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ToMyReader. . . .. ...

You may find in this book ideas or ideals that at first hearing strike you as abhorrent. They
may clash with what you have long believed to represent the highest in human experience, or
cherish as too holy to be questioned. Or you may find yourself chilled by conclusions that I
reach or remedies that I press that you think too drastic. But I would remind you that the
disintegration of our whole society is far advanced, that the time allowed us for action is
short, and that the peril hanging over us is — fearsone. Extreme emergencies may require
extreme measures. Our need is for men of the courage and independence of mind to set
aside all taboos, men who will search and reassess the entire experience of our people with
discernment and with insight, and will then have the resolution and the dedication to apply
to the solution of our problems all the light and the fullest wisdom to which their search has
led them — even though it cost them their lives.

And one word more.

In general there is much in each chapter that, if it is to be rightly understood and its spirit
tully sensed, must be read in the light of all that has gone before. Therefore, I would urge my
reader to avoid skipping around. The reading will surely prove the most fruitful if he begins
at the beginning and reads straight through.

William G. Simpson



Foreword.

Between the covers of this book the world of the West is quietly weighed in the balance, and
at many critical points found wanting, As long ago as 1920, I perceived that Western
civilization was dying, as Rome was dying at the height of her Empire, and as many another
civilization has died. In time I came to see that we people of the West were sick not only in
the outward conditions of our social and political life, not only in the decay of our character,
in the decline of our intelligence, and in our loss of the control of our destiny, but in many
respects in the very values and ideals on which we prided ourselves, by which we long
shaped our course and thought to maintain our greatness.

As it happened, it was out of the throes of my own personal experience that I first came to
suspect the soundness of some parts of our tradition, which for centuries had been most
hallowed and most decisive in our historical development. The experience was quite
exceptional and exceedingly searching. In 1920, after five years of relentless questing for the
place in our world where I might make my life count for the most, I committed myself
without any reserve and without compromise to a course dictated to me by the furthest
reaches of my religious insight and devotion, my highest idealism, and my most thoroughly
thought-out convictions. With whole-souled abandon, I gave myself over to an effort to put
the teaching of Jesus into practice. I took him at his word—with absolute literalness—in the
same sense that Francis of Assisi did. The story of this is not to be told here, though bits of
it will crop out now and then in my pages to follow. For the present, suffice to say that the
undertaking proved to be spiritually arduous in the extreme, as only those can appreciate
who comprehend how austere Jesus’ real teaching was. Its requirements tested all I had in
me. After nine years of such experience, I came to a dead end. I was left in a state of
exhaustion and with a profound suspicion that something was wrong, But the experience of
those nine years did more than test me: it tested no less all the foundations I had looked to
when I decided on my venture, and which alone and throughout had sustained me—my
ardent Christianity, my starry-eyed idealism, and my “liberal” philosophy.

The breakdown of my venture threw me into spiritual and intellectual chaos: for years
afterwards, I did not know what I believed about anything. I found myself compelled to
make ruthless investigation of all my underpinning, Before I was through, many of the
fundamentals of our Western White man’s heritage of wisdom, together with much critically
important evidence brought forth by modern scientific investigation, had to pass through the
crucible of my relentless search for truth. And my steady reading of Nietzsche blew this to a
white heat. This search has lasted ever since, and it will go on as long as I live. It has been
absolutely free. No one has paid me for it, and there has been no one to stop me. I soon
provided myself with economic independence, largely by the work of my hands. For forty
years the best of my free time has gone into this quest. I have ransacked heaven and Earth
for honest answers to my questions. Nothing has been taboo. No doors were closed. I could
draw any conclusions the evidence seemed to support and to call for. And I was free to say
what I thought. For my own very existence—for the very ability to live with any vital
meaning and with any deep peace of mind—this was an ineluctable necessity.



I knew full well that I was no specialist, and I was soon to be told that in this specialist age
no man—not even any scientist, let alone any layman—could make a synthesis, even of
scientific findings, which anyone would consider significant; and that any attempt to cull, not
only from science but from religion and history as well, the materials for shaping a wisdom
about life would be as foolish as it would be impossible. Of course, to my way of thinking,
unless each of the more important specialisms does, sooner or later, render up its meaning
for human life, and unless all of these are gathered together to form a wisdom about how
man must live if ever he is to come to his fulfillment, science is ultimately useless and must
at last be cashiered. But in any case, at the time, I was very little concerned about gaining
anyone’s attention or with what the professors might say by way of deprecation. I was too
much like a man who has been thrown overboard in mid-ocean: I must find something to
sustain me or I should drown. As against this, nothing else mattered. Let people think about
me what they liked: before I could ever again know where I was in the universe, I must find
ground that I had reason to believe I could stand on, ground that I was sure would support
me. Only then could I hold myself together, get my bearings, know in what direction to
head, where to draw lines, with whom to take my stand, who were my friends and who my
foes. In short, only on this condition could I live. And it was some fifteen years of such
research, experience, and reflection that finally resulted in the original manuscript of this
book.

