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Witness O sun that blinds cur eyes,
Unthinkable and unthankable King,
That though all other wonder dies
I wonder at not wondering.

This treatise will outline the appraisement of
some eminent oritics among the friends and admirers of the
late Gilbert Keith Chesterton, with regard to his poetry, which
they claim, is likes himself, at once many-sided but, withal,
curlously unified. It falls into four natural divisions that,
like most divisions, seem to overlap: Songs of Satire, Religlous
Poetry, Love Poems, and War Poems,' of which {llustrations will
be given in the pages that follow. c=3e Gow=

He loved with me, paid Browning, and men wept;
He laughed with me, paid Dickens, and men smiled;
He drank with me, said Chaucer, ani high fesst kept;
He played with me, said Blake, & wistful child;
He rode with me, pald Cobbett, on my quest;

With me, 8aid Stephenson, he read man's heart;
And Johnson shouted, Me he still loved best,

And he ld sane Jjudgment for the nobler part.

S0 much while Peter fumbled with the keys,

And #ustice for a little strove with ruth
Clouding the di fficult passage of Heaven's door;
Till other, wiser counsellors came than these:
Take him, said Thomas, for he served the truth;
Take him, said Franels, for he loved the poor.
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70 THE QUEEN OF HEAVEN

(Guiding Star of G.K.C.)
THE DEDICATION OF THIS POEM

0 Queen, whom English hearts revered
Before the dawn of evil day,

When "Merrie Englani” thine own "Dower,"
In error's gloom "had lost the way."

On bended knee with grief untold

Thy ohildren raised their hands to pray
That God would send a champion bold

To those who wighed to "find the way."

Thy Son looked down on Campden Hill
To see a little child at play;

With golden curle snd lsughing eyes
Grow great in wisdom day by day.

The c¢hlld when grown to man's estate
Heard loud the ocall from realms sbove
"Go forth to combat error's hate

And preach & oreed of truth and love."

With mighty word and mightier pen
Proclaimed the Faith with heart and will,
Wrought twice a score of years, and then,
His "lamp" went out "on Campden Hill."

His Joyous spirit still lives on,

His words resounding o'er and o'er,
The achoes of his mirth shall ring
Round Campden Hill "forever more."
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CHAPTER I

LIFE

One with the golden eagle of the morning,
Flat and flung wide above the spilnning pleins,
It scemed my spirit sprang and wheeled and flew.




TR

LIPFPE

Our fathers to ereced and tradition were tied,

They opened a book to sece what was inside,

And of various methods they deemed not the worst

Was to find the first chapter amd look at it First.

And so from the first to the second they passed,

T11l in servile routine they arrived at the last.

But a literate age, unbenighted by greed,

Can find on two boards all it wishes to read;

For the front of the cover shows somebody shot

4nd the back of the cover will iell you the plot.

How difficult it is to estimate properly a man of
virtue who is daily before our eyes! He becomes mingl ed
and confounded with other men. His great qualities lose
their novelty and we become accustomed t0 the oommon
materials which form the basis of even the most eminent
character. Of such a type was Gilbert Keith Chesterton,
affectionately knom ae G. K. C. who has recently passed
from life. The stern Reaper has deprived us of cne of
the most lovable of men, but his spirit will continue to
inform the minds, and inspire the hearts of his readers
for generatione to come. In his AUTOBIOGRAPHY, the first

chapter of whioch 18 styled "Hearssy Evidence," he sayss

"Bowing down in blind credulity, as is ny custom,

" before authority and the tradition of the elders,
superatitiously swallowing a story I could not test

by solentific experiment or private Sudgment, I firm-
ly believe that I was born om the 29th day of May, 1874,

-2-
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- on Campden Hill, Kensington; and baptiged according
t0o the formularies of the Chureh of England, in the
little church of St. George's opposite the large
Waterworks Tower that dominated that ridge. I do not
allege any mnderground connection between the cisterns
and the font; and I indignantly deny that the church
was chosen because it needed the whole water-power of
West Londaon to turn me into a Christian."

Mr. Chesterton says that he was born of respectable
but honest parent; that is, in a world where the word
‘"respectability” was not yet exclusively a term of re;
proach, but retained some dim philological connection with
the ldea of being respected. BEven in his youth he had re;
marked that the Sense of the word was changing, and remem-
bered a cdnversation between his parents in which it was
uged with both implications. His father, who was serene,
humorous and full ot hobbies, remarked casually that he
had been asked to go on what wae then called the Vestry.
At this Mrs. Chesterton, who was more swift, restless,
and generally Radical in her instincts, uttered something
like a ory of pain. She said: "Oh, Edward, don't! You
will be 80 respectable) We never have been respeotable
yet: don't let's begln now." To this his father mildly
replied: "My dear, you present a rather alarming picture
of our lives, if you say that we have never for one single
instunt been respectable."” Readers of PRIDE AND PRuJUDICE

-8~



will perceive that there was something of Mr. Bennet about
his father; though there was nothing of Mrs. Bennet about
his mother. In his poem "THE ARISTOCRAT" Gilbert Chesterton
putlincs some of his ideas on being "respectable”:

The Devil is a gentleman, and asks you dowm to stay

At his little place at What'sitemame (it isn't far away).
They say the spart is splendid; there is always something

new,
and fairy scenes, and fearful feats that none but he ean
do;
He can shoot the feathered cherubs if they fly on the ’
estate,

Or fish for Pather Neptune with the mermaids for a bait;
He scaled amid the staggering stars that precipice the
8ky,
And blew his trumpet above heaven, and got by mastery
The starry crown of God Himself, and shoved it on the
shelf;
But the devil 18 a gentleman, and doesn't brag himself.

O blind your eyes and break your heart and hack your
hand away,
and lose your love and shave your head; but do not go
to stay
at the little place in What'sitsname where folks are
rich and clever;
The golden and the goodly house, where things grow
worse for ever;
There are things you need not know of, though you live
and die in vain,
There are souls more¢ sick of pleasure than you are sick
. of pain;
There is a game of april Fool that's played behind its
door,
Where the fool remains for ever and the april comes no
. more,
Where the splendour of the daylight grows drearier than
the dark.
Apd life droops like a vulture that once was such a lark:

-4—
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And that is the Blus Devil that once was the Blue Bird;

~For the Devil is a gentlemsn, and doesr’t keep his word.

What Ge Ko Ce means is that his people belonged to
that rather old-fashioned English middle elass, in which a
business man was 8till permitted to mind his own business.
They had been granted no glimpse of that later and loftier
vision, of that more advanced and adventurous idea of com-
merce, in which a business man is supposed to rival, ruin,
destroy, absorb and swallow up everybody else's business.
His father was a Liberal of the school that existed before
the coming of Sociallism; he took it for granted thsat all
gane people belleved in private property; but he did not
trouble to translate it into private enterprise. His people
were of the sort that were always sufficiently successful;
but hardly in the modern sense, enterprising. Mr.vEdward
Chesterton was the head of a hereditary business of house-
agents and surveyors, which had already been established
for some three genserstions in Kensington; and there was &
gort of loocal patriotism about it and a little opposition
in the older members, when the younger first proposed that
it should have branches outside Kensington. This particular
gort of unobtrusive pride was very charscoteristic of this

older gort Qf business man.
-5-
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Mr. Chesterton's paternal grandfather was a fine-
looking old man with white halr and beard, and menners
that had something of that rounded solemnity that weat
with old-fushioned customs of proposing toessts and sentl-
mentss He kept up the old Christian custom of singing at
the dinner=-table, and it did not seem incongruous when he
gsang, "The Fine Old English Gantleman" as well as more
pompous songs of the perlod of Waterloo and Trafalgare
Our subject remarks that having lived to sece Mafeking
Night and the later Jingo lyries, he has retuined a con-
giderable respect for those old and pompous patriotic
songs. He fancles that it was better for ths tradltions
of the English tongue to hear such rhetorical lines as
these, about Wellington at the deathbed of Willlam the

Fourth,

"For he came on the Angel of Victory's wing

But the Angel of Death was awaiting the King,"
than to be contented with howling the following, heard in
all music-halls some twenty years afierwards:

"And when we say we've always won,

And when they ask us how it's done,

We proudly point to everyone
O0f England's Soldiers of the Queen.”

-6-
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He hag & dim suspiclon that dignity has something to ao
with style; but anyhow, the gestures, like the songs of his
grandfather's time &nd type hed a good deal to do with dig-
alty.

Another point about this mlddle olass to which Mr.
Chesterton belonged was that it really was &n educated class,
that made it unduly susplcious of the influence of servantis.
It attached rather too much importiance to spelling correctly.

And it did spell and speak correctly. There was a whole
world in which nobody was sany morse lliely to drop an "h"

than to plek up 8 title. Gilbert Chesterton early learned
with the méllce of infancy, thet what hls senlors were really
afraid of was any imitation of the intonation and diction of
the servants. In this connection he states {to guote another
hearsay snscdote) that about the age of three or’four, he
goreamed for & hat hanging on a peg, and at last in convul-
sions of fury uttered the awful threat, "If you don't give

{t to me, I'll say 'at."” He felt sure that it would lay all
his relatives p;ostrate for miles arounde.

And this oase sbout education and diction, though he
could see much to criticise in it afterwards, did really
have 1ts good side. It meant that his father wag thorough-
ly conversant with English literature and he (GeXK.) knew a8

good deal of it by heart, long before he could really get
-
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it .into his head. He knew pages of Shakespeare's blank
verse without a notion of the meaning of most of it; which
is, perhaps, the best way to begin to appreciate verse. It
is recorded of Lre. Chesterton that, about the age of six
or seven, he fell on the street, in the act of exclitedly
declaiming the words,

"Good Hamlet, cast this nighted colour off,

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark,

Do not forever with thy veiled lids
Seek for thy nobls father in the dugt--"

at which appropriate moment he pitched forward on hls nose.
What is perhaps even less apprecliated is that the class
to which Mr. Chesterton refers was not only cut off from what
are called:the lower classes, but also gquite &s sharply from
what are known as the upper classes. Since then, one may
say, with all graceful apologies, that this class has split

up into the two great sections of the Snobs and the Prigs.

The first are those who want to get into Soclety; the second,

those who want to get out of Society and into Societies. He
means here Vegetarian Socleties, and Socialist Colonles and
things of that sort. But the peonle he means were not cranks;

and, what is more, they were not snobs. There were pleanty

f of people in thelr time, of course, who were snobbish; but

: those to whom he refers were really a class apart. They

never dreamed of knowing the aristocracy except in business.

-8
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They had, what has since become almost incredible in
Zngland, a'érlde of their own.

Mr. Chesterton's mother's family had a French sur-
name, (Grosjean), though the family was entirely HEnglish
in speech and social habit. On the other si.e his mother
ecame of Scottish people, who were Kelths from Aberdeen;
his maternal grandmother was & very charming personality,
which fact with a certain vividness in any lnfusion of
Scot bloou or patriotism made this northern affiliation
appeal strongly to his affections, and made a sort of
romence in his childhood. Her husband had been one of
the old Wesleyan lay-preachers and was thus involved in
public goatroversy, & characteristic which had descended to
his grandchild. He was one of the leaders of the early
Teetotal movement, a8 characteristic which has not; But
there was a great deal in him, as 1s seen by the oaly two
remarks which his grandchild can recall his having made.
Once, when his sons were decrying the restraint imposed
upon liberal youth by mode and conventlon, he said abruptly,
"Ah, they talk a lot about fashlon; but fashion 1is civiliza-
tion." And, on another occasion, the same rising genera-
tion were lightly discussing that pessimism which is only
possible ig,the happy time of youth. They were criticlsing

e
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the General Thanksgliving in the Prayer Book, and wondering
why a good many people should be thankful for their crea-

tion. The old man, who was then so advanced in years that

he hardly ever spoke at% all, sald guddenly out of hils sllence,é
"I ghould thank God for my creation if I knew I was & lost E
soul.”

Other facts about his family he received only at
secondhand, and styles hls treatment of them as biography
which deals with things that were just behind him, and

merely threw thelr shadows on his earliest path; the things
that he saw in reflection rather than reality. Of these |
there were more on his mother's side; especially that

higtoricsl interest in the house of Keith, which was mixed

up with his general historical interest in things like the
house of Argyll. But on his father's side there were also
legenda; the nearest and most eminent figure being that
Captain Chesterton who was famous in his day as & reformer
of prisons. He was & friend of lDickens, and himself, |
probably, something of a Dicken's character. Gilbert
Chesterton does.not deny that a good many Dlckens charac-
ters are humbugs. Although he has praised the old
Viotorisn middle-class he has had to admit that it did i
uphold sometimes some pretty hollow and pompous impostors. ;
One réél Vietorisn virtue that can bs asoribed to |

~10-




his own people was a atrict adherence to a standard of
commercial probity; the standard was striocter in all that
more solid commercial oluss than in a later time, when
the notion of success was mixed up not only with cynicism
but with & queer sort of piratical romance. The change
may be felt, as in the word "regpectable,” in the very
atmosphere of certgin words. The favourite modern ideal

in morals and even in religion, espeesially the religion

broadecast for millions of modern business men, is the word

ngdventure.” The most menasing memster in morals, for the

business men of the old middle class was branded with the

title of "adventurer."”

In one of his pbems published in 1932, Mr. Chesteron
contrasts the change from the traditions of the Middle
Ages to the Materialism of to-day. The poem to whieh I
rerir i8 "THE MONSTER" from wmhieh I quote:

One with the golden eagle of the morning,

Flat and flung wide above the spinning plains,

It seemed my spirit sprang and wheeled and flew.
Phe world went under us like a river of light,

An eostasy of order, wherse each life,

Rejoieing in its law, rushed to its end:

Po break itself and breed; the embattled vines,
Grassland and grainland waved their thousand spears
In one wild rhythm as they swept along,

A map of marching armies, all one way;

A refersnce to the simple and esontented lives of the
peasants before the eoming of the Machine Age is made in
-1l1l-




the following lines:

"And ploughmen on their uplands ribbed with gold,
Went forward happy, with their backs to heaven,”

bent over their useful toil with uncomplaining spirit they
fulfilled their destiny.

In the poem the eagle typifies the supernatural whieh
guided the souls of men in Medieval times; the sesond
stanza continues the theme:

"Only the sacred eagle up the stream

Strove basck to his beginnings; left behind
Phe white archaic dawns on herbless hills,
The first cold hues of chaos; like a stair
Mounted the soundless cataracts of the sun,
Seeking the sun of suns; till suddenly

The last heavens opened; for one flash 1 saw
Something too large and ealm for sight or reason,
Pfhe Urns of Evil and Good, vast as two worlds,
And over them a larger face than Fate's

Of that first Will that is when all was not.
But that unblinded burning eagle soared

And perched upoa His thunderous right hand.

I eowered, and heard a cry torn out of me

In an unknown tongue older than all my race,
"0 Father of Gods and Men"; and saw no more.

fhe poet is overwhelmed by the presumption of creatures who
try to dethrone the Almighty and set up the worship of reason
and progress.
In the third stanza, the "MONSTER," represented by the
vulture, appears grovelling in the £ilth of worldliness:
"?he vulture from his dark and hairy nest
Far down the low-browed cliffs of the abyss
Stood black against the sun; a shape of shame:
A plumed esclipse; and all the ways of men
Were paved with upturned faces; masks of hate:
For that hooked head was like a horrivble tool,
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An instrument of torture made alive

With oreaking pinions; for what end they knew:

The vulture of the vengeance of the gods.

For a red under-light on all that land,

A hell that is the underside of heaven,

Glowed from men's struggling fires: and as I followed
That evil bird over lost battle-fislds,

Where panoplied and like fallen palaces

The great and foolish kings who warred with doom

Lay sunken with their atar;"

Materialists who deny the existence of the soul of man, deny
the dual nature of Christ and seek to find happiness outside

lect, by the might of the Ommnipotent.

“..'...O'.......Q..QO0.00I ‘aw tar otf.

Misshapen, aguinst the dark red dome of sky,

A mountain on a mountain. - As I gazed

The shape seemed changed: the upper mountain moved.

....'...........C.‘...Q'.Q.‘................'....‘

The wvulture passed, a shadow on the fire,
And the dark hills were loud with dreadful. cries.

I woke, the skies were empty of the eagle,

And empty of the vulture all the abyss:

And something in the yawning silence oried
Glants and gods were dying in new dawnsg:
Daylight itself had deepened; there opened in it
New depths or new dimensions;"

Men have begun to realize that wealth and prosperity cannot
bring happiness, and multitudes return to the Faith of Medi-

eval Times.

"Por a new light in a new silence shone

From some new nameless quarter of the sky

Behind us on the road; and all strange things
Looked back to something stranger than themselves
And, towering still and trampling, the Lagt Centaur

13-
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Cried in a roar that shook the shuddering trees,

*We rode our bodies without bridle at will,

We hurled our high breasts forward on flying hooves:
But these two bodiea are a simple thing

Beside that Fear that comes upon the world.® ¥

The poem represents as in a horrible dream the destruction

wrought in the souls of men by the sophostries of free-
thinkers and pseudo-philosophers who uphold the dootrine

of atheism. Mr. Cheasterton recalls his own agnosticism and
doubt and rejoices in the gift of Faith that has come to him.
With his last breath he defended the idea of a personal God
and the dual nature of Christe In the last lines of this
poem he says with regurd to matter and spirit:

"........‘.Q.............But Sinc. I wok‘
This single world is double till I die."”

In later times the world has defended some pretiy in-
defensible adventures by implying the glamour of adventure.
This is not merely Mr. Chesterton's opinion in an age of
reaction. It was the opinion of the best, even of the old
optimists and orthodox economists, who lived when the shange
was beginning, and believed they were living in an age of
reform. His own father and uncles were entirely of the
period that believed in progress, and gemersally in new
things, all ths more because they were finding it increas-
ingly difficult to believe in old things; and in some cases

«ld=




in anything at alle But thouzh as Liberals they believed
in progress, as honest men they often saw convineing proofs
of deterioration.

Gilbert Cheatserton's futher was possessed of exceptional
vergatility, both as an experimentalist und & handy man. His
den or study was piled high with stratified layers of about
ten or twelve oreative amusements: water-colour painting,
modelling, photography, stained glass, fretwork, migie lan-
terns, and medieval illumination. OQur subject has inherited
or imitated his habit of drawing, but in every other wuy he
admits emphaticully that he is un unhandy mun. There had
been some tulk of his father's studying art professionally
in his youth, but the fumily business was obviously safer,
and his life followed tihe lines of u @ertuin contented and
ungrasping prudence, which wus typiocul in an extraordinary
degree of him amna of all his blood and generaution. He never
dreumed of turning any of thess plastic talents to any mer-
cenary account, or of using them for anything but his own
private pleasure und that of his fumily. To his sons he
appsared to bde 1ﬁdeed tas man with the goldem key, a mugli-
cian opening the gates of goblin ousiles or the tombs of
dead heroes; and there wus no error maude in oulling his
luntern a maglc-lantern. But all this time he wus known




to the world, und even to the next-door neighbours, as a

very reliuble aud capable, though rather unumbitious business
mane It was a very good first lesson in what is also the
las8t lesson of life; that in everytaning that matiers, the
inside is much larger than the outside. 0On the whole, Mr.
Chesterton wus glad thut his father was never an artist. It
might have stood in his way in becoming an amiteur. It might
have wrecked his eareer--his private sareer. He could never
have made a vulgur suceess of all the thousand things that

he did so very well.

The subject of this treutise in making generalizations
about his paternal kinsfolk claimed thut they were, and are,
extraordinarily Bnglish. They huve a perceptible and prevail-
ing colour of good nature, of good sense not untinged with
dreaminess, aund a certuin trancuil loyalty in their personal
relutions, which was very notable even in o¢ne, like his
brother Cecil Chesterton, who in his public relations was
supremely pugnuacious and provocative. This sort of sleepy
ganity 1s ruther an Eoglish thing, ana in comparison, it
may not Dbe entirély funeiful %0 suppose there wus sometihing
French, after ull, in the muke-up of Mrs. Cheasterton's family.
For, allowing for the usuul admixture, they ran smuller in
stature, often darker in colouring, tough, unusually tenucious
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prejudiced in a humorous fashion, and full of fighting

spirit. ‘There wus a savour of somethipg racial about the
stook. Bnglish in so many things, the Chesterions were
gupremely English in their natural turn for hobbies., It
ig un olement in this sort of old English business men,
which divides him most% sharply from the American business
man, and to some extent from the new English business man
who is copying the American, When the Americun begins to
assert that "salesmanship ocan be un art,” he means that an
artist ought to put all his art into his sulesmanship, The
old-fashioned Eunglishmun, like Sdward Chesterton, sold
nouses for a living, but filled his own house with his life.
A hobby is not & holiday. It is not merely a moment's
relaxation necessary to the resuming of work, and in this
respect it must be sharply distinguished from mush that is
called sport. A good game is a good thing, but it is not
the same thing as & hobby, and muny g0 &0lfing or shooting
grouse beeause this is a concentrated form of relaxution.
A hobby is not ha;f-a-day. but halfeu-lifetime. It would
be truer to acouse the hobbyist of living a double life.
And hobbies, especially such hobbies as the toy-theatre,
have a character thut runs purallel to practioul profession-
al effort, und is not merely u reaciion from it. It is not
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merely taking exercise it is doing work. It is not merely
exercising the body instead of the mind, an excellenty but
now largely & recognized thing. It is exercising the rest §
of the mind, now an almost neglected thing. When Browning, |
that typleal Vietorian, says that he likes to know that a
butcher paints, and & baker writes poetry, he would not be i
satisfled with the statement that a butcher plays tennis,

or a baker, golf. Mr. Chesterton says that his father and
uncles, a8lso typical Vietorians of the sort that followed
Browning, were sall marked in varylng degrees by this taste
for having thelr own tastes. One 0f his uncles gave all his
spare time to gardening, and has somewhere in the floricul-
tural records a chrysanthemum named after hime. In Gilbert
Chesterton's own home, it was not a guestion of ome hobby,
but a hundred hobbies, plled om top of onms another, and he
says that i1t is & personal accident or perhaps a personal
tagte, that the one which has clung t0 his memory through
life is the hobby of the toy-theatre. In any case, watching E
such work made one great dirference to his 1life and views, 5

to the end of his life.

From his nursery days Gilbert Chesterton loved to see
things done, not the handle that causes them to be done but |
thb hand that does them. He claims that had his father been i
gome common financler, owning a thousand mills that made
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cotton, or & million machines thut made eocoa, how much
smaller he would have seemed! And this experience mude him
profoundly sceptical of all the moderan talk about the neces-
sary dullness of domesticiiy, and the degrading drudgery that
has only to muke puddings and pies. Only to make things!
There is no greater.thing to be suid of God Himself than that

He makes things. The manufacturer eanuot even muke things,

\
1

he can only puy to have them made. Mr. Chesterton says that

he was often incurably afflicted with a4 fuint smile, when he
heard a crowd of frivolous people, who could not muke any-
thing to save their lives, tulking about the inevitable
parrowness and stiffness of the Victorian home. His folks
managed to muke a good many things im their Vieiorian home
which people now buy &t insune prices from Art and Cruft
Shops; the sort of shops thut have quite as much oraft as
arte All the things that happeped in the house, or were in
any sense done on the premises, lingered in his imaugination
like a legend, and as much a8 auny, those connegted with the
kitehen or the pgnxry. Poffee alwuys tusted better to him
than the most expensive chocolates which Guaker millionaires
sell by the million; und prinoipally becuuse they made toffee
themselves.

Number 999 in the vagt librury-catalogue of the books

| -19-
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thaf he did not write (all of them, he suys, 80 much more
brilliant =nd cdnvineing than those he wrote) 18 the story
of a succesasful city man who seemed to bave = durk secret in
his 1ife, and who was finully discovered by the detectiives
8till playing with dolls, or with tin soldiers, or some un-
dignified antic of infuney. He says with all modesty that
he is that man, in everything exeept his solidity of repute
and his suocessful eommerciul cureer. 1t was perhups even
more true, in thut sense, of his father before him. But he
for one, never left off playing and he always wished that
there had been more time to playe.

