary to remember that faith implies
the acceptance of truths proposed by authority. But this
element of submission in faith must not be so over-
emphasized that it seems to constitute the whole essence
of faith: as if a mere unloving, unenlightened, dogged
submission of the will to authority were enough to make
a “man of faith.” If this element of will is over-
emphasized then the difference between faith in the
intellect and simple obedience in the will becomes ob-
scured. In certain cases this can be very unhealthy, be-
cause actually if there is no light of faith, no interior
illumination of the mind by grace by which one accepts
the proposed truth from God and thereby attains to it,
so to speak, in His divine assurance, then inevitably the
mind lacks the true peace, the supernatural support
which is due to it. In that event there is not real faith.
The positive element of light is lacking. There is a forced
suppression of doubt rather than the opening of the eye
of the heart by deep belief. Where there is only a violent
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suppression of doubt and nothing more, can we suppose
that the true interior gift of faith has really been re-
ceived? This is, of course, a very delicate question, be-
cause it often happens that where there is deep faith,
accompanied by true consent of love to God and to His
truth, there may yet persist difficulties in the imagination
and in the intellect.

In a certain sense we may say that there are still
“doubts,” if by that we mean not that we hesitate to
accept the truth of revealed doctrine, but that we feel
the weakness and instability of our spirit in the presence
of the awful mystery of God. This is not so much an
objective doubt as a subjective sense of our own helpless-
ness which is perfectly compatible with true faith. In-
deed, as we grow in faith we also tend to grow in this
sense of our own helplessness, so that a man who believes
much may, at the same time, in this improper sense,
seem to “doubt” more than ever before. This is no indica-
tion of theological doubt at all, but merely the perfectly
normal awareness of natural insecurity and of the
anguish that comes with it.

The very obscurity of faith is an argument of its
perfection. It is darkness to our minds because it so far
transcends their weakness. The more perfect faith is,
the darker it becomes. The closer we get to God, the
less is our faith diluted with the half-light of created
images and concepts. Our certainty increases with this
obscurity, yet not without anguish and even material
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doubt, because we do not find it easy to subsist in a void
in which our natural powers have nothing of their own
to rely on. And it is in the deepest darkness that we most
fully possess God on earth, because it is then that our
minds are most truly liberated from the weak, created
lights that are darkness in comparison to Him; it is then
that we are filled with His infinite Light which seems
pure darkness to our reason.

In this greatest perfection of faith the infinite God
Himself becomes the Light of the darkened soul and
possesses it entirely with His Truth. And at this in-
explicable moment the deepest night becomes day and
faith turns into understanding.

From all this it is evident that faith is not just one
moment of the spiritual life, not just a step to something
else. It is that acceptance of God which is the very climate
of all spiritual living. It is the beginning of communion.
As faith deepens, and as communion deepens with it, it
becomes more and more intensive and at the same time
reaches out to affect everything else we think and do. I
do not mean merely that now all our thoughts are
couched in certain fideist or pietistic formulas, but rather
that faith gives a dimension of simplicity and depth to
all our apprehensions and to all our experiences.

What is this dimension of depth? It is the incorpora-
tion of the unknown and of the unconscious into our

daily life. Faith brings together the known and the un-
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known so that they overlap: or rather, so that we are
aware of their overlapping. Actually, our whole life is a
mystery of which very little comes to our conscious un-
derstanding. But when we accept only what we can con-
sciously rationalize, our life is actually reduced to the
most pitiful limitations, though we may think quite other-
wise. (We have been brought up with the absurd preju-
dice that only what we can reduce to a rational and
conscious formula is really understood and experienced
in our life. When we can say what a thing is, or what we
are doing, we think we fully grasp and experience it. In
point of fact this verbalization—very often it is nothing
more than verbalization—tends to cut us off from genuine
experience and to obscure our understanding instead of
increasing it.)

Faith does not simply account for the unknown, tag it
with a theological tag and file it away in a safe place
where we do not have to worry about it. This is a
falsification of the whole idea of faith. On the contrary,
faith incorporates the unknown into our everyday life
in a living, dynamic and actual manner. The unknown
remains unknown. It is still a mystery, for it cannot cease
to be one. The function of faith is not to reduce mystery
to rational clarity, but to integrate the unknown and the
known together in a living whole, in which we are more
and more able to transcend the limitations of our external

self.

Hence the function of faith is not only to bring us into
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contact with the “authority of God” revealing; not only
to teach us truths “about God,” but even to reveal to us
the unknown in our own selves, in so far as our un-
known and undiscovered self actually lives in God,
moving and acting only under the direct light of His
merciful grace.

This is, to my mind, the crucially important aspect of
faith which is too often ignored today. Faith is not just
conformity, it is life. It embraces all the realms of life,
penetrating into the most mysterious and inaccessible
depths not only of our unknown spiritual being but even
of God’s own hidden essence and love. Faith, then, is
the only way of opening up the true depths of reality,
even of our own reality. Until a man yields himself to
God in the consent of total belief, he must inevitably
remain a stranger to himself, an exile from himself, be-
cause he is excluded from the most meaningful depths
of his own being: those which remain obscure and un-
known because they are too simple and too deep to be
attained by reason.