As my struggle moved on toward certainty and peace of mind, it began to come to me more
and more that, after all, in an age of disintegration and dissolution like ours, when, from one
quarter or another, all standards and all values are being not only challenged but rejected,
when the old moorings to tie to are being washed away and the stars that for centuries men
steered by are falling from our sky, there must be a multitude of other men who are feeling a
desperate need of some tested certainties to hold to and to live by. Some of them, in
particular, might take great heart to learn of one whose primary concern was with nothing so
tawdry as mere human survival, but who on the contrary was concerned above all else with
quality in human life, who longed and struggled everlastingly that Man, and especially his
own kind, his own race, those with whom he felt the deepest affinity and for whom he
recognized his greatest responsibility—should not only go on but go up.

And so on July 1st, 1944, in part to test my own thinking in the light of that of my more
thoughttul friends, and in part because I was in hope that my own experience might prove
of value to others, I approached some 250 of my friends and acquaintances in this country
and abroad, in regard to a series of occasional mimeographed papers that I might write them
on a subscription basis. The substance of this letter will form part of the opening chapter,
“The Undying Purpose: The Ennobling of Man,” of my present work. I proposed to
examine, and to present my thinking on, a number of the problems that I felt must confront
every thoughtful and earnest man as he contemplated what science and technology and the
impact of two world wars and the dogmas of democracy had done to the spiritual certainty
and direction within him, and to the security and tone of the society in which he lived. As
the response favored the venture, the papers began to appear that summer, and continued, at
irregular intervals, over the next four years, to a total of nineteen. My readers were mostly
intellectuals—some of them, in their respective fields, of world-wide reputation. There were
some artists and scientists among them, but on the whole they were professors, college
presidents, authors, ministers and doctors, with quite a sprinkling of university students.



These papers may in a real sense be looked upon as the nucleus of my present book. In fact,
my basic values have remained pretty much unchanged; and even my most trenchant
criticisms and my farthest-reaching conclusions, though some of them may have been stated
less explicitly in the earlier work, were clearly foreshadowed there. Nevertheless, my
experience, my research, my observation and thinking have never stood still, and have so fed
this nucleus that in the course of thirty years the manuscript has grown into what is virtually
a new work, in which the earlier one is both confirmed and consummated, as the grown man
is the fulfillment of his youth. Certainly it is the embodiment of much of my fullest
knowledge, clearest vision, firmest judgment and most mature thought. In the light of this,
the original manuscript has been thoroughly worked over, brought up to date, expanded, and
largely rewritten. But the chapters that perhaps are most revealing of the growth in my
thought are Man and The Machine, the one on Pacifism, the two on eugenics, and most of
all the two on race. Events in the world in the past twenty-five years, together with the great
increase in my knowledge of racial realities and my growing sense of the absolutely pivotal
importance of race in the destiny of all peoples, and in particular in that of my own kind,
have necessitated the almost complete rewriting of the original chapter. And in the rewriting,
one chapter became two.

But I have run a little ahead of my story.

I had proved quite right in my hope and my expectation, before I even approached my
prospective readers, that among them I should find some who were responsive. In fact, as
the series of papers ran its course I was constantly receiving letters in which my readers
expressed their responsiveness in very extreme terms. The letters were understanding,
ardent, unequivocal, moving; and those that were most strongly with me came from readers
who were most distinguished. Repeatedly they even called for the publication of the series as
abook. That this never came to pass seems to have been the result of circumstances that
had little to do with the worth of the work, and hence I need not go into them here. But
there is one thing further it is important to make clear.

Gradually, and hesitatingly, and only long years after my series of papers had been finished, it
began to dawn upon me that perhaps my quest, my struggle, and my achievement had some
much wider significance than for my own life or for my readers. Was it not true that in a real
sense my experience had given me something by which I was enabled to pass much of what
is most representative of the West, its traditions, philosophy, art, religion, principles, ethics,
institutions and history, as it were through a filter, and thus to separate the true from the
talse, the beautiful from the ugly, and the high from the low? Had not I myself—no genius,
to be sure, yet possibly a man in some degree distinguished by an unusual combination of
concern, purpose, values, dedication and experience—been a balance in which the West
stood tried? And had not this man’s admittedly unusual experience perhaps deepened and
clarified his insight and vision to a point where he could perceive not only where and why
his people had made the monstrous mistakes that have led to their present desperate plight,
but also what they must cut from themselves, and what course they have no choice but to
follow, if they are to survive the catastrophe that lies ahead of them, and at last come to the
fulfillment of the nobility and the greatness that are in them?