From this brief sketch of his home 1ife and $raining
it ean be seem that our subjeot was blessed in his genealogy
as he was in the beneficial influsnses, and advantuages sur-
rounding his ehildhood and youthe In the discussion of his
poetry reference will be mude to the leading events of his
adult life and to the closing years of his career.

In 1901 Mr. Chesterton married Miss Frapces Blogg. At
that time his weekly earnings were so small that they would
seem ridiculous if stated todaye.

It has been sauid that he was fortunsate in his friends
but he was above all, blest in his wife with whom he lived
in a modest though ohurming little home in a country villagee.
20~
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Mrs. Chesterton, with rare literary talents of her own, asked

for nothing more twhun the opportunity of devoiting herself to

the care of her husbund, who, becuuse of bis generosity, other-

worldliness, and disinterestedness oertainly needed all her
care and skilful management to prevent him from wasting his
gsubstunce magnificently. Never u cloud dimmed the cheerful
atmosphere of their wedded life. 1In 1926 she followed her
husband into the Church. She is now left lonely, and thoss
who are indebted to Mr. Chesterton for so much inspiration,
enlightenment, and pleasure in reading may pray for her con-
golation as well as for the rapose of his great soul. Doubt-
less his spirit will hover amid scenes dbrightened by the un-
tarnished lustre of his pure domestic life, worthy of the
gacred cause to which he consecrated all the gifts of his
genius. |

The champion of truditionunlism and orthodoxy, Mr.
Chesterton by his literary achievements, conferred an in-
caleulable benefaction on the Church Militant, and on the
reuding public in general. We are tempted to ask what Eng-
lish litérature of the eurly twentieth century would have
been without his contribution.

"Posterity is8 the court sgainst which there is no

appeal, und in whose name aull finul Judgments of eon-

temporary literature ure set timidly aside. Que can-

not refrain, however, from muking this daring attempt

at present-day eriticism by the unigue position of Mr.
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- Chesterton in the world of letters. He belonged to

no e¢luss; he adhered to no school. He was one of the
few wits who enjoyed both a feast uud a fight, one of
the few who could have felt at home among a group of
Elizabethuns. Iun his joy of living he burat forth into
a volume of literury oreations thut blazed like beueons
in the after~-glow of our times."

Phe vehiele of his techmivue is a chariot of his own in-

vention which in the hunds of other writers would be declared
counterfeit or parody. His style was both good and bad, but
it was his very own. He wrote in practically every form, from
the extravaguntly faneciful drama of "Maglo™ to « Short History
of England, writing in a mappner so0 arresting that he mude a
lasting impression not onky on a . eountless thronyg of readers
but also on a representutive group of younger writers.

Today Chesterton is read throughout the Bnglish-speuking
world and we find him praised us a genius, condemned as & mad-~
man, acelaiued a8 a true Christiun, rejected as s destroyer,
ridiculed &8 & oreator of paradox. No writer of our time hus
aroused such conflicting opinions for and aguinst himself.
Verily, the mun is greut. Why, then is there so much contro-
versy about the merits of his oreutions? Prooubly the more
worldly-minded reéent his reproaches by which their self-
sufficienoy and smugness are assuiled. A brief outline of
the works that owe their origin Lo the mighty intellect of
G. K. Chesterton will show thut the min wus & prolific writer,
' -22-




it ahything. He wrote critical works, novels, biographies,
books on history, religion, philosophy, und poetry; innumer-
able es8says bear the initials "G.X.C." In that prodigious
output there is cuulity as well as quuntity. Philip Gibbs
mentions his great range of knowledge, his immense wit and
faney, his genial, Jolly and paussionatsely sincere ideuliam,
In all Mr. Chesterton's work, he strikes a lofiy tone. His
greatness prevents him from trifling with details; it also
enables him to treat those greut commonpluce fucts so faumiliar
to all his readers in a manner thut is amaging and unigue.
"Phere is grandeur a8 he pursues his theme, scorning digres-
sions, and petiy side~discussions and arguments.” He sees

the truth and tells it with arresting beauty and skill,

declares it boldly and in clear-cut luénguage free from ull
fulse acoomp&niments. He conceives new ideus 80 constuntly
thuat the amazing diversity of literary form required to
express them, need not be a cause for astonishment.

In the "London Illustrated Hewsa"™ Mr. Chesterton wrote
his first "NOTE-BOOK™ in the September number of 1906, in
which he says that he cunnot imagine why that season of the
yoeur should be called by journalists the Silly Season. He
declares it to be the only season in which men have time for
wisdom. This cun be seen even 0y glaneing ut the duily puapers.
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While Purliament is in session the most trivial aund fugitive
mutters are made to seem importunt until the Silly Seuson, or
the season of wisdom begins. Then, for the first time people
have time to thinke. At such a time people begin to discuas
"The Decay of Home Life" or "Whut is Wrong?" or the wuthority
of the Soriptures, or "Do We Believe?" These really awful and
etornul problems are never discussed exeept in the Silly Season.
With regurd to the destruction of home life, Mr. Chesterton
outlines one phase of the matter in the third of his "SONGS OF |
EDUCATION™ entitled "THE CRECHE" whiech I quote in full:

"l remember my mother, the day thut we met

A thing I shall never entirely forget:

And I $ry with the faney that, young as I am,
I should xnow her aguin if we met in a trum,
But mother is happy in turpning a crank

That inereases the balance at somebody's bunk,
And I feel sutisfaction thut mother is free
From the sinister task of attending to me.

They have brightened our room, thut is spacious and cool,
With diagrams used in the Idiot School,

And Books for the Blind that will teuch us to ses,

But mother is huppy, for mother is free,

For mother is danciug up forty-eight floors,

For love of the Leeds Intermationul Stores,

And the flume of thut fuith might perhaps huve grown cold,
With the care of a buby of seven weeks old.

For mother is happy in greasing a wheel

For somebody else, who is cornering Steel;

n). hush thee, my baby, the time will soon come
When thy sleep will be broken with hooting uand hum;
Phere are handles want turning and turning all day,
And knobs to be pressed in the usual way;

0, hush thee, my baby, take rest while I croon,

For Progress coumes eurly, and Freedom too soon."
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The holiday season is the oanly time in whieh people
oan really manage to turn their minds to these grave and
everlasting riddles that are behind every eivilization.
This solemn eharacter in holidays, is, of course, implied
in their very name; a holiday is a day that is made holy.
It 1s usual that in the holidays man shows the more serious

s8ide of his make~up. During the rest of the year he has

been occupied with the trifling details of his daily routine

~-the writing of articles or the canvassing of soap. On a
holiday he rushes away %o the things of greatest moment,
gports in the country, hunting on the green hills.

In Mr. Chesterton's opinion the very idlest kind of
holiday is the best. By being idle one mixes with the
inner life of the place where he is; by doing nothing he is
doing everything. If one is wise, he will refuse to see
placea of interest. In refusing to visit the Castle of
Edinburgh he will see Edinburgh. There is a simple and
sensible reason why nobody need visit places of interest in
foreign eountries. Has he not castles, eathedrals, and
other institutions of like nature at home in England? Are
they not to be found all over Burope? An item of interest
in Paria would be an open—-air cafe; in Germany, a beer-
gardén. It is the commonplace things that interest the
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stranger in France or Germany, the extraordinary things he
knows quite well. The only piece of architeecture in England
that might interest a Frenchman would be & hansom cab, an
English poetic institution which has never been domesticated
abroad.

Our subject olaims that London is still full of romsnce
of the delicate old-world type. Every other city is singing
and humming with modern methods, especially those cities
known as decadent. Rome is amart and Yankee compared with
Londog. Florence is Chicago compared with London. Only
London retains its faseinating, cerooked, high streets. Only
our London keeps its own dreamy and deliberate omnibus.
Venerable dreamer, whispering from its turrets the last
gecrets of the Middle Ages! If you really desire to have
your ears and soul filled with the poetry and imagery of the
past, go into the Underground Railway at Victoria Station
and ride, let us say, to the Mansion House. Close your eyes
and listen with reverence for the names. St. James Park—
pilgrims with staffs and scallops..... Westminster Bridge--
the English Saints énd Kings.....Charing Cross--King Edward
the Confessor.....The Temple--the fall of that proud, ﬁyster-
ious band of Templars.....Blackfriars--a dark line of cowls!
I beaeéch you do not destroy lLondon. It is & hallowed ruin.
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71f our vain haste has smothered home in houses

As our vain oreeds have smothered man in men,

Though in that roek tomb sleeps the King less deeply
Than in this brick-tomb sleeps the Gitizen,

What will not God achieve if man awake,

Since a rock-tomb was rended for our sake?"

The following precis shows the bent of Mr. Chesterton's

mind seen again in his last essay contributed to the "London
Illustrated News” shortly before his death in June 1936.

In the artiele Jjust outlined, it is observed that it

‘8atrikes the characteristic note whiech he eonstantly maintain-
ed--a humorous approach to a serious subjest. His was a
genius for paradox, and a logical method of exposing hereosies
(in his interpretation of the term).
In the opening sentences, Mr. Chesterton says:
"The true ease against topsy-turvyism, or a world in
which everything stands on its head, is that a man
cannot gstand on his head in it. In the realm of
anarchy, the anarchist vanishes more utterly than do
the rulers or rational sages; and there is nothing
even impudent, nothing even irreverent, in the mere
inversion of inversion.™
The result is that it is not always feasible to make
anything out from a description of mere muddle. An extra-
vaganga may be a form of fine art, but if the artisan lacks
a gense of proportion and vision, it may become dull, or
fall far short of the most formal madsel of classical beauty.
It is easier for a romancer to make a lunatic stand out in

a lunatie asylum than to let him remain in the lumnatic -
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lunatie asylum; or to settle the difficulty by present-
day methods, the romanser could be locked up in the luna-
tic asylum for life.

There are now some monstrosities that tower above the
greatest monstrosities in a monstrous world. A recent
work, not a romance but a very natural and trustworthy,and
well written ascount of some of the most famous fanatics
who aspired to divine honours in a greater or less degree
at intervals during the last two or three centuries in
"this England.” An appropriate title would be "A Book for
Madmen," but instead it is called "English Messiahs:
Studies of Six English Religious Pretenders, 1656-1927,"
by Ronald Matthews and published by Methuen and Company.
According to Mr. Chesterton the matter collected is very
enlightening and instrustive, ani the outline and som=
mentary, very unbiased, The general impression is that
these strange manifestations of spiritual gystematic sels
fishness in people like James Naylor and Johanna Southecott
' has each an slement of both weakness and strength. The
gsource of weakness in this individualistie, untaught and
misguided type of religion was a continuous play of sexusal

emotion, nefarious in itself because it paraded under as-

gumed names. The element of strength was that the religious
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reform had some eonmnestion with soeial uneasiness, the
motives of whieh were the more easily erushed beeause they
identified themselves with foolish and transient theologies.
Haylor, himself, would never have presumed to pose as an
English Messiah had he not been bullied into it by a wild
and uncouth woman who gained some profane notoriety for him
by the pantomine travesty of Palm Sunday in which he stupid-
ly agreed to take part. He was by nature, a sensitive
idealist, dbut like many others who allow themselves to be
duped, he was a fool,

A similar type of smothered romance seems to smoulder
through the whole tale of Johanna Southcott who gave the
tardy clue to her own troubled career by proclaiming, in
the sixty~fifth year of her age, that she was destined to
become the mother of a being who seemed to be identical with
the Holy Ghost.

And still, it is just at this point of the narrative
which seems to have grown too far-fetched for comparison
that the reader Just quakes with laughter, and feels that
he ean no longer react to any absurdity, or even distinguish
between madness and sanlty. Here is the Jesti:

"The Almighty Shiloh the third representative of
the Divinity was to be also the infant mounitor of the
Prinoce Regent, with whom the bantling would spend the
first six years, and from whom the Prince would re-

ceive the lessons of reform and temperance."

Mr. Chesterton declares:




ATt

"l have often wondered what the Brighton Pavilion
wag really for. 1 can only suppose it was gsome
wild approximation to the seenery and background
suitable to such a joke."

Can any one picture the poor old epicure, fop, and
drunkard, staggering down his last dark path to his horrible
and grotesque Pavilion, and there receiving his first lessons
of virtue from a ohild not yet six years old........really
there seems to be no words adequate to describe such nonsense!

"In George the Fourth there disappeared a dead lover, a
dead Liberal, a dead friend of Ireland, and@ what might have
been a great King of England."™ If the matter of his first
marriage had not been a brutal piece of bigotry he might
indeed have led the youth of his time and furthered the re-
turn‘to many hum&n and historie things. He might have taken
part in really popular politics, and, perhaps have had a
volce in affairs even_of the popular religion. For there
were foraes at that time of greater moment than the mere
tinkering of the politicians; this is in Mr. Matthew's il-
luminating book. The voice of Cobbett could sometimes be
heard in the wild oration of Mr. John Tom, who styled him-
self the Peasant's "Saviour.™

"God's ways are His own. We had hoped to keep Nr.

Chesterton for years to come. He was a Cedar of Lebanus,

of giant stature, not easi;y measured mentally.®

In the Providence of God our departed champion followed
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in the footsteps of the immortal Hewman whom he idolized.

At once he took his place in the vanguard of the Church of
his forbears, and any man who erossed swords with G. K. C.
knew that he had been in a real batile.

Never wounding an opponent, seorniug all mean subter-
fuge, he nevertheless drove his lance to the very hilt into
all sham philosophy and mock religion..

When shams and fads and pseudo-creeds

Warred with the right

Anon Don Chesterton

Smote with all his might.

Ths big heart, the outstanding mind, the paradox pen,
the leoture ability (& remarkable combination), lashed the
modem world, modern irresponsibility and self-glorification
with unparalleled thoroughness, but always in a kindly spirit.
"Billingsgate™ was not & part of this taliant knight's armour.
The same sannot be said of his opponents. They were better at
giving rubs than at taking them. Uncalled-for, malicious at-
tacks were made upon him. In reply he chid their puerile pout-
ings with Christian charity and compassion.

Thousands who never saw that great genial, lumbering
figure, that "cabful™ of benevolent humanity merrily conveyed,
find the world gloomier, lonelier now that he is gone. "There
is silehce in the world for there was no voice, nor is there
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now, like Chesterton's."” He has set the world thinking by
his wholesome doctrines spiced with wis, seasoned with humour,
and permeated with orthodoxygen. The following lines from
"PREMATURE EPITAPHS" by Cecil Palmer seem to be a fitting
tribute to his memory:

"Place on his nead the Jewel; on his brow the diadem
#ho in an age of miracles dared to believe in them,
Chesterton companion

His companions mourn,
Chesterton orussader

Leaves a cause forlorn,
Chesterton the eritioe

Pays no further heed,
Chesterton the poet

Lives while men shall read,
Chesterton the drecamer

Is by dleep beguiled,
And there enters heaven

Chesterton the ehild. "™

~0-0=0-~
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CHAPTER 11

PHE MESSAGE OF POETRY

A Book of verses underneath the bough,
Provided that the verses do not soan,

A loaf of bread, a jug of wine and Thou,
Short-haired, all angles, looking like a man.
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THE MiSSsAGE OF POSTRY

Rise up and bid the trumpets blow
When it is gallant to be gay,

Tell the wide world it shall not know
Our face until we turn to bay.

Bless you, you chall be blameless yet,
For God forgives and men forget.

P0 most men and women, even to those who in childhood

f and youth have most enjoyed poetry, there coues a time of

reaction. It generally comes in middle life, that period

! of cooling emotion and practical preoccupations, of stern

reality, and disillusionmeni. In many Of the creations of
lMr. Chesterton he gives expression to the unrest felt by
minds which sclience und reason left confronted with a
passive universe.

With some people the necessity of earalng a llvelihood
and establishling thenselves robs life of tawé caluness and
peace of mind so requisite for the full appreclation aand
enjoyment of poetry. In the minds of others the impression
grows that poetry is rather out of place in this soleantific
and commercisl age, that, in reality, art is of worth only
as an aid to industry. Let poetry be left to professors and
literary oritics that is their affair. The ordinary man hsas
no longer any need for it. Andthus poetry drops utterly and
permanently out of a man's life.

-S4~
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fhls being so it will not seem amiss--at least to those
who 8till worship the Muses--to raise, from time to time a
voice, be 1t ever so faint, to raise, 1 say a voice in de-
fence of what they still claim to be one of the great
humanlzing forces of the world. They must answer over and
over the challenging questions: Has poetry a message? Are
poets anything but incompetent and brainsick visionaries,
humdrum rhymers, "idle singers of an empty day"? Is poetry
anything more than an empty pastime for the leisure hours
of literary people?

In answer one salient fact caﬁ be stated. Though the
greater number of middle-aged men and women cease to regd
poetry, come to desplse it even, they contlinue to allow
their children to be educated largely through that mediume

Poetry is still regarded as it was ever regarded in

the past as meet food for the opening mind and heart. For
the young at least it will see: to have & message.

At all events it is a fact that from civilization's
earliest dawn poetry has been one o0f the principal mediums
of imstruction for youthful minds. It is hardly necessary
to insist in this statement. The Hebrew child drew all

hie informstion from the gaored writings of his forbears
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and ehiefly from the poetry of propheoy and psalm. ‘The

Greek boy was brought up upon Hesiod and Homer, the Illiad
above all. The Attie youth studied, declaimed and sang the
poets; they were the inspiration of ar%, of oratory, of life
in general. Once Rome had come in contact with the Aegean
World she henceforth drew the best of her culture from Grescian
well-aprings. Side by side with his native epic poets, Eunius,
Naevius, and others, the Roman boy studied Homer but the
Odyssey rather than the Illiad, for, in the shrewd and politiec
Aeneas he seemed to find a more fitting insplration for the
practical genius of his race, than in Achilles and Agamemnon.
But Rome was to produce a poet whose influence was o be felt
when Rome herself, and her other great poets would have passed
away. This poet was Virgill who'waa chosen as the poet of
early Christendom, the tamer of the barbariuns, an instrument
oficulture during the middle ages. For Dante, who was destined
to surpass him, Virgil was the great poet of all time, &and it
was the shade of Virgil that suided his soul in its visionary
Journey through the regions beyond the gravs. The Renalssance
restored to Ewrope, Homer and Hesiod, the Attie dramatistis,
Pindar, Theoeritus and all the glory that wua Grasee. But it
was a seientific and oritical age, like our own, rather than
poetic, an age of scholarship and inquiry, and the poets were




S a2 b 3 e =

i peld in honour for their form rather than for their mesaage.

The seventh eentury broughi a great revival of poeiry,
only to be followed by the great so-oalled age of reason,
that is, the age of rationalisa, seepticism, and pseudo-
seience, when real posiry waa at a disocount. Yet, whether
honoured by the world of culture, or disdained, poetry nsver
eceagsed to f£ind a home in the school.

Phe truth is that between the gpirit of poetry and the
gpirit of the child there is a remarkable kinship and affinity,
op account of its mature. "pPoetry is the art which expresses
in metrical, and otherwise fitting language, self, life, nature,
God, and all their interactions, seen in beauty and realized in
a mood of emotionul and imagimtive exaltesion.” Poetry is
jdealistic, unselfish, and unworldly. Like the child with its
fairy~tales and make-believe, it delights to dwell in the
realms of the ideal. Poetry may be defined as beauty, truth,
and goodness in the ir perfection, a perfection realiged only
in God. Poetry does not seorn the homely concerns of our
every-day life. It'aees them in the light of the ideal. 1ta
concern is not wlthAthe practicul pursuit of self-interested
aims, nor with the prastical solution of problems, politioeal,
economic, social, industrial, and selentific. It views life
in its greater outlook and in its inner mcaning. It points
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out that the significant things in life are not gold and
commerce, food and amusement, research and discovery, but
rather duty, honour, friendship, love, hope, country, religion,
happiness. and if poetry can in any measure teach that lesson
to our growing sons and daughters, it has a mission at least

for theme.

"But this is not all. The business of poetry is
with the ideal, even though its subject be merely a
daisy, a fisld-mouse, a faded portrait, or & Grecian
urn. Viewing life and the world in the light of the
fideal, it is the exact opposite of the merely useful
or rather the utilitarisn. It sees in men and things
not what self-interest sees in them, namely, means to
its own ends. It is disinterested. ith real pride it
pleads guilty of being unpractical. Now it is the mis-
slon of the educator to set free and foster the higher
aspirations of the child, to wean him from concentration
on purely selfish desires and aims. Poetry with its
lofty ideals, its universal sympathies, reaches this re-
sult more effectively than the moral and cautlionary g
tales which a former gemeration thought so lnstructive
for our little ancestors, just as through sacred art and j
liturgy, people may learn more and better than from the !
catechism, however indispensable the latter may be. The ;
lesson is taken more readily to heart because it is ;
learned unawares."”

Another characteristic of poetry that makes it peculiar-
ly fitting for the young, is that poets have always been the
ohampions of the lowly and the Oppréssed, the singers of
lost causes. i

It is thus in the naturse of tﬁings that patriotism |
should be another element 6f the poet's message to the young
(Mr. Chesterton insists that Rudyard Kipling is wrong in hie
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glorification of militarism which in the latter's opinion
spells discipline only. He also elaims that Kipling lacks
patriotism--that is to say, that he lacks the faculty of ad-
hering to any cause or community. He 1s a globe-trotter of
tendencies $00 cosmopolitan to be patriotic) With a few other
exceptions that are of little moment, all the poets from Tyr-
taeus to our own time have sung the love of country. But
poets are most themselves when they are mourning a& people's
lost glories, stirring the memory of past historic deeds,
scourging the oppressor with their satire or goading the
oppressed to fresh efforts for freedom. It is a fact with
which the most practical of statesmen and politicians have
always had to reckon. The national poeis of Poland, kept
alive her spirit in the darkest hours of her crucifixion.

"Augurs that watched archaic bdirds

Such plumed prodigies migzht read,

The eagles that were double-faced,

The eagle that was black indeed;

And when the battle-birds went down

And in their track the vultures come,

We kpnow what pardon and what peace
Will keep our little mastcrs dumb.

l.‘.O......Q........'O......‘..O..

But raised for ever for a sign
Since God made anger glorious,

Where eagles blask and vultures grey
Flocked back about the heroiec house,
Where war is holier than peace,
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Where hate is holier than love,
Shone terrible as the Holy Ghost
An eagle whiter than a dove.®

Ireland has ever been the predominant theme with her
own poets both Gaelie and English. "Who fears to speak of
'98," was written by a professor of Trimity College. It is
gaid that the average boy or girl learns betier and more un~
conseliously to love his native land from the poeis than from
the best manual of citizenship. The annals of the fatherland
are exeellent and even indispensable for thut purpose, but
they need to be supplemented by poetrye.

For however excellent a mamual may be it eannot reash the
heart, it oannot impress the imagination of the young as poetry
ean. Another characteristic of poetry in general is wonder,
whioh is peculiar to both poet'and ehild. "Poetry is a per-
petual, astonished diseovery of beauty in nAture, in man, in
God. The poet's eye can penetrate through the velil of custom,
and to the reality beyoxrd."™

So much for the message of poetry in general. A con-
sideration of Mr. G. K. Chesterton's message in partieular
will now be diseusaed; in the light of eriticisms made by
those who are qualified to appreeiate the manner in whioh
G. K.'a poetry conveys its message. This champion of social
Justice has not only outlined the causes underlying the ills
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of our present-dauy oivilization, but even suggests a series
of very potent remedies. He denounces the present with its
materialistie outlook and its uncertainties and substitutes
a search for truth, peace of soul, a stable order, and &
return to the treditions of the past. An optimist, a lover
of life, he denounced vehemently the modern errors that
vndermine the frank, merry health of the heart: gloomy
puritanism, morbid pessimism, the unrest of minds that have
lost, along with faith, their very balance, and especially
the irrationsl mania of misgulded intelligences. Qur in-
dustrial eivilization has reduced mankind %o slaiery; and
the csure-all of pseudo-philosophers, state socialism, makes
the condition of bondage the worse for everyonc. Mr. Chester-
ton elaims thut economic harmony, Just like Christian charity
can be restored by an enlightensd return to the ideal of the
Middle Ages. The enthusiastic aotivity of the Medieval guilds
gave pormal and wholeseme satisfaetion both to selfishness
and to the group spirit. In the faneiful story "The Napoleon
of Hotting Hill" th: exaet tsaching of the apostles of the
new "guilds® is found.