At once the question arises: do you mean the sub-
conscious mind? Here a distinction must be made. We
tend to imagine ourselves as a conscious mind which is
“above” and a subconscious mind that is “below the
conscious.” This image tends to be misleading. The
conscious mind of man is exceeded in all directions by
his unconscious. There is darkness not only below our
conscious reason but also above it and all around it.
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Our conscious mind is bv no means the summit of our
being. Nor does it control all the rest of our being from
a point of eminence. It merely controls some of the ele-
ments that are below it. But our conscious mind may
in turn be controlled by the unconscious that is “beyond”
it, whether above or below. However, it should not be
controlled by what is below it, only by what is above.
Hence the important distinction between the animal,
emotional and instinctive components of our unconscious
and the spiritual, one might almost say the “divine,”
elements in our superconscious mind.

Now faith actually brings all of the unconscious into
integration with the rest of our life, but it does so in
different ways. What is below us is accepted (not by any
means merely rationalized). It is consented to in so far
as it is willed by God. Faith enables us to come to terms
with our animal nature and to accept the task of trying
to govern it according to the Divine will, that is, accord-
ing to love. At the same time, faith subjects our reason to
the hidden spiritual forces that are above it. In so doing,
the whole man is brought into subjection to the “un-
known” that is above him.

In this superconscious realm of mystery is hidden
not only the summit of man’s spiritual being (which re-
mains a pure mystery to his reason) but also the presence
of God, Who dwells at this hidden summit, according

to traditional metaphor. Faith then brings man into con-
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tact with man’s own inmost spiritual depths and with
God, Who is “present” within those same depths.

The traditional theology of the Greek Fathers devised
three terms for these three aspects of man’s one spirit.
That which is unconscious and below reason was the
anima or psyche, the “animal” soul, the realm of instinct
and of emotion, the realm of automatism in which man
functions as a psychophysical organism. This anima is
conceived as a kind of feminine or passive principle in
man.

Then there is the reason, the enlightened, conscious,
active principle, the animus or nous. Here we have the
mind as a masculine principle, the intelligence that
governs, ratiocinates, guides our activity in the light of
prudence and of thought. It is meant to direct and com-
mand the feminine principle, the passive anima. The
anima is Eve, the animus is Adam. The effect of original
sin in us all is that Eve tempts Adam and he yields his
reasoned thought to her blind impulse, and tends hence-
forth to be governed by the automatism of passionate
reaction, by conditioned reflex, rather than by thought
and moral principle.

However, the true state of man is not just anima
governed by animus, the masculine and the feminine.
There is an even higher principle which is above the
division of masculine and feminine, active and passive,
prudential and instinctive. This higher principle in
which both the others are joined and transcend them-
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selves in union with God, is the spiritus, or pneuma.
This higher principle is not merely something in man’s
nature, it is man himself united, vivified, raised above
himself and inspired by God.

The full stature of man is to be found in “spirit” or
preuma. Man is not fully man until he is “one spirit”
with God. Man is “spirit” when he is at once anima,
animus, and spiritus. But these three are not numerically
distinct. They are one. And when they are perfectly
ordered in unity, while retaining their own rightful quali-
ties, then man is reconstituted in the image of the Holy
Trinity.

The “spiritual life” is then the perfectly balanced life
in which the body with its passions and instincts, the
mind with its reasoning and its obedience to principle
and the spirit with its passive illumination by the Light
and Love of God form one complete man who is in
God and with God and from God and for God. One man
in whom God is all in all. One man in whom God carries
out His own will without obstacle.

It can easily be seen that a purely emotional worship,
a life of instinct, an orgiastic religion, is no spiritual life.
But also, a merely rational life, a life of conscious thought
and rationally directed activity, is not a fully spiritual
life. In particular it is a characteristic modern error to
reduce man’s spirituality to mere “mentality,” and to
confine the whole spiritual life purely and simply in the
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reasoning mind. Then the spiritual life is reduced to a
matter of “thinking”—of verbalizing, rationalizing, etc.
But such a life is truncated and incomplete.

The true spiritual life is a life neither of dionysian
orgy nor of apollonian clarity: it transcends both. It is a
life of wisdom, a life of sophianic love. In Sophia, the
highest wisdom-principle, all the greatness and majesty
of the unknown that is in God and all that is rich and
maternal in His creation are united inseparably, as
paternal and maternal principles, the uncreated Father
and created Mother-Wisdom.

Faith is what opens to us this higher realm of unity, of
strength, of light, of sophianic love where there is no
longer the limited and fragmentary light provided by
rational principles, but where the Truth is One and
Undivided and takes all to itself in the wholeness of
Sapientia, or Sophia. When St. Paul said that Love was
the fulfillment of the Law and that Love had delivered
man from the Law, he meant that by the Spirit of
Christ we were incorporated into Christ, Himself the
“power and wisdom of God,” so that Christ Himself
thenceforth became our own life, and light and love and
wisdom. Our full spiritual life is life in wisdom, life in

Christ. The darkness of faith bears fruit in the light of

wisdom.
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20 Tradition and
Revolution

THE biggest paradox about the Church is that she is at
the same time essentially traditional and essentially re-
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