But any readers’ appreciation of the significance of such a man’s findings, as of his

ts, must largely depend upon their knowledge of what kind of a man he was when
he wrote. If what he has to say was merely culled from books, or put together by a lively
brain, or written from an easy chair—if he wrote, let us say, only with ink, then it can have
no more value than any modern “liberal’s” theorizing and speculation. But if it was written
not with ink but with blood, with his own blood, then the reader may be moved to put
himself in the author’s place and live through his experiences with him, so that he comes to
sense the reality that the author sees so plainly and the dire calamity ahead of us that he
predicts; then perhaps will he too have the full fatefulness of our present days gradually
dawn upon him, and at last begin to recognize and to face and to grapple with the fact that
the fearful path, which his people must follow if they are to survive, is inescapable.

For this reason it has seemed essential that I give my readers at the very outset some idea
what sort of man it is whose words they are reading, What qualifications for his present
undertaking show up in the native endowment he inherited from his forebears, in his earliest
training, his scholastic record, his dominant motives holding firm and undeviating from his
late teens even into the present hour? What were his crucial decisions, from which
everything else followed, and what were the searching experiences in which he was tested
and proved? This information I will now give my readers as objectively and briefly as I can,
though doubtless the story has been told best, up to the year 1935, by Professor Jerome
Davis of Yale University in his Introduction to my Tounrd The Rising Sun, published by the
Vanguard Press.

1944, 1973

1 These dates give the time when work on what was to become the Foreword was done.
Similar dates, serving the same purpose, will be found at the end of each of the chapters to
follow.



Chapter 1.

The Undying Purpose: The Ennobling of Man.

The life of our family, into which I was born in 1892, was exceedingly closely knit, and it was
absolutely centered and rooted in the Church. But this was not more true of our immediate
family than of the ancestral family of Nordic Scottish Protestants from whom we were all
sprung, and who, I take it, had for centuries been established in northern Ireland as a
veritable citadel of conservatism and rigid orthodoxy. On one side we traced from
substantial and sturdy yeoman stock, and on the other from a long line of scholars,
schoolmasters and ministers.

Nevertheless, even before I finished college, where I led my class and was graduated while
still in my teens, my reading of Thomas Hughes’ The Manliness Of Christ had led me to the
very far-reaching conclusion that Jesus, primarily, was but a way-shower, that not only in his
teaching but in his life was revealed what all humans were meant to become and ultimately
had it in them to become. I also developed enough independence to reject the orthodoxy in
which I had been brought up, and, in the face of parental opposition, chose to study for the
ministry at what was then looked upon as the storm center of heresy, Union Theological

Seminary.

I entered in the fall of 1912 with a prize scholarship based on a competitive examination,
and three years later was graduated nagu aim laude. But then, in spite of faculty pressure to
the contrary, and even pressure from the president himself, I turned down a call to the
“college church” at Bryn Mawr, Pa., a church of great prestige and wealth, and went instead
to a very small, broken-down church in a sordid and very largely foreign industrial district in
New Jersey. There are those who think this decision gave the set to all the future direction of
my life.

What I saw in this town between 1915 and 1918 turned me toward socialism. This, and even
more my opposition to the War, broke up the church, which until then had grown rapidly
and greatly. By the time I resigned in 1918, I felt completely disillusioned with Christianity.
Two years later, I went to the pains of getting myself unfrocked. I had come to realize that
there was no way in which I could be an honest man and remain a minister.

In the meantime, immediately following my resignation, I had accepted a position as
Associate Director of what became the American Civil Liberties Union, but six months of
this satisfied me that it was not to be my lot to sit in an office and deal with my fellow men
by letters, telegrams, and articles. I wanted personal contact.

But during these same six months, by what at the time seemed sheer chance, I read
Sabatier’s Life of St. Frands. This came to me as the greatest inspiration and challenge I had
known up to this time. I felt that St. Francis had been dead right in his conviction that he
was only doing what Jesus had meant all his most dedicated followers to do, and that
therefore he was the truest and the greatest Christian since Jesus himself. With all my being I



wanted to go and do likewise. But I appreciated the gravity of the decision that confronted
me. I needed time in which to make very sure.

I therefore quit my Civil Liberties job in the spring of 1919 and worked my way across the
continent as a common laborer—in coal mines in Scranton, in a steel mill in Pittsburgh, in
the tire factories of Akron, in the Ford plant in Detroit, in a department store in Chicago, in
the open-pit iron mines northwest of Duluth, with a railroad section gang in the Rockies,
and half a mile down in a copper mine in Butte, where a fall of rock came within a few
inches of crushing me. I had wanted to find out what men in our country had to do to earn a
living, thinking I might become a revolutionary labor organizer. The experience was
invaluable, but in the end I perceived clearly that, more than we needed a change in our
economic system, we needed a change in the quality and caliber of our manhood and
womanhood, which, after all, is what finally makes or breaks every society.