Here as elsewhere Mr. Chesterton hides his dogmatic
theory behind the most flippant manner, and makes a Yhumorous
approach %o & serious subject.” His atyle is refreahing,
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startling and arresting in its originslity. '/ith all his
wit anpd humour, what is most precious and least comuonplace
is his common senses But he has not disciplined his spon-
taneity to follow the dictates of a sufficiently artistiec
consclence. His is a umique personality but some of his un-
equal improvisations may not bear the test of time.
In "The Judgment of England" is found s rhythmic record
of some of the economic iflls of our moderm clvillzation:
"I1l fares the land, to hastening 1llis & prey
Where Weslth accumulates sand lien decay."
So rang of old the noble voice in vain
O'er the Last Peasants wandering on the plalin,
Doom has reversed the riddle and the rhyme,
while sinks the commerce resred upon that crime,
The thriftless towns litter with lives undonse,
To whom our madness left no Joy but one;
And irony that glares llke Juigment Day
Sees lien accumulate and Wealth decay.
In these lines are pletured the despair and misery of
the unemployed im our centres of population, victims of
Industrialism or Plutocracy or both. Can one not see also

the ghosts of country homes made desolate?

"In Mre. Gilbert Cheaterton's poetry is found little

more thsn that his poems have the good quallities of his
prose and some of its defects: the gay colours and hard

outlines of a Middle Age Mass book, allitersatiom, contrast,
rhetoric and a trace of *rant’. It 1s evident that he al-
ways prefers ghowy colours to delicate tints. No one el Be
could have achlieved what he has done. As has already been
pointed out, his is a style unique in modern poetry, hence
it is meet theot it make itself felt. To his credit be it
gaid that he has brought to life the ancient spirit of
minstrelsy, but it is a one-man revival, a fact that makes
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it difficult for crities to compare him with contemporary
poets. I8 lr. Chesterton better than So-and-S0? Neither
better nor worse but different. The least thut can be
said is that it is more bombagtic than is fashionable,
and that beauty means t him rather brighter colours,
lustier laughter, better cheer than those things im which
it is our wont to look for imspiratiom. His muse inspires
enthusiasm rather than ecstasy; his song is lusty, not
lyrical; his emotions are ardent, but not intease; his
verse is invigorating never exquisite. It is as 1if the
rude , rugged but fine balladry had been refined, elab-
orated and transformed into & new thing by being fillter-
ed through the brsin of a literary genius. But eaough

of generalities. Looking for special characteristics

one finds the lMedieval Knight riding out in defence of
truth, Jjustice, and high ideals. In his finest poems

the call to arms rings most clear."

He is & Christiasn who finds his joy and his duty in bringing
the religious test to all social activities: democracy is with
him a religious as well as a political creed. He lives his
Christianity. For him laughter is as holy as prayer, and
prayer as gpontaneous as laughter. To compare his poetry with
what is best in literature would be as absurd as comparing "a
good brew with a rare vintage. The one makes one glad, but
the other makes one glowe." There is poetry that has rather
the wholesome ring of a challenge; it stira the blood as do
martisl strains, even though the intellect remuin cold. The
latter is the poetry of G. K. Chesterton, "Beer it is, but
no one ocan say th:t it is amall beer.”
"Both wisdom and lnnocence are found in the utter-
anges of this great-hearted visionary. As one reads he is
gtartled into bellieving that he is living a8t the very dawn

of creation. In a word or lime one sees in the cold grey
light familiar shapes of men and things."
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: "Mr. Chesterton's method is not hard to analyze.
He has told us wittily that paradox for ite own sake
'is as easy as lying beoause it is lying'e He wrote
paradoxlcally becsuse humorous and dramatic contrast
appealed to him, and becsuse he wished to startle

. modern men into seeing the truth. He would burst the

ghowy bubbles of present-day thought: for example the

old fallacy that paguns are happy, or the new myth
that sclence has superseded religion, or that womsn
has gained her freedom because she may work im an
office ‘instead of & home. TO sum up, he aimed to
show the wondering topsy-turvy, modern world where
its own theories were leading and bring it back to
sanity, to beauty, to humour, to honour and t God."

Gilbert Chesterton's work is free from any taint of dull-
ness. This laughing philosopher mekes people laugh with

him and at themselves. He realized that "Satan fell by the

force of gravity.” His poetry is Kis own, as has already
been stated, and the verse of his lighter vein is without
doubt some of the best that we have.

The ring and drive in the following will serve as
another illustration:

"The earth is & place on which England is found,
And you find it however you twirl the globe round;
Por the spots are all red and the rest is all grey,
And that i{s the meaning of Empire Day.

Gibraltar's a rock that you see very plain,

And attached to 1ts base 1s the district of Spain.
And the island of Malts is merked further on,
Where some netives were known as the Knights of St.

Then Cyprus, snd east to the Suez Canal
That was conquered by Dizzy snd Rothachild his psl
With the Sword of the Lord im the old Engl ish way;
And that is the meaning of Empire Day."
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"I will close this chapter with a further reference to
those poems, “FOR FOUR GUILDS' because, sccording to & oritie,
"They are typical of Mr. Chesterton's genius. They show his
passionate affection for the men who make besutiful things for
the glory of God--and if they are not poetry then I have never
read any." '

Hear the Glass-Stainers' boast:

"To every Man his Mystery,

A trade and only onse:

The mesons make the hives of men,
The domes of grey or dun,

But we have wrought in rose and gold
The houses of the sun.”

and conclude,

"Deep in dark church behold, above
Their lance-lengths by & rod,
Where we have blazed the tabard
0f the trumpeter of God."

The Bridge-Builders are better still,--

"In the world's whitest morning
As hoary with hope,

The Bullder of Bridges

Wiag ptiest and was pope:

Apd the mitre of mystery

And the canopy his,

Who darkened the chasms

And domed the ‘abyss.
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But he bade us, who fashlon
The road that can fly,

That we build not too heavy
And build not too high:




Seeing alway that under

The durk arch's bend

Shine death and white duylight
Unchanged to the end.

Who walk on his meroy
Walk light, &s he saith,
Seeing that our life

Is a bridge above death;
"
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Or listen to the Stone-~Masons Justify their gargoyles,--

"Wilder than all that a tongue ean utter,
Wiser than all that is told in words,

Phe wings of stone of the soaring gutter
Fly out und follow the flight of the birds;
The rush and rout of the angel wars

Stand out above the astounded street,

@here we flung our gutters against the stars

For a sign that the first and the lust shall meet."
And for the fourth guild, let the Bell-Ringers sound an A
Angelus for the soul of Gilbert Keith Chesterton,--

"Phe angels are 8inging like birds in & tree
In the organ of good St. Cecily:
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But all ean hark at the dark of even

Phe bellas that bay like the hounds of heaven,
Polling and telling that over and under,

In the ways of the air like a wandering thunder,
PThe hunt is up over hills untred:

For the wind is the way of the dogs of God:
From the tyrant's tower to the outlaw's den
Hunting the souls of the sons of men.

.0..-.0...-nn.o‘-lo..o.c.o.....!...‘.

And we poor men stand under the steeple
Drawing the eords that ecun draw the people,
And in our leash like the leaping dogs

Are God's most deafening demagogues:“
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These four poems alone would be enough to pass ir. Chesterton
for a poete.

Not only in his Ballads but in numerous other poems will
you find the real Chesterton forever thanking God for man &nd
for His gifts to man; saying in "ETERNITIES":--

"In heaven I shall stand en gold und glass,

Still brooding earth's arithmetic to spell;

Or see the fasding of the fires of hell

Ere I have thanked my God for all the grass."
who believes 80 firmly in God's love for men snd Hls infinite
mercy towards the erring as to have written the "WMIRROR OF
MADMEN" and "EARTH'S SHAME", who knows that "every soul is
great” and who ean thus clothe with & wealth of iromy the
great truth of Christ and of His Church, th:t wisdom is in-
ferior to love. ("FANTASIA"),--

"Ias there not pardon for the brave

And broad release sbove,

Who lost their heads for liberty

Or lost their hearts for love?

Or is the wise man wise indeed

Whom larger thoughts keep whole?

Who sees life equal like a chart,
Made stroog to play the sapmer part,
And keep his head and keep his heart,
And only lose his soul."

As has already been said, though Mr. Chesterton cun use
the sword,--that sword of righteous indignation which as he
gays, "God flung, flaming over the walls of Paradise for man
to use,"~~yet he understands well and is never tired of emalting
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those less fashionable Catholic virtues which are mostly left
to the vractice of our Saints, simplicity and humility and
patience and long-sufferinge

The poem "I0 S0. :AICHASL IN TIMs OF “BACE"™ appeared 1o
the San Francisco Monitor shortly after lr. Chesterton's deathe.
Phig was claimed to be its first publication om this side of
the Atlantic:

"He that giveth peace unto us not as the world giveth:

He that giveth law unto us; not as the scribes:

Shall He be so ftensd for the softening of the cities

Patlent in usury; dellcate im bribes?

They that come to quiet us, saying the gword is broken,

Break men with femine, fetter them wi th gold,

Sell them as sheep; and He shall know the selling
Tor He was more than murdered. He was sa0ld. "
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CHAPTER III

POEMS, HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL

For you mever know what Dynamics do
With the lower truths of Statles;
And half of two is & touring aar

In the Higher Mathematios.
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POEMS, HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL

Don Chesterton with gealal grace
Restored the smile to Baglandi's face.
S.Gs

A joke--especially another man's Joke--ls something to
be handled with care, for once the bloom is off, the joke
vanigheas. Jokes are simply crystallized humour; they are
closely connected with what is known as stiyle and a collec-
tion of effects which create an atmosphere. "Chesterton's
peculiar atmosphere 'rises like a sweet exhalation from the
very ink he sheds." And as all genuine style it 1s lndefin-
able. Humour has an uanfortunate téndency to grow stale, but
Chesterton's comic verse will live on. His opposition to
Prohibition ie seen in a8 series of skits and l1literary lam-
poons, for example, the poem of "NOAH":

"0ld Noah he had an ostrich farm
and fowls on the largest scele,

He ate his eggs with a ladle
in an egg-cup big as 8 pail,

And the soup he took was Elephant Soup
and the fish he took was whale,

But they all were small to the cellar he took
when he set out to sall,

And Noash he often said to his wife
when he sat down to dine

'I don't care where the water goes
if it doesn't get into the wine'."

In "THE FLYING INN" he is concerned with a direct attack
on the problem of Prohibition. A terrible calamity has befallen
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England and this is but one result:
"The Saracen's Head" looks down the lane,
Where we shell never drink wine agaln,
For the wicked 0ld women who feel well~-bred
Have turned to a tea-shop "The Saracen's Head."

One of his best poems is that which glves a lesson in
the etiquette to which a persom should sonform, were he
privileged to have St. George to tea. It displays Chester-
ton at his best and might be salled an ode to hospltality.
It represents the very splrit of "THd FLYING INN." It de-
clares that English hospitality is very tams if the only
attributes are tea snd coffes. it the marriage feast of
Cana, did not God say, "Thou hast kept the good wine for
the last?®

"3t. George he waa for England,

And bhefore he killed the dragon

He drank a pint of English ale

Out of an English flagon.
For though he fast right readily
In hair ehirt or in mail

It isn't safe to give him cakes

Unlesg you give him ale."

Cheaterton is opposed to pessimism, which insinuates
that & possible poligon is of necessity & poison. He thun~
ders forth, "Thou fool, dost thou not see thut all the things
of God are good? Who makes them bad? The drunkard is not a
reproach to the inn-keeper but rather to the ilnmost soul of
man. Dost thou not see that the prohibitionist ls polnting
out the coward's way? Does not the temperate drinker give
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& good account of his stewardship?"
There is a lunatic song against grocere who are accusged
of non-conformity,

"God made the wicked Groocer

For a mystery and a sign

That men might shun the awful shops
And go to inns to dine.

LA N E B RN B EEENRERIRESNE NRNYE X NN

He orams with cans of polsoned meat
Poor subjects of the King

And when they die by thousands

Why, he laughs like everything. "

Another equally foollsh song, in several instalments, on

‘being a vegetarian may be cited:

I am silent in the Club,

I am slleat in the Pud '

I am silsnt in a bally peak in Darien;
For 1 stuff away for life

Shoving peas in with a knife,

Begause I am at heart a vegetarian:"

Mre. Cheaterton was opposed to woman suffrage. Hls views are

Seen in "WHAY'S WRONG WITH 'HE WORILD." In this book he glves

his reasons for considering that a womin's place is in the
home. In "A LADY M.P." we read his satire on women in public
life fn the lines here gyuoted:

"She wants & new England more bright and more clean
Where foul tap-room revelries never are seen.

And after the quarter-staff flies the guart-pot,

For she wants a few England where these things are not,
And our love of 0ld England i vain in her sight

48 the nolse of blind drupnkards that strive in the night,




A8 If our old Engl:nd like fable could fade

And a Puritan purge through the ages had mude

A Shaker of Shskespeare, a grave mun of Gay,

And a Pussyfoot Johnson with Boswell to playe.

For ghe wants a new fSngland, where censors and prigs
Can browbeat our Jokes and can bridle our Jigs,

The title is apt, and the tale 1s soon told,

She wants 2 new BEngland, three hundred yesrs old."

"In the songs of satire there is often an arresting
element of humour. More than half the delight of comic
poetry consists in the incongrulty between substance
and style. The style is dignifled and often pompous,
the substance is often the airiest flippancy accompanied
with bathos. An occasional thrill is experienced by the
reader when he comes upon an unexpected use of slange.
The more colloyulal the idiom the more striking is the
sati-climax from airy poap to & kind of real and humor-
oug crudity, 'the further the fuall the more exciting
the bump'e This is half the secret of Cockney humour."

In the poem, "ANTICHRIST" or "THE REUNI N OF CHRI STENDOU;
AN ODE,"™ ("A bill which has shocked the consclence of every
Christian community in Hurope"--Mr. F. B. Smith on the Welsh
Disestublishment Bill).is found an illustration:

"In the lands where Christians were,
F. E. Smith,
In the little lands laid bare,
Smith, O Smithi
Where the Turkish bands are busy,
And the Tory name is blessed
Since they hailed the Cross of Dizszy
On the banners from the liest!
Men don't think it hslft so hsrd if
Islam burns their kin and kith
Since a curate lives in Cardiff
Saved by Smith

"It would greatly, I must own,
Soothe me, Smithl
If you left this theme alone,
: Holy Smithl!
For your legul cause or civil
You fight well and get your fee;
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"For your God or dream or devil

You will answer, not to me.

Talk about the pews and steeples

And the Cash that goes therewith!

But the souls of Christian peoplesSeeos

Chuck it, Smith!

That "Chuck 1t" is Jjust the answer that London cab-
drivers would make t0 any plece of brag or humbug. One must
realize that Mr. Chestertom is proud to call himself a Cock-
ney. 1In the lines about the Shakespeare llemorial he uses

the same method:

"Lord Lilac thought it ruther rotten

That Shakespeare should be quite forgotten
And therefore got omn a Coumittes

With seversal chaps out of the City

And Shorter and Sir Herbert Tree,

Lord Rothschild and Lord Rosebery,

And Fe C. Ge and Comyns Carr

Two dukes and a dramatic star,

Also a clergyman noi; dead;

And while the vain world careless sped
Unheeding the heroic name--~

The souls most fed with Shakespeare's flame
St1ll sat unconquered in & ring,
Remsmbering him like everything.

"IN THE BACKWARD BOLSHIE" is found G. K. Chesterton's
opinion of a Bolshevist. He claims that he is after all, a
Victorian. His is a ninsteenth-century dream, although he
tried to make it a twentieth-century reality. This dream
has now become in aspect, a nightmare, the insane optimism
about the advantages of machinery. ihat seemed to us as a
Five Yeara Hence Plan should have been called a Fifty Years
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Ago Plan. For in Russla they are trying to create an economic
system such as the Victorians evolved in England, turning that
country into the workshop of the world and filling it with
filthy tools and gloomy mechanics. Marx was more of a Viec-
torian than Morris. He may not have been in reality a sub-
Ject 0f the . usen, though it is not unllikely that he was. By
extraction he was 8 German like Quesn Victoria's husband and
more remotely Queen Victoria herself. 1In origlin he was a Jew,
as was yueen Victoria's favourite Prime Minister, and several
others. Towards the close of the Victorian period the Jews
were at the peak of thelr power and influence. From the time
they forced the war 1lan Egypt to the time when they forced the
Boer vare.

In his condemnation of this latter outrage, Mr. Chesterton
gave vent to the white hesat of his scorn that flamed in the
"Elegy in a Country Churchyard," the last, the perfect denun-
clation of a notorious misgovernment. "To the student of
Chesterton it is interesting, for the fact that it marks one
of the few occasions on which the bitterness in him complete-
ly overwhelmed 1angh£er, even the laughter of mockery."

"The men that worked for England
They have their graves at home:
And bees and birds of England

About the crosse can roam.
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.But they that fought for England,

Following a falling star,

Alas, alas for England

They have their graves afar.

And they that rule in Eugland,

In stately conclave met,

Alag, alas for England

They have no graves as yet."
'G. K. Co made a name for himself as & defender of the
Boer Republics against our Imperial aggression--aggression
prompted as all the world knows now,by the cupldity of a
group of international money-kings who coveted the Trans-
vaal mines.

That aroused the interest of the Progressives. But thea
he set out to bewilder them, afterwards to harass them and
finally to disgust them by taking the part of the ordinary man
against the expert, for the right of the ordimary man against
the State, and above all for his right to rule his own family
and his own property. This theory was preposterous comling
from the lips of a democrat, but he added fuel to the flames
by preaching "Catholicism, war and beer.”

In the skit sntitled "TH.JS COII{UNISTS) Mr. Chesterton
shows communism to be the climax of capitalism. Lord Macauley
hoped that the roofs and chimneys of & new Manchester might

be seen in the wilds of Connamara. The Moscow Marxians hope
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that the roofs and chimneys of a new Manchester may rise ln
the wilds of Siberla. The original Manchester men almed at
competition, but the Marxians desired combination, or the
Combine of All Combines . The competition ended in a Com-
bine but the Combine has not really developed into a Com-
munistic State. Grades of unequasl wages are found in Bol-
sheviat Russia, ani the rulers claim that it is only a
temporary arrangement at this political stage, and that trua;
pure, perfect Communism will come in the future. Hight 1t
not be the Labor Party?

"There are two normal nulsances

That stir us late or soon

One is the man who wants the earth
The other wants the moon,

Choosing between these last and Jix
We much prefer the lunatios."

He put all that he stood for into his articles, but verse
is clearer and more convineing than prose, and as has been said,
he vas & master of versification. A good summary of his Daily
News Articles is found in "THE SUCRET PEOPLE™:

"Smile at us, pay us, pess us; but do not yuite forget;

For we are the people of England, that never have spoken
: yete.

There is many a fat farmer that drinks less cheerfully,

There is many & free French peasant who is richer and
sadder than we.

There are no folk in the whole world so helpless or 80
wige.

There is hunger in our bellies, there is laughter in
our eyes;
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You laugh at us and love us, both mugs and eyes are
Only you do not know us. For we have not spoke:e;;t."
In the stanzas that follow, a reference ls made of the
different wars that England has waged through the centuries
from Bosworth to the present time, to the so-called Reforma-
tion in England with the spoliation of the monasteries, to the
struggle against the "Divine Right of Kings," iadustrisalism,
and plutocracy. There rings a threat that a day of reckoning
will come tOo England as it came to France and Russia.

Mr. Chesterton says that it is grimly signifloant the t
the Organ of Empire has already begun to call 1ts Imperlal
policy by the cheerful mmme of "The Emplire lMerger." This
type of combine which all freedom-loving people have condemn-
ed as 8 conspiracy, is now 80 up to date that it is consldered
quite a compliment to apply this commercial term ingtead of &
political designation. Courtiers im the future, instead of
saying "Your Majesty" will say "Your Monopoly," especially
when addressing Moritz IV of the Histaric House of Mond, by
that time Emperor of the World State. The poem continues:
"Phe fine French kings came over im 8 flutter of flags

and dames.
We liked thelr smiles and battles, but we mever could
say thelr names.
The blood ran red to Bosworth and the high French lords
went down;
There was naught but a naked people under s nsked orowne.
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‘And the eyes of the King's Servants turned terrily

every way,
And the gold of the King'a Servants rose higher
every day.
They bdburnt the homes of the shaver men, that had been
qudnt and kind,
Till there was no bed in a monk's house, nor food that
man could find,
The inns of God where no man paid, that were the wall
of the weak,
The King's Servants ate them all, And still we did
not apeak.

Apd the face of the King's Servants grew greater than
the King:
He trioked them, and they trapped him, and stood round
him in a ring.
The new grave lords closed round him, that had eaten
the abbey's fruits,
And the men of the new religion, with their bibles in
their boots,
We saw their shoulders moving, to menace or discuss,
And some were pure and some were vile; but none took
heed of us.
We saw the King as they killed him, and his faee was
proud and pale;
And a few men talked of freedom, while England talked
of ale.

A war that we understood not same over the world and
woke
Amer icans, Frenchmen, Irish; but we knew not the things
they spoke.
They talked about rights and nature and peaee and the
people's reign:
And the squires, our masters, bade us fight; and seorned
us nsver again,
Weak if we be for ever, ecould none condemn us then;
¥en call us serfs and drudges; men knew that we were men.
In foam and flame at Trafalgar, on Albuera plains,
We did and died like lions, to keep ourselves in chains

We lay in living ruins; firing and fearing not

The strange fierce face of the Frenchmen who knew for
what they fought,
And the man who geemed to be mors than man we atrained

against and broke;
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‘Apd we broke our own rights with him. And still we
never spoke.®
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1 In the following stanza Nemesis seems to sound the warning
that the soeial, moral, and economie evils of owr day will
have an ending--=but in what?

( "§e hear men speaking for us of new laws sirong and sweet,

Yet is there no man speaketh as we speak in the street,
It may be we shall rise the last as Frenchmen rose the

firas,
Our wrath come after Russia's wrath and our wrath be
the worst.
It may be we are meant to mark with our riot and our
rost
God's scorn for all men governing. It may be beer is
' beat
But we are the people of England; and we have not sf)okon

Smile at us, pay us, pass us. But do not quite ro;%:::"

It is said that the sontroversy begun by Mr. Chesterton
in The Daily News, and continued in many newspapers é.nd. re-
views until the time of his death, has had and is having a
more marked influense on modern thought and tendencies than
any other journalism of our daye.

Here is a piese of satire on the freedom given to young
people of the ﬁreaont time., It is styled "THE NEW FICTION.™

Mr. Galsworthy seems to think that his young people should
have . their fling.
"Little B;_,ne—l’ita has lost his wits,
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And doesn't know where to find them;
"Leave them alons and they'll eome home,
And leave their tales behind them.

The remarkable tales, with remarkable sules,
And Bonnets and Bees in disorder;

For the Bonnets we view are exeeedingly Blue,
And deocidedly over the Border.

Phe foregoing lines might apply to the contention put

- forward by a girl of eighteen from the platform of Girten

College, Cambridge, reeently. "Youth finds church a bore--
and stays away from it." \

This statement made the elderly delegates at the Modern
Churchman's Conferense 8it up rigidly in their seais. The
young girl's most telling passage was, "I doa't think publie
worship has any atiraction whatsoever for the young. Reli-
gion is supposed to express God through truth and beauty, we
are told, but in this age e¢f speeialimation, people turn to
ssiense, art, philosophy to satisfy these needs,” One wonders
what her least telling passage was. Certainly the fun began
when the Iirﬁt staggering thunderbolt desscended: "Youth Finds
Church a Borel®

"Dostor Major leaped to his feet and howled; Dean Inge

bounded like a ball to the eeiling, at the star-shatterin

Blasphemy that youth finds chureh a borell"

With regard to irreligion, some ideas are seen in "THE
BEW FAEETHINKER,®
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"John Grubby, who was short and stout
And troubled with religious doubt,
Refused about the age of three

To sit upon the ewate's knee;

(For so the eternal strife must rage
Between thoe spirit of the zage

And Dogma, which, as is well known,
Does simply hate to be outgrown).

(A R R ERENENNEEENEEERNERENXNENENEENE NN NN NI

Hever did dream of hell or wrath

Turn Viseount Grubby from his patkL;

Nor was he bribed by fabled bliss

To kneel to any world but this.™

One of the most seathing of Mr. Chesterton's denuncia-
tions is pronouneed against the votaries of modern paganism.
Throughout antiquity, he says, the love of women and the jove
of land were closely connected so long as humanity was human,
even when it was pagan, even when paganism was deeadent. "But
even the stink of deeaying heathenism has not been so bad'as
the stink of decaying Christianity. The corruption of the
begtececece. "

Throughout antiquity men wallowed in the mere sexuality
of a mythology of sex. They organized the moat revolting
ahominations for tﬁe scrviece of their temples; they made
sensuality a part of their poetry.

In one way all this ancient sin was immeasurably super-~
jor, incomparably superior %o the moderm pazanism. It is
known to have beén the oﬁlt of Reproduetion. It was at least

in agoordance with the natural law. It was on_the side of
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life. It has been left to Christians to invent a new kind
of worship of sex which is not even & worship of Life. It
has been left to moderns to worship Lust and to forbid
Fertility. To steep their souls in "the blood of men thut
might have been." The priests of Priapus and Cotyito will
be more welcome &t the enternal Gates than these neo-pagans.
Mr. Chesterton writes in "10 THE BABE UNBORK":

"] think that 1f they gave me leave

_Within the world to stand

I would be good through all the day

I spent infhiiryland.

They should not hear a word from me

0f selfishness or seorn,

If only I could find the door

If only I were born."

NHow is it not unnatural that this abnormal separation -

betweer sex and fruitfulness wlich even the pagans would have

thought a perversion had been accompanied with a similar sepa-

ration and perversion about the nature of the love of land?

In both departments there is precisely the same fallaesy,

which san be stated. The reason why our contemporary country-

men do not understand whut we mean by Property, is that they
think of it only in the sense of money, in the sense of sal-
ary, in the sense of something which is immediately consumed,
enjoyed and expended; something theh gives momentary plea~
gure and vanishes. They eannot srasp the idea that we mean
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by Property something that includes that pleasure inscidental- |

ly; but degins and ends with something grander, worthier and
more creative.

Another evil of the time, is graft and dishonesty iu
government offieials, an example of which is dealt with in
a poem that voicea ithe poet's impression of the Mareoni
scandal, entitled "HUMAN HATURE: OR MARCONI MEMORIES."

A puper known as The Kye Witnesa was at first under
the direetion of Cecil Cheaterton, Hilaire Belloc, and
Gilbert Kelith Chesterton. Lster it beecame The New Witness
with Ceeil Chesterton, Gilbert Chesterton's brother, &s the
sole editor. For his patriotie deed in exposing the Marconi
scandals, Ceeil stood triul at Old Builey, and hud to pay a
ruinous fine. fThe sharge againsi the Mureoni ministera was
that they reeeived a $ip by a Government contraetor, whose
gontract was at that time being sonsidered or ascepted by
the Governmen$. The very extraordinary monoply whieh the
Government then granted to the Mareonli Company was, in faet,
granted to its mapaging director, Mr. Godfrey Imaues, the
brother of Sir Rufus Isaaes, then the Attorney Genmeral. Mr.
Chesterton published in the "New Witness" some verses, begin-
ningi--

] am g0 gwift to seize affronts
My spirit ia so high
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Who=-ever has insulted me
Some foreigner must die.

I made a claim for damage

(For The Times had called me "thief)

Against a paper in Alsace

A paper called "Le Juif".

And when the Morning Post unsarthed

Some murders 1I'd devised

A Polish organ of finanee

At once apologized.

ecesssees]l know it sounds confusing

But, as Mr. Lammle said,

The anger of a gentleman

I8 boiling in my head.

The Marconi Seandasl is fully outlined by Mr. Chesterton
in his Autobiographyeeccecccceec.o Mr. Godfrey Isaacs lost
his 1ife in the Great War. He died a Catholic as did Cecil
Chesterton.

Phe Great War broke out and Ceeil emnlisted. The result
was that G. K. C. found himself in charge of a newspaper with
Mrg. Ceoil Chesterton as his first assistant. He regarded
himself as Ceoil's deputy. The latter, however, died at the
Front sborily after the Armistice was signed and Gilbert felt
that The NHow Witness had been left to him as a trust. The
idea behind the paber was "Digtributism,” a name coined by
Hilaire Belloec, but the idea is contained in "Rerum Novarum."”
¥r. chgaterton gaid that he was proud %o have Been associated
with men who helped to defend such an ideal, to help on 80




urgent a social need. To quote his own words:

] only apologize for the mere chapter of acci-
dents which has sorawled across their much more valu=-
able seript my own somewhat absurd monogram.

P YTt Y

For in truth I writhe (a diffiocult feat for me)
as I take up my pen to write this prefatory note on
the selection from G. K.'s Weekly: for the very title
recalls to me the blackest hour of humiliation. 1
remember through what agonies of reluctance and dis-
gust I passed,before I was persuaded by my friends
and business advisers to sarmount this unfortunate
sheet with my own initials.”

And so The Hew Witness was succeeded by G. K.'s Weekly
of whioh Mr. Chesterton remained in control until the time
of his death., And now for the "MARCONI MEMORIES":

"Human nature is a bird

Whose eomplaint is often heard,

And will make demands of any legislature;
And you need not olaim to be

Giving seven pence for three

It execeds the wildest hopes of Human Hature.

Human nature it prefers

o be told of what occurs

Without suppressing any vital feature;
Apnd when statesmen hold their peace
Unitil searched by the poliece,

It rasps the finer edge of human nature.

Human Nature, it is said,

Phinks investment should be made

By someone who has cash enough 0 pay it;
And that one who pouched the pay,

Apd had nothing more to say,

Heed not go to South Amerisa to say it."

Prese and remaining stanzas of the poem speak for themselves,
In "THE PEACE OF PETROL" a reference is made to an English
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peace arranged by ameriean intervention:

10 the motors he oan. makel

{Sell the bugle, puwn the sword)

We'll be humbled for his sake,

Breuk our faith and keep our Ford.

Ford, Ford, Ford--till death remove him

P0 a place on which it's needless to remark,

And the rieh whose minds are muddy, who consider honour

- bloody,

Go down to their damnation in the dark."”

Of the Great World War nothing that he has written sur-
passes the better seorn of his "WIFE OF FLANDERS, " bidding
her Tenténio victof,

“Ride on and prosper. You have lost your spurs.”

¥r. Chesterton's first published volume, back in 1900
was a book of verse called "THE WILD KNIGH{"--unleas, for
the question seems undecided, 1t was that outlandish piece
of nonsense "GREYBEARDS AT PLAY" with rhymes und illustra-
tions both by G. K. C., issued the same year:

"Now we are old and wise and grey,

And shaky at the knees;

Now is the true time to delight

In picture books like these.

The Joke would have been lost at any other epoch. The
men of the eighteen nineties gave us queer things, the pro-
duets of an intense boredom. ﬁen like Wilde, Beurdsley and
others rollicked in the warm sunshine of the late Victoriun

period, when suiecide, drunkenness, and vice wers the order
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of the day. To many people these yeurs were uctually dull.
From 1885 to 1898 people belisved in nothing but good munners,
and the essence of good manners is to eonceal a yawn, whiech
¥r. Chesterton defines "a silent yell." Although Oscur Wilde
had a vust reputation on the continent, he was looked upon by
the British as a "eompromise between & Jjoke and & smell™!
Literature endeavoured to express the inexpressivble, and the
result was "outruged grumuar and many dots.”

Literature at the end of the last century needed something
in the nature of u tomic given to a patient dying of old age.
The results of the movement for literuary reform were energetio
but the energy was convulsive. it is impossible t0 axplain
the suceess of the Yellow Book and its compilers save on the
agsumption that people could not read betwseen the lines.”

Phe attuck made by Gilbert Chesterton began with nonsense
rhymes and piotures. and was a surprising success from the out-
get. There is a murked difference between the uutnor of non-
gsense verses and their illustrator; the former may give full
vent to his ideas, but the latter must use some restraint. In
"GREYBEARDS AT PLAY," Chesterton "took the bit between his teeth
and bolted faster than Edward Lear had ever done." (Edward
Lear was an Boglish artist and suthor who wrote the "Book of
Honsense, 1846.) How oan one refruin from gasping when con-
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fronted with the antitheses in sush stanzas as these:
‘ "For me, as Wordaworth says,
The duties shine like stars;
I formed my uncle's charaeter
Decoreasing his cigars.”™
or
"Tfhe Shopmen, when their souls were still,
Declined to open shopg=-
Anda cooks recorded frames of mind,
In sad and subtle shops.”
The drawings that ascompanied these gems ? were such as the
lines deserved, as one may well surmise. They display an
arresting incongruity and inconsistency, which is the essenece
of parody, combined with aceuracy which is the indispensable
charasteristie of satire.
About a month after G. K. had made this assertion of
his extreme 0ld age in these words:

"I am, I think I have remarked (he had not)
Terrifically old.™

he published "THE WILD KNIGHT AND OTHiR POEMS," in testimony
of his youth. He had for some years written more or less
topical stanzasg which appeared in "The Outlook"and in the
"Speaker”. "GREYBEARDS AT PLAY" was after all, Just a
gargauntuan sneer at the boredom of a decade; the seesond

look was a more decided assault upon some tenets of its be-

liefs and an expression of the principles which mattered most.
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Some of his utterances drove the reader to "intellectual

desperation.®

"There is one ain to call a green leaf grey,
#hereat the sun in heaven shuddereth;
There is one blasphemy for death to pray
For God alone knoweth the praise of death.”

|

Or again in "THE WORLD'S LOVER,"

"I stood and apoke a blasphemy
.Behold the gsummer leaves are green.”

This was a defence of reality, crying to heaven for
vengeance upon the realists. Chesterton also came out with
his defence of the common man. Has there ever been anything
like his method "since Herod made friends with Pontius
Pilate?"® |

"Where shift in strange democracy
The million masks of God."

the grass, and all the small er things in 1life, "things" in
general, for he alone among modern poets, was not afraid to
use the word.

If at one time he could only ".......feel vaguely
thankful to the vast stupidity of things,™ on another
occasion he spoke: "The whole divine democracy of things,"

a line that is a rehuke to the atheist, a profession of a

political belief whioh is the fruit of a religious faith.
Chesterton sallied forth as a Crusader against the
politieal and literary Turks who had unjustly come into
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possession of a part of the legacy of a Christian people.

We must not forget that the mark of a Crusader is his power
of invigorating whieh he uses egually with regard to virtues
and viees. One does not always realize the difference be-
tween a Crusader and a Christian. The former tries to prove
bis eharity towards his enemy by making him a Christian, the
latter, by putting him off the seene sompletely. The two
methods are likely to give strangely similar resulis.

His productions are so fresh that they seem to spring
from his vitality rather than from his intellect. At times
a boisterous movement rather than eoherence is in evidence,
the boisterousness is unsupported by the sense of the words.

"So you have gained the golden crowns and grasped

the golden weather,

The kingdoms and the hemispheres that all men buy

and sell,

But I will lash the leaping drum and swing the -

flaring feather,

For the light of seven heavens that are lost to me

) like hell.
Here the stanzas run on with suech a swing that the reader
will not notioe how meaningless they are.

Sometimes our subjest's poetry has a very sheery ring.
In lamenting the songlessness of modern life he suggests the
following in his "CHORUS OF BANK CLERKS":

"Up, my lads, and 1lift the ledgers, sleep and ease are
o'er

Hear the Stars of Morning Shouting "Iwo and Two are Four™
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Though the ereeds and realms are reeling, though the
sophists roar,
Though we weep and pawn our wateohes, two and two are four."

The "POST OFFICE HYMN® begins as follows:

"0'er London our letters are shaken like snow, .
OQur wires o'er the world like the thunderbvolts go;
The news that may marry a maiden in Sark
Or kill an o0ld lady in Finsbury Park.

(Chorus with a swing of glee and vim)

Or kill an old lady in Finsbury Park.”
The Jjoke becomes huge, indeed, when one 1magines the actual
singing of the songs.

The following is entitled "IRRESPONSIBLE OUTBREAK."

One who having completed & book 0f emormouslength on Chaucer
feels himaelf freed from all bonds of intellectual self-
respect and proposes to 4o no work for an indefinite period.

"They babble on of Babylon

They tire me out with Tyre

And Sidon putting side on

I 4o not much admire.

But the little town Bob-Up~-And-Down
fhat lies beyond the Blce

Along the road our Fathers rode

0 that*s the towan for me.

Now Hudderafield in Shuddersfield

And Hull 1s nearly Hell, :

Where a Daisy would go sragy

Or a Canterbury Bell.

The little town Bob-Up-And-Down

Above is falr and free

For 1t can't be found sbove the ground
. O that's the place for me."
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It Seems that G. K. would hide from himself the picture
of modern civilization and go back to the simple l1ife of Chaucer's
time.
To return to "THE FLYING INN," the wandering revellers find
safety from their pursuers in & lovely part of Lord Ivywood's
estate, which they reached by an underground tunnel, and to

their camp comes Quoodle, Lord Ivywood's dog to make one of the

company and this beast is more vividly described than many of |
the mipor human chuaraeters. It is for him that Pump writes

what was the funniest of doggy songs:

"Pfhey haven't got no noses,
The fallen sons of Eve;

Even the amell of roses

Is not what they supposes;
But more than mind discloses
And more than men believe.

And Quoodle here discloses
All things that Quoodle can,
They haven't got no noses
They haven't got no noses
And goodness only knowses
The Noseleasness of man,"

In "Man Alive®™ Innocent Smith really believes that Professor
Bames wishes to die, bui he only says quite cheerfully, "Let us
eat, drink and be:msrry for today we die, only let us not come
to that oonclusion until tomorrow.® This idea is expressed in
"A BALLADE OF SUICIDE.*®

*Tho g€allows in my garden, people say,

Is new and neat and adequately tall.

I tie the noose on in a knowing way

As one that knots his necktie for a ball;
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But Jjust as all the neighbours~-on the wall--

- Are drawing a long breath to shout "Hurray ! ™
The strangest whim has seized me....After all
I think I will not hang myself to-day.

To-morrow is the tiue I get my pay--

My uncle's sword is hanging in the hall--

I see a little cloud all pink and grey=--
Perhaps the Resctor's mother will not call--~
1 tancy that I heard from Mr. Gall

fhat mushrooms could be cooked another way=-
I never read the works of Juvenal--

I think I will not hang myself to=-day.

In the third stanza of first "SONG OF EDUCATION™ the
poet chants:

"Fhe people lived on the land, the land,
They pottered about and prayed;

They built a oathedral here and there

Or went on a small orusade;

?ill the hones of Becket were buudled out
For the fun of a fat White Czar,

And we all became, in spoil and flame,
The intelligent lot we are.

Chorus-- The intelligent lot, the intuitive lot,
The infallible lot we are.

0 Warwick woods are green, are green,

But Warwick trees can fall:

And Birmingham grew so big, so big,

And 8tratford stayed so amall.

P11l the hooter howled to the moraming lark
That sang to the morning star;

Apd we all besame, in freedom's name,

The fortunate chups we are :

Chorug--~ The fortunate chaps, felicitous chaps,
The fairy-like chaps we are."

Mr. Chesterton has made a survey of ths’roads that
lead into the wilderness. For such a task he had a perfect
eye. It is surprising how under his mild gaze, and no
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satirist ever had a milder eye, what seemed to be a firm
straight road begins--as it were--to shift guilt$ily, and
eomes to an end in a ridiculous uncertainty, leading no-
where, guiding no one. To misuse his own phrase:

"And so the roads they twiat and squirm
If£ I may be allowed the term:"

and a thing that has been observed>through Mr, Chesgterton's
searching eye searcely ever assumes the guise that men onoce
thought it had.

%0 Genius of Business! O marvellous brain,

Come in place of the priests and the warriors to reignl
0 Will to Get On that mukes everything go--

0 Hustle! O Pep! O Publieity! O!

Shall I spend three and sixpenee to purchase the book,
Whieh we all ean plck up on the bookstall and look?
Well, it may appear strange, but 1 think I shall not,
For the back of the cover will tell you the plot.
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CHAPTER IV

RELIGIOUS POETRY

For God regathers his ancient rights
And heaven itgelf has newer sights,
Happler imn all its harbour-lights
When all our ships coms home.




RELIGIOUS POETRY

For a new light in a new silence shone
From some new nameless quarter of the sky.
Some terms are difficult to define, and mystic is one
of these. The dictionary tells us that a mystie is one who
has the faculty of believing in spiritual apprehensions of

the truth beyond human understanding, & definition that does

not seem adeguate; the faet is that it is something more and

at the same time something less than this. Something more

because the essentiuls of mysticism have their resting plaoce .

in the divine, and something less because to the mystio
there is no question of grasping the meauning of what he
experiences-~he ascepts it as does the ehild his daily
nourishment. In every human soul there is an innate love
of beauty and a yearning after perfeetion whieh leads to a
desire for ultimate Perfection--the Deity, a yearning that
has led certain rare and privileged souls into that middle
realm of golden peace whose light and glory are reflestions
from the face of the Divine. No strange sountry this to
Catholics who, though they may look with wistful eyes to-
wards the mountain of all delight, know that it 18 not for
them=-=-or at least for the vast majority of them--"to pierce
beyond the mysterious boundary where limpid streams fall
-7



silently and solitude fills the soul with an infinite de-
light."™ BHor are mystics strangers to those who have walked
--though at a distance--with St. John of the Cross, stood
spellbound in the presence of St. Teresa, or fled with Franeis
Thompson "down the nights and down the days." Indeed mysties
are, like angels, our dear familiar friends and like them also,
too little regurded. '

Even in his youth Chesterton became aware of this myatie
sense and bogén to cultivate it. He was a man of deep spiri-
tual perseptions and for these, he strove to find expression
through the medium of his love for nature, and his appregia-
tion of all the good gitta of a bountiful Creator. Hse eon-
tended in his soul against the tyranny of the semses and the
influense of strong emotions. He was a devoted husband,
happy in his domestic life, but disturbing physieal emotions
were by his design to have no plaee in his life. By aself-
denial, and the subjugation of all sensusl desires, could he
win the goal on which his eyes were set.

The strain of gyatioism which was the literary as well
ag the spiritual 1n£eritanoe of Gilbert Chesterton, had a
far birth. Long before the Christian era this mystis type
of thought found plaee in Greece and Egypt. Much of mysticiam
is found in Plato, and in The Symposium, Soorates showed his
belief in the dqstrine that there is a natural progreasion
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from beauty of form and of body to that of mind and spirit
and thus to the beauty of the Author of all things beautiful.

Was it given to Chesterton to see, us did the sad and
tear-stung eyes of Franees Thompson,

"Christ walking on the water
Not of Genesareth, but Thames"™?

A o6lose exumination of Ge. K. cﬁesterton's poetry will
not discover any marked example of the devotion that can be
remarked in other English writers. He was not the poet of
the Passion in the same sense ag was Lionel Johnson. His
verse carries no such tribute to the Cross as that of Blessed
Robert Southwell S. J. or Crashaw. Nevertheless his impro-
visation represented a new departure im fatholle poetry.

The atmosphere he eoreated is entirely different from
that of Patmore or Frances Thompson, beeause his muse is
more hilarious. The earlier poetis, espscially Patmore,
wore somewhat timid about "singing the songs of Sion in
a strange land;" @. K. C. assumes & militant attitude.
"Instead of withdrawing from an unsympathetic orowd he
mingles cheeffully with it." The Catholic poets of the
nineteenth century did not dure to show their colours in
the midst of an heretical environment, and tended to be~
ecome "precious.” But G. K. made himself right at home (1f
I may use the qxpresaion) and launched into Jjournslism. In
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the rough demooratic school of Fleet Sffeet--the London news-
paper quarter--he served his term of apprentiseship. Reading
many of his lighter verses, one ean hear the rumble of eity
traffic and the shouts of newsboys selling evening papers.

That is not the atmosphere in which one would expeet %o
find religious poetry. Bu$, surprising as it may seem, Mr.
Chesterton's achievement waa to bring Catholic dootrine from
its hiding places into the open. Of 8 fourteenth century
writer it was said that "he saw Christ walking in English
fields in the gurdb of an English labourer®. It oan'be said
of Chesterton thut he saw Christ amid the din and bustle of
London streets. He manifests the jubilant and militant atti-
tude of Catholicism in England today, an attitude resembling
that of schoolboys let loose for a holiday in the country.

It is the springtime for Catholics in England and the bleak
winter days of their misery umnder penal servitude are for-
gotten, and with them, is forgotten the timid, inferiority-
complex attitude towurds the outside world whiech those condi-
tions fostered.

This frame of ﬁind is reflected in a little poem whiesh
he wrote in 1922 on the occasion of his reception into the
Chureh;

"ALtor one moment when I lowered my head

And the whole world turned over and eame upright

And I cuame out where the old roud shone white,
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I walked the ways and heard what all men said

Forests of tongues like autumn leaves unshed,

Being not unlovable but strange and light,

0l4 riddles and new ereeds not in despite,

But softly, as men smile about the dead."

He returned to his former haunts and found all the
world ehanged.

It is the knowledge of a gpiritual renaisssnoce, ani
of the freshness and vitality of what is sometimes ocalled
the 0l1d Religion and the glory of a new existense, that
gives his poetry ita peculiar tome. As a result, his mind
dwells more on the Nativity and the Resurrection than on the
Cross. But there is one exception which must be accounted
for.

It must be borne in mind above all things, that Mr,
Chesterton is a romanticist. That is one phase of the youth-
fulness that one remarks in him. He has all the child's de-
light in stories of knights and dragons, fairies and witches.
This is part of his message to the dull, unimaginative and
selfish oreed of modern materialism.

In"A PAIRY TALE"™ he says:

"All things grew upwards foul and fair;

The great $rees fought and beat the air

With monstrous wings that would have flown;

But the old earth eslung to hsr own

Holding them back from heavenly wars

Though every flower aprang at the stura.”

He san find the wonderful and beautiful everywhere.
Sush a man naturally champions the age of romanee. His is




the 8pirit of the Middle Ages; as we read in his poem
"MEDIAEVALISM. "

"If men should rise and return to the noise and time
of the tourney,
The name and fame of the tabard, the tangle of gules
and gold,
Would these things stand and suffice for the bourne
of & baskward journey,
A light on our days returning, as it was in the days

of 0ld?"®

Like St. Frameis, he belongs in heart and soul %o the
ancient chivalry. He has grasped the very spirit of thut
romantic movement which the novels of Sir Welter Scott have
immortaliged,

How the age of Christiun chivalry is distinguished
from our utilitariun age in its conoception of fighting, The
ideal of the former was to fight for honour, that of the late
ter for vieiory. War in the Middle Ages was not a trade, bnf
a gay, adventurous nndertaking,’that offered the warrior the
Joy of combat but, probably little other reward. In faet,
the great romance of Christendome-that of Arthur and the

Knights of the Round fable--was the romance of the defeat-

ed man. It was this aspect of the ancient chivalry that
appealed to Chesterion, an@ it wus because he fought in this
spiritvthat he has so often been styled a modern knight. It
is found in those early Fleet Street ballads and sengs which
were his first attempts ai poetry. There 1is, for instance,
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"THE SONG OF DEFEAT"™ in which he flung his defiant shallenge
at the Plutoorats that were wielding the scepire triumphant-
ly in English Polities and Jjournalism. We are¢ not now eon-
gerned with the immediate ocause of this outburst. All that
we nced know is that the lines are schoes of the Boer War,
when the writer wusg, as he gays, "twenty and odd years old".
Here 1s the opening stanza:

®¥The line bweaks and the guns go under

The lords and the lackeys ride the plain;

X draw deep breaths of the dawn and thunder,
And the whole of my heart grows young again.
For our ehiefs said 'Done,' and 1 did not deem it;
Qur geers said 'Peace,' and it was not pease.
Earth will grow worse till men redeem it,

And wars more evil, ere ull wars cease,

But the o0ld flags reel and the old drums rattle
As once in my life they throbbed and reeled.

I have found my youth in the lost battle,

i have found my heurt oan the battle field,

For we that fight till the world is free,

We are not easy in vietory;

We have known each other too long my brother
And fought each other the world and we."

"A SONG OF DEFEAT™ points out something that is the

basis of Christian philosophy, and of the philosophy of the
man uhder sonsideration. Besides, it gives us, as does nothing
elgse in his writings, the aasénoe of his idea of the Cross.

It is the "3ong™ that shows us his conception of Calvary.
Because this i3 worith some further consideration, a little

more will be said and quoted on the subject. It has been

said that the philosophy of the poem is the foundation of
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the philosophy of Christendom, and perhaps to the paganism
which finally adopted Christianity. From. Mr. Chesterton's
viewpoint the two great epics of ancient times, Homer's
Ilkiad and Virgil's Aenead, are based on this idea. In

"IHE EVERLASTING MAN® he tells us that the IlXiad is so
conceived as to show that Homer's own sympathies and cer=
tainly those of the reader are on the side of the sonquered
rather than on that of the conqueror. And this is a senti-
ment which runs through all poetry and increases even as

the poetiocal origin itself disappears......The tale of the
end of Troy will never end; for it will eoho and re-echo
through the ages "immortal as our hopelessness and our hope."
Troy, standing, was but a speok on the horizon that might
have stood nameless for all time. But Troy, falling, has
been saught up in the flames and hung "in an immortal in-
stant of annihilation;" and, bedause it was destroyed, the
memory thereof will endure.

He traces the same idea in that epic of Virgil's in
which the Latin poet tells the tale of the fugitive from
Troy who laid the réundationa of Rome. "The whole of the
great patriotic epic is in a very pesuliar sense founded
upon the fall of Troy; that is, upon an avowed pride in
Troy although lt had fallen.” In attributing to the TroJjans
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the origin of his beloved raee and republic, he initiated
what we call the Trojan tradition which runs through the
history of the Middle Ages. The first hint of it is seen
in the impressive lines of Homer about Heetor. But Virgil
from it evolved not merely a elassic but & legend. And it
was & legend of the almost divine dignity that belongs to
the vanquished. This was one of the traditions that diad
$truly prepare the world for the coming of Christianity and
partisularly of Christian ehivalry. This was one of the
propa of the social strueture through the emdless defeats
of the Dark Ages and the strnggles_aga;nst the barbarians,
out of which our eonception of knighthood had its beginning.
"It is the moral attitude of the man with his back to the
wall.”

The truth is that Western, that is, Roman eivilization
wag founded ascording to this legend by a defeated man, and
that by this faet it 1s olosely related to the religion of
the Cross. As Imperial Rome was established by a8 man who
had been vangquished, sd Catholic Rome could trase its beginn-
ing to the Word madé Flesh Who was erucified on Mount Calvary.
And- ag Chesterton found the ideal of chivalry at the baais
of European hiatory so he discovered it at the roots of
English history. | |
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At the conelusion of the "EVERLASTING MAN" there is

a chapter entitled "The ¥Five Deaths of the Faith" of which
a part nay'be summarized as follows:"This is the final fact,

only often died but it has often died of old age. It has

i
E and it is the most extraordinary of all. The faith has not

not only often been killed but it has often died a natural
death; in the sense of coming to a naturél and neeessary
end.” History showa that it has outlived the tragedy of the
most atrocious and the most widespread persecutions, from
the shock of the Dioecletian violence to the horror of the
French Revolution. But 1t has a more remarkable and even \
a more eeris longevity; it has held its own not only in
war but in peace. "1t has not only died often but degea- 1
erated often and decayed often; it has survived its own
weakness and even its own surrender.” It is not necessary
to repeat what is so evident about the beauty of the end
of Christ in its union of youth and death.....

The gist of the whole matter is this that the tradi-

tion of the Cross is at the root of Imperial Rome and of

the Christian religién.‘or triumph through suffering, of

vietory through failure, of heroism shown by surrender, of

weakness oversoming strength. At the outset one might

think that our poet was too Jubilant with the thought of
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eombat, too eomscious of the resurrection of the Chureh at

the present time, to give due emphasis to the doetrine of
the Cross. But on closer examination ome oan see that he
battles as one of those erusaders who bore the Cross upon
their breasts, and that the marvel of this resurrection lies
for him presisely in the faet that it follows what seemed to
be the final closing of the tomb.

If anyone doubt whether Mr. Chesterton stress sufficient-
1y the Tragedy of Calvary and see the true significance of the
Crosa, let him eonsider those words in'the chapter of the "EVER-

LASTING MAN" Just quoted, where he ghows us that the eentral
idea in the Holy Gospels is the lust scéne of Golgotha,

When we think of G; K. C. we seem to hear his gusty laugh-
ter and to see one whose ample proportions and whose connec=-
tion with the good-fellowship of Fleet Street would seem to
dissoeciate him from any ideas of mystioism. But another pic-
ture ean be conjured up by the passages Just summarized, and
it 18 that of a most humble api faithful son of the Chureh
inclining reverently before the Cross.

In the first chébter of "The Innoeence of G. K. Chesterton”
by Gerald Bullett, one reads that Chesterton's mirth is iike a
gale out of Heaven, a cleansing wind, a hurricane of humorous
commonsense. He, like everyone else, has his moments of friv-
olity, and these moments have their place in his writings. But
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his usual frame of mind is one not of frivolity but of eheer-
fulpness. It is at once the genial happines of the reveller
and the awful gaiety of one who rides gladly to battle.

There were few things that appealed to his Iimaginative
mind in so striking a manner as the beauty of the English
country-side. One eunnot repeat too often that the England
of History is an England almost entirely rural. The indus~
trial England of the last hunired years is a parasitic and
and baneful excrescense threatening the wvery life of the tree.
Industrialism may boust its Puritan descent, and welcome for
Puritanism, as Mr., Chesterton has 80 often reminded us, is
also foreign to the true English tradition. Ever since the
so~called Reformation, the tradition has been lame and halt-
ing, because spiritually starved. Its malady stands out in
the pages of Dickens.

OQur poet onee remarked to his wife thut he would like
to see pistures of the Christ Child leaping about the meadows
of Bethlehem, plashing through the streams and laughing with
Joy at His Own creation. I think that He would have been glad
to Join in the pranﬁs of the boy Chesterton in English meadows,
and that the Virgin Mother would have had a smile for them
bothe It would seem thut G. K. had spent his life romping
with the Divine Child.

A friend of Mr. Chesterton's declares that the first
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time he saw him was in & room of the Phares Club, Henrietta
Street, Strand about 1900. He was drawing pietures with
coloured chalk for a small boy. For the greater part of the
time they were bending over the work with marked concentra-
tion, but once in a while they gave vent to roars of hilarious
laughter.

Phe fun and glory of the world ravished our subjeet with
delight. To see the trees and the grass growing, the water
flowing; to see the sun, moon and stars that God at oereation
had flung into the spaeious firmament; to feel the driving
gleet and rain in his faee, and then to have all that grandeur
"merely as & baekground, a frame for orowds and orowds of
wonderful 1iving people,” always seemed to him a stupendous
mirasle. For & time when he was passing from boyhood to man-
hood, he felt thut it was the only miracle. He had always
held beliefs deep down in his heart to mateh this more than
belief, this realization of the wonders of God in the seeular
universe.

A gsaint is one who is always aware of the presence of
God. Was it given @o Ge K. C. to have attained this eon-
tinuous awareness of God? Let us hope that it will some day
be acknowledged. It is ceertain that all his life he saw the
marvelous powsr of God revealed in common things.
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In the little poem "THEL FISH® this thought is revealed:

fDark the sea was: but I saw him,
One great head with gogple eyes,
Like a diubolic ciasrud

Flying in those fullen skies.
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For I saw that finny goblin

Hidden in the abyss untrod;

And I knew there ean be laughter

On the secret face of God."

In & volume entitled "THE NEW JERUSALEM]' Mr. Chesterton -
deseribed his visit to the Holy Land at Christmas time and
portrays with an arresting realism, the scenes that were most
gsignificant to him,

He says that almost any traveller could choose from among
ipnumerable things thuat he has looked at, the few things that
he has really seen. He means the things that ocome to one wiih
a strange elearness; 80 that he uctually realizes what they
are. He ean believe in them alihough he has seen them, we

might almost say. There is no rule about this realigation;

it seems $o0 come at random; and a person to whom it comes can

Speak only for himself without trying to make a oritical som-
parison with othera.‘ In this sense he says that the Church
of the Nativity at Bethlehem contains something indescribable,
yet Io:oing ons to attempt & desexription. The ehurch is
entered through & door so amall that it might truly be ealled




a hole, in whieh many have seen a symbol of the idea of
humility. It is also said that the wall was pierced in
this way to prevent a camel from goming in to disturd
divine gervice, but even that explanation would only rseall
the éame 1&6& through the paiéhle of the needle's eye. It
is more likely that it was to keep out more dangerous
"animals®™ than camels, as, for instanee, Turks. 1t is elear
that the whole chureh has besn turned into a stronghold,
windows are bricked up and walls thickened in some or sll of
its thousand yocars of religious strife. In the blank spaees
above the iittle doorway hung in olden times that strunge
mosaie of the Magli which once saved the holy place from
destrustion, in the strange interval between the fall of
Rome and the rise of Islam. For when the Persians who had
devastated Jerusalem rode out in triumph to the village of
Bethlehem, they saw above the door a pisture in coloured
stone, an image of themselves. They were following a strange
star and worshipping an unknown Child. A Christian artist,
following some ancient Eastern tradition that contained an
eternal truth, had drawn the Three Wise len with the long
robes and high head-dresses of Persia. Jn entering one sees
that the church is somewhat dark, but ean distinguish $wo
rows of towaring_pillars, and beyond them, at the other end
-Gle
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of the chureh beside the altar is the dark stairway that
descends under the canopies of rock to the stable where
Christ was bormn. How different was the poor shelter in
which the Saviour was presented to the wondering eyes of
the humble shepherds.

In the poems on the Hativity, as in ali true religious
poetry the human note is not suppressed but illuminated.
There is the consciousness that the "Desired of Nations™ has

come to dwell with us,

"A word came forth from Gulilee, a word like to a star,
It oclimbed and rang and blessed and burnt wherever

brave heurts are;
A word of sudden, secret hope, of trisl and inorease,
0f wrath and pity fused in one, of passion kissing

peaace.

In yet another poem he used the phrase ",assionate peace,”
which perhaps more than any other is the keynote of his own
religious poetry. "And no writer of our time has written

anything more impressive, more genuine, more soul-stirring in

this most difficult field." With unfeigned sincerity he wrote
with fhe courage of his conviections what he believed most
passionately, in the face of a mostly unbelieving world. He
had found the pearl of great price--the Catholic faith-ethe
ons fasctor that ocould dispel the darkness of the modern

world.

"Step softly, under snow or rain
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To find the pluse where men ean pray;
The way is all so very plain

Thet we muy lose the way.

Oh, we have learnt to peer and pore
On tortured puzzles from our youth

We know all labyrinthire lore,

Ve are the three wise men of yore,

And we know all things but the truth.™

The same thought is seen in Joyse Kilmer's "Folliy" Ii
is fortunate for the cause of literature that the poetry of
G. K. Chesterton has the superior qualities which only an
artist in woxrds oan realigze. In one of Paul Claudel's
letters to Jasques Riviere, he 8ays that our sturdy eham-
pion stands with Patmore, in fulfilling the tasx of restor-
ing a "Catholic imagination and aeﬁslbility; whieh have bpon
withered and parehed for four senturies.™ This rejuvenated
8ensibility must feel the Joy and pain, exaltation and low-
liness which conatitute the 8upernatural paradox of CGatholi-
cism. Mr. Chesterton gives expreasion to these everlusting
paradoxes in his "HYMN FOR THE CHURCH MILITANT,™ ag well ag
in those arresting early lines to "THE DONKEY. "

The firat and the last stanzas of "A HYMN FOR THE CHURCH
MILITANET® are quoted here:

"Greut God, thut bowest sky and star,
Bow down our towerling thoughts to ZXhes,
And grant us in a faltering war

The firm feet of humility.

.‘......‘..........l....‘..
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Cleanse us from ire of oreed or oclass,
The anger of the idle kings;

Sow in our souls, like living grass,
The laughter of all lowly things."

One is tempted to ask why any poet should think of writ-
ing a poem on such a lowly beast, but listen to these lines
on "THE DOBRKEY":

"The tattered outlaw of the earth,

Of ancient ¢rooked will;

Starve, seourge, deride me: I am dumb,
I keep my secret still.

Foola! For I also had my hour;
One far fiersee hour and sweet:
There was a shout about my ears,
And palms before my feet."

But it is the glorious anhiveraary of ths Nativity that
he esommemorates ovser and over in his "CHRISTMAS SORG FOR THE
THREE GUILDS™ in thoe tendsrness of that scens where address-
'ing the Holy Baoe he says in "THE NATIVITY":

"And thou, tmt art atill im thy cradle,

.The sun being erown for thy brow,

Make answor, our flesh, make an answer,

Say, whence art thou come~-who art thou?

Art thou come back on earth for our teaching
To train or to warn--?

Hush~~how may we know?--knowing only

A child is born."

Phe realism of the vision presented im WA CHRISTMAS
CAROL" is inspiring: '

®"Phe Christ-ehild stood at Mary's knee,
His huair wus like a orown,

And all the flowers looked up to Him
And all the stars looked down."®

-
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G. K., wag an optimist whom we can imegipe repecating:

"Sing Joyfully to God, all the earth: serve the Lord
with gladness. Alleluia,” - {Ps. 99)

But his optimism was neither easy nor inexpensive, there
were thorns among the roses:

"Phe world grows terrible and white

And blinding white the breuking day:

W#e walk bewildered in the light,

For something is too large for sight,

And something much too plain to say."

In a spirit of confidence and faith in God's providence,
he wrote one of his greateat poems, "THE HOUSE OF CHRISTMAS"

"Here we have battle and blazing eyes,

And chanee and honour and high surprise,
But our homes are under miraculous skies
Where the yule tale was begun.”

The arresting characteristic of Mr. Chesterton’®s optimism
was his evident belief that in the end good would prevail over
evil, and his dogged determination to do his part in making it
prevail at all hazards. The fighting, crusading attitude is
obvious through all his work. With his spirit of militaney is
geen the irrepressible cheerfulness of his disposition. He
was not only one of the greatest wits of his time; he was also
the "laughing phi..l.ast:pher'i vowed from childhood to the "blood-
red banner of joy." He gives expression to this happy frame
of mind in the last stanza of "THE WISE MEN."

"Hark! Laughter like & lion wakes
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To roar to the resounding plsin,

Afd the whole heaven shouts and shakes,
For God Himself is borm agsin,

And we zre l1little chlldren walking
Through the snow and rain.”

He asnathemized puritanical self-glorifilcation, conceit
in one's virtuous acts, and a lack of tolerution and mercy
towards those who have "mlsqed the way." His condemnation
is voiced in the "BALLADE d'UNE GRaNDE DaME"™ which reads as

follows:

"Heaven shall forgive you Brldge at dawn,
The clothes you wear--or do not wear--
4And Ladies' ILeap~frog on the lawn
And dyes and drugs and petits verres.
Your vicious things shu:ll melt in 8ir....
eeseesBut for the Virtuous Things you do,
The Righteous Work, the Public Care,

It shall not be forgiven youe

®@® 08 088 000600 tONSssONOOSSIOSOISIEBLESEDRPRIES

Though your sins cried to--Father Vaughan,
Thege desperate you could not spare

who ste.l, with nothing left to puwn;

You caged &« wman up like a bear

For ever in a jailer's care

Because his sins were more than twoeese
seses] know a house in Hoxton where

It shall not be forgiven youe.

Envol
Princess, you trapped a guileless Mayor
To meet some people that you knewee...
When the lasttrumpet rends the air
It shall not be forgivem you."
With regard to the return to religion, Mr. Chesterton
tells us th-t in the days when Huxley and Herbert Spencer anmd
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the Victorian agnostics were trumpeting as & final truth
the Darwinian theory, it seemed to thousands of simple
people almost impossible the relliglon should survive. It
is all the more iromic that it hes not only survived them
all, but it seems the only resl example of the Survival of
the Fittest.
It so hsppens that Lt does really and truly fit 1im with
the theory offered by Darwim which was some thing totally
di fferent £rom most of the theories held by Darwinianse. This
real origin.l theory of Darwin has since very largely broken
down in the fleld of bilology and botany; but it does actual-
ly apply to this particular argumeht in the field of rell-
gious’hlstory. The recent re-emefgence of our relligion is
a survival of the fittest as Daiwin meant it, snd not as
popular Darwinism meant it, s0 far as it meant anything.
Religion has retumed, because all the various forms
of scepticiam that tried to take its plsce, and do its wak,
have by this time tied themselves into such knots t hat they
cannot do anythingee.....There is not one of the popular
forms of selentific scepticism, or determinism that does not
end in total puralysis, with regard to the practlcal conduct
of human 11f@eecesescso.The work of the sceptic for the past
hundred years has indeed been very like the vain fury of some

primeval mons ter: eyeless, mindless, merely deatroying and
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devouring, a glant worm eating inmto the vitals of a world
that he could not even see; & benighted and beastly life,
unaware of its own cause and of its own destiny. But man
has taken to himself agaim hls own weapons; will and wor-
ship and the view of the scheme of orestion; and we are
once more in the morning of the world.

That materialism is nothing but a hideous nightmare
people have begun to realize, and hope for better things.

In the last stanza of the poem "NIGHTMARE]' our author says:
"He that returns, He that remsins the same,

Turned the round real world, His iron vice;

Down the grey garden paths a bird called twice,

And through three doors myster lous daylight came”
showing the religious tenor of the poet's outlook.

Phat the spirit of the Middle Ages may return is the
hope of this Great Champlion of Medievalism which he expresses
in "TPHE HUMAN TREE™: |

"Thou art still, our Father, we

Fain would have thee nod.

Make the skies as blood below thes,

Though thou slay us, we shall know these.

Answer us, 0 Godl

'Show thine angient fame and thunder,

Split the stillness, lest we wonder

Art thou there at all?’

But I saw him there alone,

Standing stiller than a.stone

Lest a moth should fall."

An abidiing proof of the gre:t spirituality and universal
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oharity of our illustrious Christian minstrel is given in
"A KYMH™ which is quoted hsre:

"0 God of earth and altar,
Bow down and hear owr ory,
Qur earthly rulers falter,
Our people drift and die;

The walls of Gold entomb us,
The swords of scorn divide,

Take not thy thunder from us,

But take away our pride.”

Finally from Mr. Chesterton's religlous poetry it is
said that we can beat Judge the reslity of his poetic impulse,
for here, knowing that affectation would be almost indecent,
he has expressed what he had to exprese with a care denled to
most of his other works. 1In one of his essays, Ge. K. C.
exults in that matchless phrase of Vaughan "high humility."
He has both adapted and adopted this guality,and the results
are wonderfule In "THi WISE MER"™ occurs this stanga:

"The Child that was ere worlds began |

(eesa¥e need but walk a little way,

Wie need but see a latch unions....)

The Child th: t played with moon and sun

Is playing with a 1llttle hay."

The superb antithesis leaves one struggling ag:-inst thut
involuntary little gasp which is a reader's first tribute to
a fine thought. Our author eould be & gre.t hyman writer, if
he woulde One of his poems, in fact, has found its way into
The Engliah Hymnal, where it competes (if one way use the word

of a sacred song) with the "Recessional" for the favour of con-
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gregutions. If we take a glance at a few of the hymns, we
shall find that they share sertain obvious quulities: bold

imagery, the voeabulary of conflict, an attitude of humility
that is very nearly also one of great pride, and certain
tricks of style. And when we look through Chesterton's poems
generally, we shall find that these are exactly the qualities
they possess.

' When the Great War broke out, at the beginning of August
1914, everything seemed ohanged. HNo one living can say what
its permanent effects on literature will be, but one thing is

eertain: nothing will remain the same. We have already learned

to view each other with different eyes. For better or for
worse, 0ld animosities and party oleavaées have given way to
unforeseen combinations. To assert thut we have grown betier
would be untrue. But it might reasonably be argued that the
innate genercusness of the British psople has been vitiated
by its childlike trust in ita Journaliasts and the men who own
theMeecoceosessss"those of us who had not the fortune to es-
eape the Press by service abroad, especially those of us who
derived our living from it, same to loath its misrepresenta-
tion of the English people. There seemed no end to the
nauseous vomits of undigested facts and dishonourable prej-
ndices'that came pouring out in daily streams. Then we came
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to realize, aa never before, the value of such men as Chester-
40De M oecesessas.But, unfortunately for us all, G. K. C. fell

geriously ill in the early period of the war and was in a

oritieal astate for many months. But not before he had publish-

ed a magnificent resantation--for it is no less--of all those
bitternesses which, in their sum, had very nearly caused him
to hute the British. It is a poem, "BLESSED ARE THE PEACE~-
MAKERS. "

®"0f old with a divided heart

I saw my people's pride expand,

Since a man's soul is torn apart

By mother earth and fatherland."

When we read this poem, with its proclamation of a faith
restored, Chesterton's temporary absence from the field of
letters appears even more lamentable. For even before his
breakdown he had given other sigms of & Iresurrection.ceccccee
He has been throughout his career essentially a crusader. He
fought for the Holy Sepulehre and gained iteeeecssOne thing
ig true of all erusaders, they are not necessarily Christians.
And thers is that about Chestertom which someiimes makes one
wonder whether, artgr all, he is not "a child of the Frensh
Revolution™ in a sense he himself does not suspect. He has
cursed the barren fig-tree of modera religious movements. But
there comes a suspicion that he demies too much; that from be-

tween these supple aentences and those too plausible arguments
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one may catch a glimpse of the features of & mocking spirit.
Chesterton has given us the keenest enjoyment, sna he has
provoked thought, even 1n the silly atheist. ‘/e all owe him
grutitude, but no two readers of his works are likely to agree
as to the causes of thelir gratitude. That, in itself, 1s a
tribute. Wherefore let it be uaderstood that in writing this
atudy I have been speaking eatirely for myself, and if any
man think one misgulded, inmappreciative, hypercritical, friv-
olous, Or anything else, why he is welcowme.

"Behold, the orowning mercies melt,

The first surprises stay;

And in my dross is dropped a gift

For which I dare not pray:

That a man grow used to grief and joy
But not to night and day."

~0=0~0~
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CHAPTER V

LOVE POEMS

I you befriend, or I befriend,

The strength is in us twain,

And good things end and bad things end,
And you and I remain.




LOVE POEMS

"Marriage is a duel unto death which no men of
honour should decline.™
In his autoblography lir. Chestertom tells of his ideal
home life and happy ochildhood. What he found wonder ful about
childhood was that everything 1n it was 8 wonder. 1t was not
merely a world full of miracles; it was a miraculous world.
What gave him this shock was almost anything that he really
recalled and not the things that he thought most worth recall-
ing. "Herein it differs from the other great thrill of the
past, all this is connected with first love and the romantic
passion, for that, though poignant in the same degree, always
comes to a polnt; it is narrow like & rapler plercing the heart,
but the other iz like & hundred windowa opening in all direc-
tions. A man does not generally forget his wedding-dasy; es-
pecially such & highly humorous weddling-day as was Mr. Chester-
ton's.” His family remembers against him a few familiar legends,
about the missing of traims, the losing of baggage, and even
more escentric ocouirencea. It {8 sald that he stopped on the
way to buy a glsss of mllk in one shop and a revolver with
cartridges im another. Some considered these as queer preéants
for the bridegroom to give himgelf; 1f the bride had known less
of him, she migﬁt have considered him as a suicide or a murderer,
' -104~
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or worst of all, a teetotaller. They seemed to him, the moét
natural things in the world. He writes: "I did not buy the
pistol to murder myself or my wife: I never was really modern;

I bought 1t because it was the great adveanture of my youth,

with a general aotion of protesting her from the pirates doubt-

less lnfesting the Norfolk Broads, to which we were bound,
where, after all, there is still a susplciously large number
of fumilies with Danish names.’f People msy esll it childish,
but the ritusl partaking of a glass of milk was a reminiseence
of childhood. He stopped at thut particular dairy because he
had always drunk a glass of milk there when walking with his
mother in his infauncye. And 1t seemed to him a fitting cere-
monial to unite the two great relations of a men's life.

We have read countless pages about love brightening the
sun and meklng the flowers more beautiful. It is true in one
sense; it changes the world; but the baby lives im an unchang-
ing world; the man feels that it is he that has chenged. "He
has changed long before he comes near the great and glorious
trouble of the love of woman; and that has in it something
novel and erucisl; ceruclal in the true sense of belng as oear
as Cana to Calvary. 1In the latter case, what 18 loved becomes
ins tantly what may be logte."”

"Man through Love's gate, as8 through Death's gate
Goeth slone and cometh not back aguinecess” '
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The lady of his delight seemed to him strange music which
her minstrel might take a lifetims to mester. He looked upon
marriage ags "a duel unto death wihich no man of honour should
decline."” This chivalrous knight could sing to his beloved:

"0 long light hands and ocurled brown hair

And eyes wherse sits & naked soul:

Dare I even then draw near and dburn

My fingers in the aureole.”

And when she had grown older hls wonder ing hesart could ory:
"Paat I who saw your youth's bright page

A ralnbow chsasage from robe to robe,

Might see you om thls early globe,

Crowned with the silver crown of age."

In "A MARRIAGE BELL" he expresses his unchanglng devotion
ag follows:

"Why should we reek of gun and grosan,

While we two ride together?

The triple thunders of the throne

Would be but stormy weather.

For ugs the last great fight shall roar,

Upon the ultimate plains,

And we gh2ll tura and tell once more,

Our love in English lanes."

0f the institutiom e¢alled the private house or home, the
ghell and orgen of the family, Mr. Chesterton says that only
by the hypocritical ignoring of a hugs fact can anyone contrive
to talk of "fres love," a8 if love were & trivial act like
ligating & cigarette, or whigtling s tune. Suppoae whenever
a man lit a oigarette, s tower ing spectre arose from the rings
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of smoke and followed him sverywhere as a hugh slave. Suppose
vhenever a man whistled a tune he "drew an angel down" and had
to walk sbout forever with a seraph on 8 leash. These ogauta-
clysmic visions are but fulnt parallels to the momentous con-
sequences that Nature has attached to sex; and it is perfectly
plain at the begloning that man ocannot be a free lover; he 1is
elither a traltor or a slave. The second element that creates
the family is that 1lts consequence, though gargantusn, are
gradual; the cigarette produces only an infantile monster, the
song only & child-like seraph. Thence arises the necessity for
some prolonged system of co-operai;i.on; and thence arises the
family in its full educationsl significance.

Reminiscing, our author speaks of his first meeting with
his future wife as follows:

"The secretary of the debating-club always proved her

efficiency by entirely refusing to debatee........3he

had & cousin who was interested in the Celtic fairy

tales that were loose ln the neighbourhood; and one

day she came back glowing with the news that Willie

Yeats had oast her horoscopGe.....and told her that

she was especlally under the influence of the moon.

I happened to mention this to a sister of the secre-

tary, who had Jjust returned to the fumily circle, and

she told me in the most normal and unpretentious tone

that she hated the moon."

He says that he conversed with the same lady several
times afterwards and found that this was s really honest state-
ment of the fact. On the other hand she admired productive
things like fields and gardens. She was interested in garden-
ing; in that quaint coockney atmosphere she would have been as
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willing to choose farming as an avocation, in the same way-
ward frame of mind; she actually prsctised & religlon. It
was inezplicable to Mr. Chestertonm, and to the "fussy" circle

in which the lady lived, that anyone could comsider religion

& practical pursult like gardening. It seems that, by accident,

the future Mrs. Chesterton was educated in the sphool of an
Anglo-Catholic comvent; and to all that agnostic or mystic

world, practising a religion was much more puszling than ypro-

fessling 1it.

She did not resemble Robesﬁierre except in a marked atten-

tion to neatness in dress; and Mr. Chesterton claimed that it
was only in Mr. Belloo's desoription of Robesplerre that' he

found words to portray the peculiar characteristic that cut

her off from the spirit of the time and saved her from ite.

"God had given him in his mind 8 stone tabernacle in
which certain great truths were preserved.imperishable.”

He says it was fortunate that thelr most important meet-
ing was not under the sigm of the moon but of the sum. She
had often declared during their later asguaintance that had
the sun not been shining to her complete satisfaction on that
day, the issue might have been quite dlfferent. It happened

in 3t. Jumes Park where they keep ducks, and the little bridge,

which has been mentioned in a8 no less authoritative work than

Mr. Belloo's "Egsay on Bridges" in which he mentions the longest
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bridge, the shortest, the one that frightens one most, that
frightens one least, the latter being the bridge in St. James
Park. Mre. Chesterton assures his friend that this particular
bridge ean frighten one a good deal.

It is probably this eplsode that he commemorsates in the
poem "A CERTAIN EVENING" of which these are the last three
stanzag:

"The pins grew apples for a whim,

The cart-horse built a nest;

The oxen flew, the flowers sang,

The sun rose in the west.

And ‘neath the load of many worlds,

The lowest life God made :

Lifted his huge and heavy limbs

And into heaven strayed.

Po where the highest life God made

Before His presence stands;

But God Himself oried, "Holidayl"

And she gave m®» both her hands."

We shall leave our subject to his domestic felielity and
turn to & discussion of his poems on Friemdship, wherelin will
be described another source of his habitual cheerfulneas.

Of his first friendships he spesks in the chapter "HOW
70 BE A DUNCE." Boys, he says, wander in threes. Three is
certainly the symbolioc number for comradeship, even if it is
not always the sasme as friendship. He had the good fortune
to enjoy bothe The first of his friends, Edward Clerehew
Bentley, with whom he fought in the fleld, has since written
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the best detective story of modern times, and still writes
for the "Daily Telegraph.” He had well-developed brains and
could work wonders with them, even writing sm ordinary lead-
ing article for a London dally. He ocould also write clear
and undiluted monsense with ths same serious simplicity. A
ssmple of his "free verse" waa conceived during a somewhat dry
chemistry lesson, when, being rather bored, he wrote on a plece
of blank paper the lines:

"3ir Humphrey Davey

Detented gravy,

He incurred the odium

0f disocovering sodium.™

Our sudjeot afterwards dedicated to this friend E.C.B.
a fantastioc story of which he says,

"] was oppressed with the metaphysical nightimare of

negations about mind and metter, with a morbid imagery

of evil, with the burdem of my own mysterlous brain and

body; but by this time I was im revolt against them, and

trying to construct s healthier conception of cosmic life

even if it were ome that should err on the side of health."
He even oalled himaelf an optimist, because he was 8o horribly
near being a pessimist. It was the only excuse he could offer.
All this part of the process was later cast 1lato the formless
plece of figction oalled "THE MAN WHO WAS THURSDAY." The title
attracted some interest st the time. Some referring to his
supposed festive opinioms, pretended that it was mistaken for
"The Man Who Was Thirsty."” Othsrs imagined that Man Thursday
was the coloured brother of Man Friday. Others agaln with
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keener insight, took it as a mere title out of topsy-turveydom;
ag 1f 1t had been "The Woman Who Was Half-Past Eight,"” or "The

Cow That was Tomorrow Evening.” It wag a surprise to the author
: !
that hardly anybody who looked at the title ever thought of

looking at the sub-title, which was "A HNightmare," and the

saswer to a good many crucial questionas. The dedication begias |

with the lines:

"y eloud was on the mind of men, and wailing went the
weather,
Yea, & sick cloud upon the soul when we were boys
togather .
Solence announced nonentity snd art admired dessy;
The world was old and ended: but you andi I were gay.
Round us in asntioc order their crippled vices aame--
Lust that had lost 1ts laughter, fear that had lost its
shame .
Like the white lock of Whistler, that 1lit our simless
gloom,
Men showed their own white feather as proudly as & plume.

.I......‘.................................'..'l..I.

The doubts that drove us through the night as we two :
talked smain, :
And day had broken on the streets e'er it broke upon the i

brain.
Betweon us, by the peace of God, such truth can now be
told;
Yea, there is strength in striking root, and good in ;
growing olde. :
We have found common things at last, and marriege and a
oresd, ;

And I may safely write it now, sand you may safely read.”

Our subjeot was somewhat flattered when a certain paycho-
anslyst told him of a mumber of men who nearly went mad but
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were saved because they really understood "The Man Who Wes

Thuraday." He was glad to think that at that period of his
"lunaocy" he was a little benefit to other lumatics. He at
first thought that no one would understand the story but his
friend, Bentley, of whom he writes in the stantas to E. C. Be.

*Before the grass grew over me

I koew one good man through and through

And kpew a soul and body Joined

Are stronger than the heavens are blue.

0 wisdom worthy of thy Jjoy,

0 great heart, read I as I ran;

Now, though msn smite me on the faoce,

I ocannot curse the fsoe of man."

It was the third member of Gs K.'s original friends who
brought into their seorets the breath of ambition and the alr

out of the great world. He was a dark, thim young man, named

Lucian Oldershaw. It was through him that Mr. Chesterton made

the acquaintance of his future wife. He was salso instrumental

in bringing about his first meeting with Hilasire Belloc. After

a reunion of some of these friends in Londomn, G. K. C. went to

i I

meet Lucian Oldershasw at a little regtaurant in Soho. Mr. Older

H

shaw entered the Qlace followed by a husky individual with the

stiff straw hat of the time tilted over his eyes, which accent-
ed the peculiar length and strength of his chin. He resembled
somewhat a pleture of Napoleon, especlally of Napoleon on horse-
back. His eyes had a somewhat anxious look, a curious keenness
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seen in the eyes of sallors; there was something 1ln his walk
that reminded one of a sailor's rolle The following llnes
long afterwards expressed the combinastion of the blend of
nations in his blood.

"Almighty God will surely sasy,

St. Michael, who is this that stands

With Ireland in his doubtful eyss

And Perigord between his hands,

And in his arm the stirrup-thongs

And in his gait the narrow seas

And on his mouth Burgundian songs

And in his heart the Pyrenees?"

He sat down heavily on ope of the benches and began to
talk at once. He went on talking as he has done ever since
to lire Chesterton's great pleasuré and stimulation. This was
Hilaire Belloc, already famous &s an orator at Oxford where
he wag always pitted agélnst another brilliant spesker, F. E.
Smith, later Lord Birkenhead. Belloc was supposed to represent
Rudicalism; and Smith, Toryism; the contrast between them was
great enough to withstand the reversing of the labels. The
two characters and careers might be taken as types for study-
ing the problem in the meanlng of fallure and success.

As Belloc continued his discourse, he gave vent to some
provocative statements on the subjeot of religion, which amused
Mr. Chesterton immensely, but he felt consclous of a certain
andercurrent of sympathy with him, that many of those® who were
equaliy amugsed 414 not feel. And when, in that night and meny
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pights afterwards, they began disoussing the War, G. K.
found that the bond of sympathy that eame into being was
of real significance. They were both Pro-Boers who hated
Pro-Boers which was the first link in the allianse. He
dedicated his story of an impossible skirmish in Notting Hill
to Mr. Bellos. It was from that dingy, little Soho safe, as
from a witoh eavern, there emerged that quadruped that twi-
formed monster G. B. Shaw has nicknamed the "Chesterbelloe.®
The Dedication of "THE NAPOLEON OF ROTTING HILL®™ gives ex-
pression to the ideals of those kindred spirits as follows:
"For every tiny town or place -
God made the stara espscially;

Babies look up with owlish face
And gee them tamgled in a tree;

YRS RN NN NN NENNEEREXE R RN ENERES NN

The legend of an epic hour

A ehild I dreamsd, and dreum it still,

Under the greul grey water tower

That strikes the sturs on Campden Hill."
The things thut Mr. Chesterton recalls as wost worth doing
and worth remembering, are all sorts of absurd iantsrludes
with his agsociates, full of their %alk and eoloured with
their charasters. Belloe still awaits a Boswell. His lively
and influential persomality has shown all the continuity of
Dr. Johnson's; and though clouds of sorrow have pussed over
his 1life and a 1little solitude in his later years, he had
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every right to say, as bad the man in his own song:

"For you that look the all in all

The things you left were three,

A loud voiece for singing and olear eyes to see

And a spouting fount of life within that never yet has

dried."

Of some of his other friends G. K. C. says that Bentley,
or Conrad Noel were sharaeters who could have been put into
any ocomedy; and the pranks of Maurisce Baring were worthy of
some fantastie aighteonth century exploits. Once at a dinnerxr
party given by Mr. Herbert, later Lord Lueas, Baring broke an
ordinary tumbler and begun to tramp like an elephani among the
fragments, which prank gave rise to a ballade of whioh the re-
frain i8 "I 1like the noise of breaking gluss,”™ and the begin-
ning as follows:

“Pringe when 1 took your goblet tall

And smaghed it with lnebriate sare,

I knew not how from Rome and Gaul

You gained it; I was unaware _

It stood by Charlemagne's great chair

And served St. Peter at High Mass.

esscesecel®™m sorry if the thing was rare
I like the noise of breaking glLass."

It 18 only just to thelr bappy company to say that they did
not confine themseives to suying or singing their own lyrics;
though Belloo was usually reudy to oblige; und the loud and
roaring, but nons the less pathetic song with the chorus:

“And the Gates of Heaven are opening wide
Po let poor Hilary in"

wag first heuard probably at oxne of those quiet evenings on
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which they met for mutual edification and culture. They must
have éung many of the best songs in the English language by
poets bo th ancient and modern: a legend psrsists, thait when
A. P. Herbert had an apartment not far from Buckinghsm Palace
they sang Drake's Drum™ with sush patriotic violence that
King Bdward the Ssventh sent them word to stop their noise.
Another friend of owr subject was his fellow gonvert

Rev. Ronald Knox who delivered the oration at the funeral ser-

vice for Mr. Chesterton, and of whom 8ays in "NAMESAKE"

®Mary of Holyrood may smile lndeed,
Knowing what grim historiec shude it shocks
?0 ses wit, laughter, and the Popish creed,
Cluster and sparkle in the name of Knox."®

Onee in speaking of a eertain piece of nonsense attributed

to his friend Bemtley, he compared it with the fantasy of Father%

Roneld Knox in which he makes a detailed map of the Barset-
ghire of Trollope, or works out a preposterous eryptogram %o
show that Queen Victoria was the author of "IN MEMORIAM. ™
On one oecasion Mr. Chesterton with five or six of his
friends addressed the aatonished town of ¥ottingham, on what
they considered to be its Christian duty towards the modern
problem of -industrial poverty. He remembered the faces of
the eitizens of tlmt great city while he spoke and recorded
his impressions in some Versss, supposed to represent the
aentiments of a Nottingham tradesman; they became & Joke in

their little sirele:
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"?he Christian Social Union here
-Was very museh snnoyed;

It seems there is some duty
Which we never should avoid,
And so they sang a lot of hymns
T¢ help the Unemployed.
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He said the human souls should be

Ashamed nf every shan,

He said & man should conatantly

Bjaculate "1 am"

sesssssesWhen he had done, I went outside

And got into a tram.”

Among the most intimate and treasured friends of Mr.
Chesterton was the Rev. Joan Q*Connor of Bradford, the original
of the "Father Brown" stories. 1t was he who reeeived our
champion into the Church in 1922. The last of the above men-
tioned stories wus dedicated aa follows: "To Futhex John
0'Connor, of St. Cuthbert's, whose Truth is stranger than
Fiction with a gratitude greater thumn the world."

"I left two loves on a distant strand,

One young, and fond, and fair, and bland;

One fair, and old, and sadly grand--

My wedded wife and my nutive land.?

~~Thomas D*Aroy McGee-~
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CHAPTER V1

WAR POEMS

Likelier aeross these flats afar,
These sulky levels smooth and free,
The 4drums shall orash a waltz of war
And Death shall dance with Liberty.




Rt el

WAR POEMS

The dead ehild lay in its shroud,
And the widow watched beslde
And the mother slept, and the channel swept
The gale im the teeth of the tide.
--Rudyard Kipling--

The militant attitude seen in all Mr. Chesterton's work
reaches & olimax in his war poeme of which the following is a
type:

npHE BALLAD OF THE BATTLE OF GIBEON™ is based on the Serip- |

ture text. One can easlly plcture the camp om the edge of the
degert, from which a glimpse of thes coloured fields of Palestine
can be obtained. In the distance sre the camps of the enemy:

"Five kings ruled o'exr the Amorite,

Mighty as fear and old as night;

Swathed with unguent and gold and Jewel,

Viaxed they merry and fat snd cruel.

Z2edek of Salem, a terror and glory,

Whose face wes hid while his rohes were gory;
And Hoham of Hebron, whose loathly faoce is

Heavy znd dsrk o'er the rula of races;

And Piram of Jurmuth, drunk with strange wine,
Who dreamed he had faushioned all stars thot shine;
And Debir of Eglon wild, without pity,

Who raged like & plague ia the midat of hle oclity;
And Jephia of Lachish, a fire thut flameth,

Who 41d in the daylight what no man mameth."

Then to our people gpake the Deliverer:

"@Gird you, O Israel, quiver and javelln,
Shield and sword for the road we travel ia.™

The result of the bloody omset is desoribed by the poet as

followa:
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"Started the weak of them, shouted the strong of them,
Crashed we a thunderbolt into the throng of them,
Blindly with heads bent, and shields forced before us,

We heard the dense roar of the etrife closing o'er us.
And drunk with the craskh of the song that it sung them,
We drove the great spsar-blade in God'e name among them."

Wildly the confllict raged until

"Sheer through the twrban eceeccccecccecss
Clean to the skull the Deliverer celove him;"

With triumphant shouts of victory the people of God proclaim

their deliverer:

"Loudly we shouted, and living and dying,
Bore them all backward with strength and strong crying;"

And high asbove the din of battle, the turn of the tide, and the
deafening noises of the rout, was heard the voice of Gibeon

calling:

"Stand thou still, thou sun upon Gibeon

Stand thou, moon in the vslley of Ajalon!

Shout thou, people, 8 cry llike thunder,

For the kings of the earth are broken asunder."”

May each Christlan knight and glorious chasmpion of the present
day as Glbeon:

"After the battle was broken and spent

Up the hill the Deliverer went,

Flung up hie arms to the storm clouds flyling
And oried unto Israel, mightily crying,

"Come up, O warriors! come up, O brothers!
Tribesmen and herdsmen, maidens and mothers
The bondsman's son and the bondsman's daughter
The hewer of wood and the drawer of water,

........‘...'....................l'......"

In this poem the gruesome detalls are plctured with a reslism
and vividness that displsy the poet's powers of desoription.
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He depicts the brilliant show of power om the part of these
Oorientsl despots, the five Kings, and contrasts thelr magnificemse

with the meagre eguipment snd seeming ilmpotence of the Hebrew
band.

Another war poem, (published im 1922) was "IHE BALLAD OF
ST. BARBARA"™ which connects an. heroic legend of the martyrdom
of a beautiful Christian malden with some scenes from the World
Wazr.

8t. Barbara is the patron saint of artillerymen, miners,
and all those in damger of sudden death from lightning or other
causeg. Her devout clients are agid to have the assurance that
they will not die without the comsolation of recelving holy
Viatiocun.

In the poem har‘ story is told amid the din and fury of war,
by a Breton goldier to & Norman during the. Battle of the Marne.
The poem is saild to be excellent im its kind, not exceptionaliy
fine poetry, but most aseuredly "good Chesterton.”

"When the long grey lines came flooding upon Paris in ;;::n

p

We gtood and drank of the 1aat free air we never could
taste again.
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And a8 Norman to & Breton spoke, his chin uponr his handa:

‘There was an end of Illium; and an end came to Rome

And a man plays on a painted stage im the land that he
calls home.'

Apd the Breton to the Nomman BpOKO eecsccscocescese
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"Phere are more windows in one house than there are eyes
to see'.™

Phe reference here ls to the third window that Barbara had

built in the bath-house which her father had ordered to be bullt
for her use near the tower im which he had her immured from all
contact with the worlde The plan arranged for two windows, but
ghe inserted & third ia honour of the Holy Trinity. The poem
cont inues:

"Ruin is a bullder of windows; her legend witnesseth
Barbara, the sasint of gunners, and & stay in sudden death."”
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"While trickled the idle tale ........"
in the hoart of the whirlwind:

"Barbara the beautiful

Had praise of lute and pen:

Her hair was llke a summer night
Dark and desired of men.

Her sire wes master of many slaves
A hard man of his hands;

They built a tower about her

In the degtlate golden lands,

Sealed as the tyrants sealed their tombs,
Planned with an ancient plan,

And set two windowe 1in the tower,

Like the two eyes of 8 man."

The dreadful carnage goes on 8s:
"0ur guns were set toward the foe; we had no word, for
' firing.
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Dark with the fate of a falling star, retiring and retiring,
The Bretom line went backward and the Breton tale went one.

'Her father had sailed scross the sea
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From the harbour of Afrieca
When all the slaves took up their tools
For the bidding of Barbara."

By means of persuasion, words of command and

sessessessscssse"warlth of wine and meat"
she bade them

"Throw open the third window
In the third name of God."

In the midst of the ir endeavours to comply with Barbara's re-
quest, a sight met the eyes of the workmen:

"and far towards the foam

Men saw a8 shadow on the sands

And her father coming home."
The soldiera' conversstion continues imn & low tone:

"Before the touch, before the time, we may not loose a

breath:
Their guns must mash us to the mire and there be no
replying,
7111 the hand is rslsed to fling us for the final dice to
death."”

Then are heard the reproaches of the ilrate father:

"ithere were two windows in your tower,
Barbara, Barbars,
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Hath a man three eyes, Barbara,

A bird three wings,

That you have riven roof and wall
To look upon vain things?'"

Barbara here gives her reason for the third window:

"But out of the third lattice
Under low eaves like wings
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Is 8 new corner of the oky
And the other side of things."

orash of shell and the boom of artillery ocontinue and in
the intervals the narratof continues the legend:

"Then he drew the sword and drave her"
for abandoning the worship of the gods. The carnage continues:

"They are firing, we are falling, and the red skies rend

and shiver us,
Barbwa. Barbarﬂ 9 00 PONOBLOEOOLISIOESEIDOIOSOSEse b

Be at the bursting doors of doom, and in the dark deliver
us
Who loosen the last window on the sun of sudden death.

'Barbara the beautiful

Stood up @8 queen set free,

Whose mouth is set to a terrible oup
And the trumpet of liberty.'”

As the innocent maiden proclaimed her belief in the true God,
her father's vengeance is wreaked with savage fury:

*"The sword upon his shoulder
Shifted sand shone and fell,
And Barbara lay very small
And orumpled like a8 shell."
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Blood of his blood upon the sword
Stood red but never dry.
He wiped it slowly, till the bhlade
Wag blue ss the blue sky.

But the blue gky split with a thunder-crack,

Spat down 8 blindiag brand,

And all of him lay back amd flat

As his shadow on the ssnd."
Ag if all the forces of evil were let loose to sweep llke a
wairlwind, carrying ull before it, the battle rages on:
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"piptoe on all her thousand years aund trumpeting to the
sun:
As day returns, as death returns, swung backwarde and
swung home,
Back on the barbarous reign returns the battering-ram of
Rome;
While that that the east held hard and hot like placers
in a forge,
Came like the west wind roaring up the canmon of St.

George,
Where the hunt is up and rasing over stream and swamp
and tarn

And their batteries, lack with battle, hold the bridge-
heads of the Msrne."

Again snd again the story is 1nterru§ted by the battle
which swells as a raging ses threatening to surround and emgulf
ite A vivid contrast of colour is observed: "the red carnage,
the black belching guns," and, at lntervals, as distaant stralns

of gweet archaic musie, the snclent tale fresh as the dews of

morning, and green with the life-blood of young leaves. Further-

more, the coantrusta im colour are reflected in the contrasts in
measure: the short flexible ballad metre, with its gieat poten~
tial, variety of syllable and its basis of streas, and the long
rolling lines, like the long limes of French cavalry that

gtreamed out of Paris to imundste the plein with thelr victory:

"They burst asunder im the midst that eat of their
own flatterles.”

The impregsion produced by the first week of the war was
that the British had come just in time for the day of doom. No
aensitive and olvilized man could refrain from thinking that
demonocracy had superseded theocracy.
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The blackness of our despair was long unfamiliar to our
blood. Thoge six dark days are ag full of legends as are the
8ix centuries of the l1ddle ABBHec.scescsseccc-.Things woere
either seen or sald among the British which united them in
matters desper than any alliasnce, with the French who spoke
of Joan of Arc in heaven sbove the fated city; or the Russiauns
who dreamed of the Mother of God with her hand pointing to the
west. They were visions or inventions of & medieval army: one
saw ghostly archers crying, "Array, Array;" asmother told of
ons on s great white horze that seemed a faint flgure of St.
George.

During those momentous six days the enemy had chased the
British and French before hlm as sutumn leaves before a whirl-
wind. "Notunlike autumn leaves, red-gtainped, dust-hued, and
tattered, they lay there as if swept into a cormer. But even
as thelr conguerors wheeled eastwards, their bugles blew the
charge; the English went forward through the wood tmat is
called Crecy, and stamped it with their seal for the second

time, in the highest moment of all the secular history of man." ;

At Crecy of old the Inglish and French knights had met in
a more ploturesque age, In a battle that was rather a tourna-
ment. It was now a league of knights for the remains of all
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knighthood, of all brotherhood in arms or in arts, against
that which is and has been most unknightly and unbrotherly
from the beginninge ee.cceccecee™ill men knew that the

third attack of the Huns had comse %o naught, and Christendom
was delivered once more. The empire of blood and irom roll-
ed slowly back towards the darkneas of the northern forests;
the great mations of the West went forward whers side by

side as after a long lover's quarrel, went the ensigns of

St. Denys and St. George." !

“And acroas the garnage of the Guard, by Paris in
the plain ;

The Normans to the Bretons oried and the Bretons
shecred again.”

In his volums of poems published in 1915, Mr. Chester- |

ton gives us a varied colleetion of works produced from time %
]

to time during an interval of twelve or 20 years. In "LEPANTO™

!

the tramp of armed mem is heard as though the vietor in many
eonfliots were still loath to lay down his arms; through the
stacocato syllables of whish ops ean hear drums beating and

men cheering. This poem, as do numerous others, reveals the

fact that Gilbert Chesterton is a poet and a considerable

poet, not because of his atriet adherence to the rules of

versification, which to him are not the first requisites of

poetry, but because of his innate desire for self-expression

as & means of comminicating the message that he believes it
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0 be his duty to impart. That message as has already been
said, is the call to arms that resounds through all his work,
Critios have declared that he has more impulse thau finish,
but he has natural gifts of rhythm and of the effective use
of words whioh ure said to make amends for his reluctance or
inability to take pains.
Qur champion transports us to the scene of the béttle
deseribed in the poem, "LEPANTO":
"White founts falling in the courts of the sun,
And thé Soldan of Byzantium is smiling as they run;
There is laughter like the fountains in that face of all
men feared,
It stirs the forest darkness, the darkness of his beard,
It ourls the blood-red orescent, the crescent of his
lips,

For the inmost sea of all the earth is shaken with

his ships.
They have dared the white republics up the ocapes of

Italy,
They have gg:?gd the Adriatic round the Lion of the
- The name "Lapahto" is the Italian for xaupaotus.(dnok-

yard). The site must have been selected because of its
strategical position on the hill surrounded by fertile
plains . interspersed with many winding streams.

| Occupied by %he Turks in 1498, Lepanto is celebrated chiefly
for the vietory which the combined Papal, Spanish, Venetian and
Genoese fleets under Don John of Austria, gained over the
Purkish fleet on October 7, 1571. Though this viectory dia not
accomplish all that was expescted, since the Turks appeared the

very next year, and in vain offered battle to the Christians,
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1% was of great importance as being the first outstanding
triumph of the Christians over the infidels on the sea.

Phat there was a great lack of enthusiasm and go-opera«
tion om the part of many Christian rulers is learned in the

1ines following:

"And the Pope has east his arms abroad for agoxny and losa,

And ealled c:ge kings of Christendom for swords about ths
88,

?he 00ld queen of England is lookiang in the glass;

Phe shadow of the Valois is yawning at the Maps;

From evening isles fantastieal rings faint the Spanish gun,

And the Lord upon ths Golden Hora is laughingin the sun."™

At first the only champion to answer the sall was Don John of
Austria, & son of Charles V by a morganatie union:
"pim drums tarobbing, in tne hills half heard,

Where only on a nameless throne a erownless prinsce has

stirred,
Where, risen from a doubtful seat apd half-attained stall,

?he last knight of Europe takes weapons from the wall,
Phe last and lingering troubadour secssassean®

whom the king would have preferred t0 see a monk, had been
refuged permission imn 1565 to serve in the fleet ordered to
aail for the relief o_;t Malta; and an express royal command
had been needed to Wwring him back when he was about to make
the voyage on his own ageount. His obedience was rewarded
when in 1568 he \la§ appointed to the supreme conmand of the

fleet. He it was,

nphat onmee went singing southward when all the world was
Joung

In that anormou:a silence, tiny and unafraid, '

Comes up along & winding road the noise of the Crusade.™

In the following lines the alliterative effects, striking
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imagery, verbal musio and realistic toushes are truly engaging:

"Strong gongs groaning as the guns boom afar,

Don John of Austria is going $0 the war,

Stiff flugs straining in the night-blasts cold

in the gloom black-purple, in the glint old-gold,

Porehlight orimson on the copper kettle~drums,

Phen the tuckets, then ilhe trumpets, then the eannon,
and he comes.

Don John laughing in the brave beard curled,

Spurning of his stirrups like the thrones of all the world,

Holding his head up for & f£lag of all the free.

Love-light of Spain-=hurrahl

Death-lixht of Afrieal

Don John of Austria

Is riding to the sea.”

Powards the western star Mahound struts about, or resis

at eagse gloating over his worldly greatness.

“And he strides among ths tree-tops and is taller than the

trees,
Apd his voiecs through all the garden is & thunder sent io

ring
Blaek Azrael and Ariel and Ammon on the wing.

....O'Q.I...“...'Q.‘...................Q...

They rush in re«;i apd purple from the red clouds of the
morn,

from temples they advance in green robes "splashed with pearl,”
"They gather and they wondsr and give worship to Mahound."
Then ring out the commands of the Moalem ehisf:
ceseesssscsasscsess 'Broak uUp the mountains where the
hermit-folk may hide,
And sift the re% and silver sands lest bone of saint
abide.

He, the pringe of Giaours, aims %o chase the followera of Christ

night and day, and give them no rest, saying:i

"Por that which was our trouble comes again out of the west."
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He knows the noise that shook the Moslem strongholds four
hunired yeara previous and realizes that

%It is he that saith not ‘*Kismeti'; it is he that knows
not Fate;
It is Richard, it 1is Raymond, it is Godtrey in the gatel!™

Qur author reealls tales of the erusades and represents Mahound
gathering strength to erush ths Christian band, saying:

...............'..--."that ouwr p°a°° be on the ear th.
For he heard drums groaning and he heard guns Jar,
{Don John of Austria is going to the war.)"

The legions 0f Spain assemble with all haste to follow their
new admiral:

tSudden and still--hurrah!
Bolt f£rom lberia

Don John of Austria

Is gone by Alealar.”

Prusting that St. lMichael, the Marshaller of hoats, will
be their stay in time of need, the ehamplions of Mother Chureh
angwer the eall:

"St. Michael's on his Mountain in the gea~-roads of the
north

(Don John of Auvastrie is girt and going forth.)

Where the grey seas glitter and the sharp tides shift

And the sea folk labour and the red saila 1lirfs.

He shakes his lance of iron and he e¢lasps his wings of
atons;

The noiss ;.s gone through Mormandy; the noise is gone
alone; "™

The hope of vietory is anything but sanguine beeause of
gtrifes and contentions among the Christian mations of Europe:

"And Christian killeth Christian in & narrow dusty room,
And Christian dreadeth Christ that hath a newer raoe of
d.oon,
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Apd Christiun muteth Mary thut God kissed in Gulilee,
But Don John of Austria is riding to the gea.®

¥ith blast of clurion and with trumpet call:

"Domino glorial

Don John of Austria

Is shouting $o the ships.”

And, in spite of the Pontiff's eall for help, King Philip
enjoys the aweets of idlensss amid the splendour of his luxurious
ocourt, leading & pussionlsass existence ummoved by the disasters
that threaten, a striking contrast with the Christian ohamplon;

"(Don John of Austria is armed upon the deok.)

The walls are hung with velvet thut is black and soft as

sin
And little dw:u'ts ereep out qt it and little dwarfs ereep

He holds au:;ys tal phial that has colours like the moon,

He toushes, and it tingles, and he trembles very soom,”

fhough he was dwing mearly the whole of his relgn engaged
in hostilities with the Turka, Philip II had hithertc diaplayed
no great energy in resisting their still unseasing inroads upon
the domain of Christendom. Hia fleet had for a time saved
Mta; but Cyprus was wrested by the infidel from the Venetiuns
without his having offered timely co-operation for ite defemse
(1671); and the barbarous progceedings of the vistors filled
Europe with horror snd shame. 7The poet gives 4 revolting pie~
ture of this vuin inglorious recreant, remaining imactive and
inert, with the result thuat

vesseesels fuce is as a tungni of 4 leprous white and grey
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Like plants in the high houses thut are shuttered from

And death :231:8{& phial, and the end of noble work,

But Dom John of Austria has fired upon the Turk.”

Although unable to obtain from his brother Philip II even
80 much as the title of infante of Spuin, the ardent spirit of
Don Johm had continued to indulge in wild dreams of a kingdom
t0 be earved out by his own resources in those regiomns whieh
he had successfully disputed with the infidel. His exploits
in the Hetherlands are familiar to all readers of history. He
was thwarted by the parsimony, jealousy, and suspision of his
brother Philipe It is doubtful whether the disunion among the
adversaries of the latter weakenod.'then more than his persecu=-
tion vexed the soul and orippled the energies of his brother.
Such was the situation whén Don John was removed by death, on
October 1, 1578. A suspicion accused King Philip of having by
poison brought about the death of a half-brother whose zeal and
energy for the Catholic eause put him to shame.

"Gun upon gun, ha! hal

Gun upon gun, hurrahl

Don John of Austria

Has loosed the sannonade.

The Pope was in his chapel before day or battle broke,
(Don John of Austria is hidden in the amoke.)"

One of the immediate rssulta of the victory at Lepanto was
the manumission of fifteen thousand Christian captives who toiled
in chains in the merchantmen and war galleys of Mahound.
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"And above the ships are palaces of brown, black-bearded
ghiefs,

And below the ships are misons, where with multitudinous
griefs,

Christian cuptives, sick and sunless, all the labouring
race repines

Like a race in sunken ceities, like a mnation in the
minesg."

Filled with dire despair these children of the True God are
countless, voiceleas, hopeless:

eecescsccncssssand in the skies of morning hung
The stairways of the tallest gods when tyranny was young.
And many a one grows witless in his quiet room in hell
Where a yellow face looks inward through the lattice of
his cell,
And he finds his God forgotten, and he seeks no more
a sign-- '
(But Don John of Austria has burst the battle-line!)
Don John pounding from the slaughter-painted poop,
Purpling all the oosan 1like a loody pirate's sloop,
Scarlet runpning over on the silvers and the golds,
Breaking of the hatches up and bursting of the holds,
Thronging of the thousands up that lubour undex sea
White for bliss and blind for sun and stunned for liberty."

The settlement of the Hetherlands, in whatever manner Don
John might have brought it about, was a harder task than any he

had ever aocomplished.

"vivat Hiaspanial

Domino Glorial

Don John of Austria

Has set his peopls freel™

In his span of life of little more thun thirty-three years,
Don John's career wus the reverse of an empty or un ignoble ons,
and though it was full of defescts and disappointments, yet his
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enthusiasm shines forth even under the cold shade gast over
it by the Iraternal Jjealousy of a Philip Il. With Mr. Chester-
ton let us chant his puean in these closing lines:

"Cervuntes on his gulley sets the sword back in the sheath
(Don John of Austria rides homeward with a wreath.)
And he sees across a weary land a straggling road in
Spain,
Up which a lean and foolish knight forever rides in
vain
And he smiles, but not as Sultans smile, and settles
back the blad@ececcse
(But Don John of Austria rides home from the Crusade.)"

-0=0=0-
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CHAPTER VII

THE BALLAD OF THE WEITE HORSE

Back to the blaok gates of the woods,
Back up the single way

Back by the place of the parting ways
Christ®s knights were whirled eway.




THE BALLAD OF THS WHITE HORSE

No more shall the brown men of the south
Move like the ants in lines,

To quiet men with olives

Or madden men with vines.

This poem, "THE BALLAD OF THE WHITE HORSE, " proelaims
the faet that Mr. Chesterton's imaginative powers compare
favouradbly with those of the great writers of English poetry.
It was written in 1911 and is considered by many %o be the
greatest epic of thetwentieth century. The 1ines run on with
8 Jingling metre that for almost any other poet would spell
disaster. The narrative is tqld in the simplest English,.

The directness of the whole ator& strikes one, as our subjeot
tells the tale of Alfred and the Danes. Typical of the
straightforward nature of the poem are the lines:

"l am that defeated King

Whose failure f£ills the lanag,

Who fled before the Danes of old,

Who chaffered with the Danes for gold,

Who now upon the Wessex wold

Hardly has feet to stand.”

The simplioity, together with massive powers of desoription
and the rhythmio beauty of the passages is worthy of con-
sideration. The thought is oclearly expressed in so few words

and in a manner not many modern writers eould imitate. Who

but Gilbert Chesterton could have retained the expressive vigour
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and beauty of the lines while describing iniirectly and vaguely,
Alfred's past glories and Englandi's disappointment in him, his

past siruggles with the heathens, his present unpromising situa-

tion? G. K. wastes not a word, loses not a thought, sscrifices
not & particle of the attractivemess of the versification.

- A distingnishing feature of this work is its symbolism.
In giving the “BALLAD OF THE WHITHE HORSE"™ this characteristic,
Chesterton revives a lost art. Critice in pronouncing their
appreciation of this achlevemsnt have all eslled attention to
its great gpiritusality. _

The facilities afforded for vivid description in this
roem were fully utilized by the author. Omly G. K. C. of all
the poets of our time could have achleved what he has done in
conceiving this masterpiece, the reallsm of which ies revesaled
in the ploture of the dismal Gaels, the gloom of Alfred's
followers, the death of Msrk, the Man from Italy, tie camp of
Guthrum in the White Horse Vale.

in his prefatory note Mr. Chesterton tells us that this
ballad needs no hiatorlca; notes, for the simple reason that
it does not profess to be historfical. All of it that s not
frankly fictitious, as is any prose romance of the past, is
meant to emphasize tradition rather than history.

"Béfbre the gods that made the gods
Had seen their sunrise pass,
The White Horse of the White Horse Vale

Was cut out of the grass.”.
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(The White Horse is a rude figure of a horse made by ocutting
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away the turf on an escarpment of the Chalk Downs near Wantage, |
Berkshire, England, traditionally asoribed to Alfred the Great.)§

King Alfred ia not a legend in the sense that King Arthur ?
may be a legend but King Alfred is a legend in this broader and
more human sense, that the legends are the most important things
about him:

"A sea-folk blinder than the sea

Broke all about his land,

But Alfred up against them bare

And gripped the ground and grasped the air,
Staggered, and strove to stand,

He broke them with a broken sword

A little towards the sgea,

And for one hour of panting peace,
Ringed with a roar that would not cease,
With golden orown and girded fleece
Made laws under a tree.”

The oult of Alfred was a popular cult, from the darkness
of the ninth century to the deepening twilight of the twentieth.
It 1s wholly as a popular legend that he is dealt with here.
¥Mr. Chesterton writes as one ignorent of everything, except
that he has found the legend of a King of Wessex still alive §
in the land. He givos three curt cases of what he means. A ;
tradition connects the final vietory of Alfred with the valley
in Berkshire called the Vale of the White Horse. He has met
with doubts of the tradition, which may be valid doubts. He
tells us that'he doas not know when or where the story started;
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it 18 enough thet it started somewhere and ended with him;
he writes only upon & hearsay, as the old balladists did.

"The Hor thmen came about our land
A Christless chivalry:

Who knew not of the arch or pen,
Grsat, beautiful half-witted men
From the sunrise and the gea."

The following stansa may be compared with one in the
"Ansient Mariner."

"Misshepen ships stood on the dsep
Full of strange gold and fire,
And heliry men, as lmge as sin
With horned hesads, came wading in
Through the long, low sgea-mire."

In the "Ancient Mariner"™ Coleridge says:

"The western wave was 8ll aflame,

The day was well-nigh done;

Almost upon the western wave

Rested the Wroad bright sun.

When that strange shape drove suddenly

Betwixt us and the sum."
Both satanzas depioct vividly the grim and ferocious aspect of the
foes whlch spread terror and dismay along thelr path. The lines

teem with alliteration, word plectures and verbal musice.

For a second case, there is a popular tale that ilfred play-

ed the harp and sang in the Danish cemp; this has been inserted
because it 1s a popular tale, at whatever tims it arose:

"And Alfred, King of Wessex,

Looked on his conqueror--

And his hands hardened; but he played,
And leaving 8ll later hates unsaid

He sang of some o0ld British raid

On the wild weat march of yore."
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He sang of war in the warm wet shires,
Where rain nor frultage falls,

WWhere England of the motley states
Deepens like a gardea to the gates

In the purple walls of Wales."

In the first canto entitled "The Vision of ths King"

Alfred has been repulsed by the Danes, and im hias despair and
anguish he recalls his childhood days.

"And he saw in a little plcoture

Tiny and far away,

Hia mother sitting in Eghbert's hall,
And a book she showed him, very smsll,
Where a sspphire Msry sat in a stall
With a golden Christ at play.

It was wrought in the monk's slow manner,

From ailver and sanguine shell,

Where the scenes are little and terrible,

Keyholes 0f heaven and hell."

Alfred stood spellbound, entramced, in the presence of
hig heavenly visitor, and showed his gratitude by casting st
OQur Lady's feet the "ome dim ancestral jewel" that hung om his
ruined armours.

"Mother of God,' the wanderer said,

'I am but a common king,

Nor will I ask what saints mey ask

To gee & seoret thing'."

And that was whether 1n this little land

seecsescesOur hearts shall break with bliass,
Seeing the stranger go?"

The worde that he heard in reply were not very reassuring:

"I tell you naught for your comfort,
Yea, naught for your desire,
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Save that the sky grows darker yet
And the sea rises highsr." ;

The gathering of the chiefs is plctured in the second canto.
Our poet has summarized this crusade, the fight for Christian
civilization agalnst heathen nihilism in a triple symbol, and
8iven a flotitious Roman, Celt and Saxon, & part in the glory
of Ethandune:

"The King went gathering Christisn men,

As wheat out of the husk;

Eldred, the Franklim by the sea, '

And Mark, the men from Italy, i

And Colan of the Sacred Tree,

From the old tribe on Usk."

He gathered his men to die in battle if God so deoreed, but
they all knsw why. The mystic word of God's Mother still gave
Alfred little hope, but he does not despair:

"And this is the word of Mary,

The word of the world's deeire:

'No more of ocomfort shell ye get,

Save that the sky grows darker yet
And the mea riges higher.'"

Through uatold labours and dire ealamities they were to be
strengthened for the combat im so just a cause.

Alfred has come down to us in the best way (that is by nation-
al legenda) solely for the same reason as Arthur .and Roland and
other glaants of that darkmess, because he took part in a atruggle
that had been ocarried on by generation after generst ion, by the
Romaas before they withdrew and by the Britons while they remained.
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It would seem that Alfred's Wessex was of very mixed blood :
but in any cage, it is the chief value of legend to mix up
the centuries while preserving the gent iment; to see all ages
in a sort of splendid foreshortening. That is the use of
tradition: it telescopes history.

In another canto "THE WOMsN IN THE FOREST" Mr. Chesterton

refers to the legend of Alfred and the woman who ieft him to

mind the cakes. It was selected because it is a popular legeni
end a vulgar one. It haa been disputed by graye historiams,
who were, perhsps é. little too grave to be good Juidges of it.
The two chief charges sgalnst the story are, that it was first
written long after Alfred's death, and that (as Mr. Oman claims)
Alfred never really wandered all alone without any thanes or
gsoldiers. Both of these objectiions might possibly be met. lir.
Chesterton says that it has taken him nearly as long to learn
the whole truth about Byrom, and perhaps longer to learn the real
facta about Pepys, than elapsed.between Alfred anmi the first
writing of such tales. As for the other objectlion, do the his-
torians really think that Alfred after Wiltom, or Napoleonm after
Leipsic, nevor wallneh about in 8 wood alone for sm hour or two?
Ten minutes would possibly suffice for the essence of the story,
But ow subject is8 not concerned sbout provinmg the truth of these
legends or popular traditions. He considers it emough for him to
-148-
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majintain two things: that they are favourite traditions, and that
without them he would not have bothered about Alfred any more than
we bother about Hadwig.

Ist the ballad run on. HNote the impressive word musie and
alliterative symphony, the sounds seeming to re-echo Alfred's
emotions:

*"Thick thunder of the snorting swine,
Enormous in the gloom,

OB OO SO SOBN SeOEPSPOSISILS

For he must meet by the river-hut
Them hs had hidden to saram,

Mark from the towers of Italy,
And Colan of the Sacred Tree,
And Eldred who beslide the sea
Held heavily his farm.

King Alfred was but a2 meagre man,
Bright eyed, but lean and pale;

And swordless, with his harp and rags,
He seemed a beggar, such as lags
Looking for crusts and ale.

And the woman, with a woman's eyes

Of plty at once and ire,

Said, when that she had glared & span,

“There is a cake for any man

If he will watch ths fire.'" _

While ruminmating over past calamities and his present misery,
Alfred recalls the blessings that he has received from a merciful
Providence and tries to revive his spirits soliloquiszing as
follows:

"Did not a great grey servant
Of s8ll my Bires and me,
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metaphors and similes.

§

Bulld this pavilion of the pines,

And herd the fowls and fill the vines,
And labour and pass and lsave no signs
Save mercy and mystery?"

|
{
U

In his reflections on the vicissitudes of life, Alfred :

thinks of the poor woman:

"And as he wept for the woman

He let her business be,

And like his roysl oath and rash
The good food fell upon the ash
And blackened instantly.

Soreaming, the woman caught & oake
Yet burning from the bar,

And struck him suddenly on the face,
Ipaving a pearlet soar.

(A A A A A X R EEERNNERENNEZERNENXRERERENYENNX]

Then Alfred laughed out suddeniy,
Like thunder ia the spring,

S8 006 v OB OB IS PSS LSINSOSEIISPTEBBOIOISEITS®

Pride flings frail palaces at the sky,
As a man flings up sand,

But the firm feet of humility

Take hold of heavy land."

How G. K. revels in that Homer ic slaughter! The words i
blood and bloody punctusite the longest poem of this author to
the virtual obliteration almost of finme immagery, the ocoasional

tenderness, and the blustering aggressiveness of gsome of the

the nerve, not to say the skill, to write:

"And in the lagt eclipse the sea
Shall stand up like 8 tuwer,
Above all moons made dark and riven,
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Hold up its foaming head to heaven,
Ani lsugh, knowing its hour.”

Canto the sixth describes the slaying of the chiefs, the
Christian champions.

"And when they came to the parting ways

Doom's heaviest hammer fell

For the King was beaten, blind, at bay."

in spite of almost superhuman feats end gallant efforts

"Far sundered were the friends in arms.”
and - se.s."t0 the Haut King came at morn

Dead Roland on a doubtful horn
Seemed unto Alfred lightly borne
The last ory of the Gael."

Apon comes the last charge outlined in canto the seventh:
"ETHANDUNE, THE LAST CHARGE": A gloomy plcture lis Alfred as:

"He saw wheels break and work rum back

And all things as they were;

And his heart was orbed like victory

And pimple like despair.”

In reading this poem one perceives the sauthor's command
of the technigus of ballad structure: certain irregularities,
brillisnt scenic pletures, verbal music, and in this case &
racy, Jingling movemsnt.

"The Ballad of .the VWhite Horse" is a true epic because
it hag all the essentials thereof. Ome of these requisi tes
is that the actors should be decent men if they cannot be

heroes. "The Illiad" would have been impossible if it had
occurred to Homer to introduce the Government contractors t
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the belligerent powers inm the confliot. All the point would
heve vanighed from Orlando Furioso if it had been the case
that the madness of Orlando was the delirium tremens of the
habitual drunkard. Chesterton recognizing this truth makes
the Pagans of the "White Horse" conduct themselves as gentle-
men. There is a beautiful song put into the mouth of one of
them which is in its way a perfect expression of the impotence
of false gods:

"There 18 always & thing forgotten

When all the world goes well;

A thing forgotten, as long ago,

When the gods forgot the mistletoe,

And soundless as an arrow of snow

The arrow of anguish fell." '
The sorrow behind these lines is more moving becsuse more sin-
cere than the llmes of that over=-quoted stansza of Swinburne's:

"From t00 much love of living,

From hope and fear set free,

We thank with brief thanksgiving

Whatever gods there be--

That no l1ife lives forever,

That dead men rise up nmever,

That even the weariest river

Winis somswhere safe to sea."”
This is not simcere, becasuse a pagan (8s Swinburne was) could
have put agp end to his troubles by self-destruction, had he
really felt thess things. Swinburne, like most pagans of the
present day, really hated priestoraft when he thought he was
hating God. Cheasterton's note is truer. He reallizes that the
pagan hae all the good things of this warld except oms, and
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that only an unusually keen pagan knows that he is deficient
in that. |

And s0 one might go on mining the White Horse and marvel-
ling at the finds of pathos, ilmegery, passion, lyrical elogusnce,
verbal music and treasures of Christisn imspiration.

Hote the gleam of the pretermatursl ia the idea that Elf

had thrice heen drowned snd when men found him

"Zhe spear wesg in his hand."”

"Seven spears went about Elared
Like stays about a8 mast;

But there was sorrow by the sea
Por the driving of the last.”

Again Alfred undsunted by hie misfortunes ani reverses
calls to his followers who remain:

"!1Brothere at arms,' msaid Alfred,
On this side lies the foe:

Are slavery and starvation flowers,
That you should pluck them 807

For whether is it better

o be prodded with Danish poles,
Having hewn a chamber in a ditoeh,
And hounded like s howling witch,
Or smoked to death in holes?"

The iadomitsble spirit of the Wessex King flames out,

"Mough dead are all tho paladins

Whom glory had im ken,

Though all yowr thunder-sworded thanes
With proud hearts died among the Danes,
While a men remsins, great war remains:
Now iz a war of men."

He then recalls the glories of the past when Egbert "rode
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out commonly” to the battle line and gave them the signal:

"And now two blagts, the hunting sign,
Bacause we turn to bay;

But I will not blow the three blasts,
P11l we be lost or they."

The Christian men then charged with such fury tmt the
Denes marvelled how and why,

"The people of the peace 0f God
Went roaring down to die.

00 0005 0000008000 P000CRISISIIBNLOSISIIES

The King looked up, ani what he Baw

Was & great light like death,

Por Our Lady stood on the staniards remnt,
As lonely and as imnoeent

Ag when between white walls she went

And the lilies of HNazareth."

Inspired with new hope, and trusting implicitly in the
help of God's Mother:
"Came Christendom like death,

'EYTREZAEESEEREEEXET N R RN E N R NN 3 XN X

Barriers go backwards, baaners remnd,
Great shlields groan like & gong--
Horses like horns of nightmare
Reigh horribly snd longs"

As the olimax approaches, the theme takes onr epic grandeur
and romsntic lntensity, mingled with sheexr imaglnative ianvention
and religiocus significance:

"Phe Mother of God goes over thenm,
Walking on wind and flame,
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The Mother 0f God goes over them,

On dreadful cherubs borne;

And the pssalim is roaring above the rune,
And the Cross goes over the sum and moon,
Endeth the battle of Ethandune

With the blowing of a hora.”

The Norsemen are vanquished, s stretch of English land
is aseigned to them and their king, Guthrum accepts Christianity.

"Where the high saddles Jjostle
And the horse-~talls toss,
There rome to the birds flying
A roar of dead and dyimg;
In deafness and strong cxying
We signed him with the eross.”

Alfred meems content to rule well his kingdom as it is and
gseeks for no more fame in war. His 1s

"A lapd having s light om it

In the river dark and fast,

An iale with utter elearmess 1lit,
Becasuge & gaint had stood in it;

Where flowers are flowers indeed and fit,
And trees are trees at last.”

As the years glide on, Alfred sits and dreams of the past,
"0f his 0ld companions slaim like kings,
Andi the rich irrevocable things

0f a heart that hath not openings,
But is shut fast, belng full.

And a young lord turned smong the lords
And gaid: '"The King is old.'"

Just aa he was speaking a herald came post haste announcing
another attacll of the flerce Norsemen:

"Danes drive the white Easst Angleas
In six fights on the plains,
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Danes waste the world about the Thanes,
Danes to the eastward--Danesi"

Hote the symboliem and vivid word pilctures in the following:

"One tims I followed a demoing star

That seemed to sing and nod,

And ring upom earth sll evil's knell;
But now I wot if ye secour not well

Red rust shall grow om God's great bell
And grass in the streets of Ged."™

Throughout the poem are sesam beautiful alliterative effects as
in ths preceding stanga. The following stansa shows with a
reallsm, pathos and intensity, Alfred's grief over the seeming
Jaok of supermatural aid:

"Thou I give this land to Our Lady,

Thet helped me in Athelney,

L 2R BB BN B B B AN A BN AR BN BN AR AN BN BN B BN R BN N N NN )

I know that weeds shall grow in it
Fegter than men can burn;

I have & vision, and I know

The heathen shall return."

Alfred has 8 vislon of the sixteenth century breach betwesn

England snd Rome:

"They shall come mild as monkish clerks,

With many a soroll and pen;

And backward shall ye turn and gase,

Desiring one of Alfred‘'s days,
When pagans still were men."

In the following s tanzas the changes wrought by the passing

years are portrayed by beautiful figures of speech and realistic

touches:




oo

- "And clover and silent thistle throve,
And buds burst silently,
With little care for the The=mes Valley
Or what things there might be--

That away on the widening river,
In the eastern plains for erown
Stood up in the pale purple sky
One twrret of smoke like ivory;
4nd the amoke changed end the wind went by,
And the King took London Towm."

-0=0-0~
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CHAPTER VIIIX

CHESTRRTON AND THE MADONNA

But they did chide Our Lady

Apd tax her for this thling,

That she had lost Him for & time
And sought Him sorrowing.




CHESTERTON AND THE MADONNA

Approachl behold! nay, worship there the imnge of

his love,

The heavenly queen who reigneth all the saored hosts
above

Nor wonder that around hisg bier there lirgers such a
light,

For the spotless one that aleepeth, was the Blessed
Virgin's Knight!
-=T. D. MoGee--

One grest Catholis devotion peculiarly cherished by
Gllbert Cheaterton was the cult of God's Mother whoz he cele-
brated both in prose and verse. dmong his contributions to the
magazine which he and his friends published at St. Psul's School
appears the following:

"Hail Mary! thou blest among women generstions ghall
rise up to greet,

After ages of wrangle and dogma, I come with a prayer
to thy feet.

Where Gabriel's red plumes are a wind in the lanes of
thy lilies at eve, .

We pray, who have done with the churches, we worship

who may not belisve."

Although it is writtem in the style of Swinburne; this is
typical of Chesterton, especially the closing parasdox. Iater he
sounded Our Lady's pr‘alse in many a lyric and in one great poem.

In "THE QUEEN OF THE SEVEN SWORDS" Mr. Chesterton has paint-
ed a series of beautiful rictures from the vision of a heart
gteeped ‘in devotion to our blessed Mother. He has erected about
her a tower of goldeu words: he has woven his imgery ani his
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ardour into silver mantle of poetry. His fillal devotion is
shown in "THE TWO WOMEN":
"But thou art more than these things, 0 my queen,
For thou art clad im ancient wars and tears.
AnAd looking forth, framed in the crown of thorns,
I saw the youngest face im all the spheres.
The seven awords of the Jueen are the seven wounds of her
Son; seven ghastly woundse in His body, seven deep thrusts in
her heart. In the poem from which the collection is named, the
poet mays: '
"The Sevean 3words held out thelr hilts like & challenge.”
There are seven knights who ware tortured or worated im
battle, who gave their lives for the Queen anl her Son. They
are holy champions from Spa in anl France, from the sunny clime
of Italy and from the four divisions of Great Britain. They
eall her by beautiful names, these meven kmights: 8t. Anthony
of Italy oalls her, "Lily of lilles in heaven;™ St. Andrew of
Scotland implores her imtercession in sm incomparable straln:
"Mother of mirth and pardon, of laughter, and tears
and truce
Quesn of the kind and csreless knlghts that rode with
the heart of Bruos."
Upon the followling lines from "0ld Ballad of Roblim Hood"
"Robin loved Qur Dear Lady
And for doubt of deadly ein
Woiild never hurt & company
That any woman was in--"
Ge K+ O+ builds a few linea in which Lady Mary talks with Maild
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Marian, allaying the latter's fears comcerning the nature of
Robin's death. Where we might imagine the maiden at Our Lady's
feet, pouring out her heart to the Mother of Sorrows, this poet
gives us a typlcally Chestertonlan vision of the meeting of two
majidens. Mary says to the girl:

"'He is not dead im the ditch-nettles

Or on the gallowsa-tree

But a great king has taken him

To ride with his chivalry.’

And I have travelled masny & mile

From & oity beyoni the sea

To gilve you nsws of your true-~love

Because he honoured me.'"
Gilbert Chesterton's words are as an uafsding garland of bsauti-
ful blooms meet to be worn with pride by the most Queenly of
Women. '

It is usual smong Catholies to hear England spoken of as
Our Lady's Dower, but some may wonder why it should be 8o
called or whether it has at last forfeited all claim to so
glorious a title.

If, wrote Hewman 1n his essasy on "Development! "we take a
survey of Europe at least, we ashall find that those religlous
communions which were characterized by the observance of St.
Mary are not the Churches which have ceased to adore her Eternal
Son, but such as have renounced that observance."” There oan be
1ittle meed to labour this point further, all who are in any
way familiar with English medieval history, art or literature
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will know how tender a love was shown to the "Flower of all
Virginity," as an old song calls her.

But the petitions offered during the Ages of Faith in
England to our Mediatrlix were agoeptable, as is evidenced by
the number of illustrious English converts who have devoted
all the gifts of thelr genlius to restoring Catholic ideals,
by leading their compatriots "to Jesus through Mary." May
Newman, Chesterton, Ronald Knox and all their fellow converts
say wilth King Alfred:

"When our last bow is broksn, Queen
And ow lasst javelin cast

Under some sad green evenlng sky,
Holding a ruined croes on high,
Under warm westland grase to lie,
Shall we come home at lagt?"

In his eesay on "MARY AND THE COBVERT" Mr. Gilbert

Chesterton says:

"1 was brought up in & part of the Protestant world
which can best be described by saylng that it referred
to the Blessed Virgin as the Madonna. Sometimes it
referred to her as & Madonna; from a general memory of
Italisn pioctures. It was not a bigoted or uneducated
world; it did not regard all Madonnas as idols or all
Italians aa Dagoes. But it had selected this expression,
by the English instinct for ocompromise, 80 as to avold
both reveremce and irreveremce. It was, when we cams
to think of it, a very curious expression. It amounted
to saying that a Pro testant must not ocall Mary ‘Our Iady'
but he may call her 'My Lady.' This would seem, in the
abstract, to indloate an even more intimate ani mystical
familiarity than the Catholic devotion. But I need not
88y that 1t was not so. It was not untouched by that
queer Victoriaa evasion; of translating dangerous or
improper words into forelga languages. But it wasg also
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not untouched by a certain sincere, though wague respect

for the part that Madonnas had played in the actual

cultural and artistic history of civilization. Certain-
ly the ordinary reasonably reverent English man would
pever have lntended to be disrespectful to that tradition
in that respect; even when he was much less liberal,
travelled and well-read thsn were my parents. Certain-
ly,on the other hand, he was entirely unaware that he

was saying ‘My Lady'; and if you hasd polinted out to him

that, in fact, he was generally saying ‘a My Lady' or

‘the My Isdy,' he would have agreed that it was rather

odd.”

Mr. Chesterton says that he cannot forget, and that it
would be a very ungrateful thing in him to forget, that he
was lucky im this relative reasomsbleness and moderation of
his own famlly and friends; and that there is & whole Protes-
tant world that would consider such moderat ion a very poor-
spirited sort of Protestantism. "That strange msnia against
Mariolatry; that mad vigilance that watches for the first
faint signs of the cult of Mary as for the spots of a plague;
that apparently presumes her to be perpetually and secretly
encroaching upon the prerogatives of Christ; that logleally
infersg from a mere glimpse of the blue robe the presence of
the Scarlet Woman"-~s8ll that, he agsures us, he never felt
or knmew or understood; nor did those who had ths scare of his
childhood. They knew very little about the Catholic Chureh;
they certainly did not know that anybody comnected with them
wag ever to belong to 1it.

The sub jeat of hls owa conversion is at onsce intimate




and daring for our champion; "it 1s 2 theme which ought by its
own majesty to make it impossible to be egotisticeal; but which
does 2lso make it impossible to be anything but personal. Mary

and the Coavert' is the most persomsl of toples, because conver-

sion is something more personel and less corporate than communion;

and involves isolsted feelings as a prelude to collective feelw-

lngs."
"The gates of heaven are lightly locked,
We do not guard owr gain,
The heaviest hind may easily
Come silently and suddenly
Upon me in 8 lane.
And sny little mmid that walks.
In good thoughts apart,
May break the guard of the Three Kings

And see the dear and dreadful things
I hid within my heart."”

Dealing with his personal feelings even in what he cealled
&8 rude and curt outline wag far from easy for our poet; and he
hoped that he would not be misunderstood if the example he gave
was merely personsl since it is this particulsr par\t of religlon
that cannot really be impersonal. It may be an accldent, or a
highly unmer ited favour of heaven, but it is & fact that he
always had a curious longing for the remains of this particulsr
tradition, even in a world where it was regarded as a legend.
He was not only haunted by the idea while still stuck im the
ordinary stage of‘ schoolboy scepticism, but he was affected by
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it before that, before he had shed the ordinsry nursery reli-
gion in which the Mother of God hsd mo fit or adequate place.
May he not have pleaded with Franecis Thompson:

"Fhersfore, 0 tender Lady, Queen Mary,

Thou gentleness that dost enmoss and drape

The Cross'a rigorous austerity,

Wipe thou the blood from wounde that needs must gape."
He foumd on onme occasion, sorawled in very bad handwriting,
soreeds of asn exceedingly bad imitation of Swinburne, which
was neverjheless, apparently sddressed to what he would have

called a plcture of the Madonna. And he states that he could

T ]

distinc tly remember reciting the lines of the "Hymn to Prosperine,”

out of pleasure in their roll and résonanoe; but deliberately
directing them sway from Swinburne's intention, and supposing
them addressed to the nmew Christian Sueen of 1life, rather than
to the fallen Pagan queen of death: _

"But I turn to her still, having seen that she shall

surely abide im the end;

Goddess and maiden and queen, be near me now and

befriend."”

It may still be noted that the unconverted world, Puritan
or Pagan, but perhaps espeelally when it is Puritan, has a very
strange notion of thé collective umity of Catholic things and
thoughtas. Its expoments, even when not in any rabid senss,
enemies, give the most curious lists of things which they think
make up the Catholic life; an odd assortment of ob jects, such
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&g ocandles, rosaries, incense (they are always deeply impressed
with the enormous importance of incense), vestments, pointed
windows, and then all sorts of essentials or unessentisls insert-
ed in any sort of order: fasts, relics, penances or the pope.

In the reallization of the spiritusl beneflit derived from
Cathollic devotions and practices, thls champlon of Medlevalism
sings in "THE CONFESSIONAL": |

"How that I kmeel at the throne, 0 Queen,

Pity and pardon me.

Much have I striven to sing the same,

Brother of beagt and tree;

Yot when the stars catch me alone

Never a linnet sings--

And the blood of a man 18 8 bitter voice

And ories for foolish things."

Our subjJect informs his readers that he can scarcely remem-
ber a time when the imege of Qur Lady did not stand up in his
mind quite definitely, at the mention or the thought of all
these things, the sacramentals, already referred to. He was
quite removed from them and quite doubtful about them; and, at
one time disputing with the world for them, and with himself
againat them; for that is the frame of mind before conversion.
But whether the figure was distant, or was dark and mysterious,
or wag & geandal to his contemporaries, or wae =8 challenge to
himgel f~-he never doubted that this figure was the figure of
the Falth, that she embodied, as a complete humen being still
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only human, "all that this Thing had to say to humanity." In
the poem "CROOKED" our suthor expresses his great spirituality
and his belief in the continual awareness of God's Mother with
regard to the delngs of this "crooked™ world:

"The little picture of the Mother of God

Hangs erooked upon the wall,

Blue and bright gold like a butterfly pinned askew,
Only it does not fall,

As, stooping over and falling never, an eagle

Hangs winged over all."

The poet seeing as in a vision, the forces of evil darken
the minds of men with their gloomy shadows, and, contemplating
the inevitable consequences of living estranged from the sav-
ing influence of religion, he continues:

“And knowing the whole world stiff with the erack of doom,

I pleck up my pen and correct and make notes, and write

small:

And go on with the task of the day, seeing unseeing
What hangs over all:

The awful eyes of Qur Lady, who hangs 80 stralight
Upon the crooked wall."™

Our author adds that the imstant he remenbered the Catholic
Church, he remembered the Virgin Mother; when he tried to forget
the Catholic Churcp, he tried to forget her; when he fimlly
saw what was nobler than his fate, the freest and the hardest
of all his acts of freedom, it was in front of a gllded and very
gaudy little image, & Madonns in the port of Brindisi, that he
promised the thing that he would do, if he returned to his own
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land. In the happy moment of his reception into the true Church, |

night he not have sung?

"A gecret happiness that soaks the hesrt

As hills are soasked by slow unsealing snow,
Or secret ag that wind without a chart
Whereon did the wild leaves of Sibyl go.

0 light uplifted from all mortal kmowing,
Send back 8 1little of that glimpse of thee,
That of its glory 1 may kindle glowing

One tiny spark for sll men yet to be."

If Catholic Epgland was gtyled "Mary's dowry," what might

¢

‘be said of Ireland? Her religion has always been poetic, popular,

and, above all, domestic. Devotion to Mary was closely connect-
ed with the worship of her Divine Son. S3She was too poor ami too
oppressed to shelter the Divine Humsnity under the roofs of
mighty cathedrals or even to paint His coloured shadow upon
frescoes on palace walls, but it was enshrined im the hearts
of her people. Her religiom was 8o vivlidly positive and per-~
sonal that there is little doubt that the return of liberty and
prosperity to Ireland will mean the development of that Christian
craftsmanship, in which she once taught the world ian the decora-
tive designs of the Dark Ages. "Any impression so atmosphsrie
nust gseem arbltrary,vand it would be fdle to mention the multi-
tude of amall exper iences that have seemed to polnt to such a
deatiny." One example out of & thousand may be c¢ited. Once
in the rocky wastes of Donegal someone had met a beautiful
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peasant woman carrying a child, who, on being asked for her
name answered simply: "I am the Mother of God, and this 1is
Himgelf, and He is the boy you will 81l be wanting at the

last.™

Mr. Chesterton's final tribute to Our Lady is expressed
in "THE TRINKETS":

"A wander ing world of rivers,

A wavering world of trees,

If the world grow dim and dizzy
With all changes and degrees,

It is but Our Lady's mirror

Hung dreaming in its plsce,
Shining with only shadows

P11l she wakes it with her fsce."”

"Wag there ever 8 name that lived llke this?
Will there ever be such another?
The angels 0f heaven have reared & shrine
To the holy name of "Mother."
~-~Selected-~

"Our Lord, that was Our Lady's Son,
Go bless you, People, ome by one;
My Rhyme isg written, my work is done.
--Hila{re Belloc--
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EPILOGUE

Phe writer of this treatise thinks that it may not be out

P L Rt et e o b

of plase %0 reoall the invitution thut was sent out by the
Editors of "The Queen's Work" for some talented young author

to £ill the niche left by Mr. Chesterton. Did he not win lovse,
appreociation fame; and, looking at the question from a worldly :
point of view, material suocess? It is not a question of developé
ing the gigantic physical proportions of the "dead genius™ nor |
of losing oneself in the folds of hia "inoredible cape, ™ but .
of grasping his sword-pen and continuing the work of lampooning g
the "Dragons" that infect the "path to Rome."

DON CHESTERTON

The purple sails are filling, j
Fair winde are driving home

Phe champion, Don Chesterton
Who "eleared the seas for Rome,"

He "ghased the Giaours flying,"
Oh Jjoy! Didst see them run?
Proatrate they're gruesome lying,
Don Chesterton has won!

His comrades in Britannia ;
Chant loud their paean and sopng:
Py Chesterton sit glorial®

And lusty cheers prolong.

The "Happy Isles™ are fesiooned gay,
And ring with "aserenades"
Welocoming Don Chesterton
"Home f£rom the erusades.”

3. Go -
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CONTEMPORARY COMMENTS

It might interest the reader to know how contemporary
friends and crities of our poet appraise the man and his

work. The following will serve as examples:;

"It was a8 benediotion to have known him."
--Hilaire Bellog--~

"He will be missed sadly in days like these when men of

the mould of St. Thomas More are rare.n
--Arehbishop Hinsley--

"Phe death of G. K. Chesterton is a grave loss to English
Literature, to the literature of the world, and to Catholio

literature.”

~-~The Osasrvatore Romano=-

"England has sustained one of the greateat losses during
the last three hundred years in the death of Mr. Chesterton.”
-=-Vincent MolNabb, O;P.--

"His genial and penetruting humour was & delight.™
--Ramsay MaoDonald--
"He was a great friend, I attach high importance to his work,"
~-He G. Wellag--
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"We mean to emphasize the fact that Chesterton was not
a great poet; he was eantirely too great a propagandist."”
--Saturday Review of Literature--
(U.S.4A.)
"How he laughed! There has been no such laughter since

Shakespeare and Dickens."

; ' -=Daily Telegraph--
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