I returned from the West Coast through the Deep South, where my initial reactions to Jim
Crowism and to the rest of segregation were wholly in sympathy with the Negro.

Feeling my need for still more time in which to weigh the consequences of the break with
my past that I was contemplating, in an effort to go the way of Jesus and St. Francis, I
accepted a position on the faculty of the newly opened Brookwood School in Katonah, N.Y.
But before the end of the year, though I was asked to become the head of the school the
year following, I felt virtually certain that nothing could ever satisfy me but to give myself
with abandon to what was then my highest vision. And so, after a month alone on an island
in the St. Lawrence River, where I meditated much and long, and set down in black and
white just what I was going to do and why I was going to do it, I returned home in the fall to
part quite literally with everything I possessed. And early in October, 1920, penniless, and
with little more than the clothes I was wearing, and some tools to work with, I went back to
the town in which I had had my church, there to do my labor as a gjft and to learn to depend
for my own needs, no matter where I might be, on what people wanted to give me.

After six months or so I began to speak, at first on the streets and in parks, and then in
churches, and then more and more, as word of what I was doing spread, to students in
colleges. In 1922, I moved to Wallington, a foreign and Negro section on the edge of
Passaic. Gradually, there came to be a small group of us, all college men, united in a
common will to walk in the footsteps of Jesus and St. Francis. On land near the town dump,
which was lent to us, and with materials donated, we built ourselves a shanty, in which each
man had a room six feet square. We worked for people in the neighborhood, doing any kind
of work we knew how to do from highly skilled to the most menial. Always our labor was
our gift. I myself spent more and more time speaking in colleges and churches to which I
was invited. It came to be a common experience that meetings beginning, say, at 8 o’clock,
would in large part linger on, for the most searching kind of questions and discussion, until
one and even two o’clock in the morning. Often, at last, I simply had to close the meeting in
order to get the rest necessary for my next day’s work.

This ever-widening contact with some of the most earnest student life of the U.S. and
Canada continued until after my pilgrimage to the Orient. This trip was made possible by the
trust and generosity of many friends. With a knapsack on my back, I set out in the fall of



1927. So many were the doors opened to me by my letters of introduction that, from the
time I set sail from San Francisco until I landed back in New York, I never once spent a
night in a place of public lodging. My close contact with the native life of the three
outstanding peoples of the Orient, and especially the many intimate and extremely searching
hours I spent with some of their great thinkers and seers, proved to be an experience of
deep and lasting significance, but here I must pass it by with this bare mention.

By the summer of 1929, however, my faith in the course I had been following began to
break down. I saw that a pure heart and will was not of itself enough. The needs of my mind
and a certain realistic common sense began to reassert themselves. Moreover, I was finding
myself deeply moved by what I read in Nietzsche’s Zamthustra. Thus I came to be so shaken
with uncertainty that I could not go on. I left Wallington, never to return, and my Franciscan
venture of faith came to a complete end.

And then followed, for some four or five years, a period of devastating skepticism, in which
I doubted everything I had ever believed. I deliberately turned the heaviest guns I could find
on all my most cherished positions. I wanted to get down to bedrock. I moved to New
Haven and spent solid months reading and studying in the Yale Library. It was a period of
slow, painful inner reexamination, reorientation, and reorganization, made all the more
difficult by my efforts to see my way clearly in regard to my wife and child. I suppose it is
but to state plain fact if I say that I was able to go through it only because I put truth above
peace of mind, and integrity above social recognition and public opinion. I came to be filled
with a growing sense of the madness of cities, and indeed of our whole civilization, with a
deepening hunger for mountains or the sea, and a desire to live close to the earth and to
grow my own food. And 1 had the sick animal’s instinct to be alone for a while. In this
emergency, a friend made the down payment on the farm far back in the Catskill Mountains
to which I moved in the spring of 1932, and where I still make my home. For several years I
was in complete retirement, devoting myself to much study, chiefly of Nietzsche, and to
constant thought about some of the profoundest problems that confront humankind.

As early as 1920, I had written that our civilization was dying, But now I wanted to know u/y
we were dying, and what we must do to arrest our sickness and to become well again. I had
come to mistrust the too narrowly personal approach that had marked my “Franciscan
period” of 1920 to 1929, and I recognized that a people is something more than a collection
of individuals. It is only exceptional men, only a few, who can achieve and maintain spiritual
and intellectual health and wholeness in the midst of an alien, decaying, or poisonous
environment. Therefore, the potentialities of the individual, on the one hand, and, on the
other, the form of social organization, which can so largely further or frustrate personal
instinct and effort, must be worked at together.

And so I now undertook as never before, to fathom the being of Man and not just the
superior or exceptional man, but as well the general run of men, and “mass-man.” For I saw
clearly that all thought and effort for a higher human future must forever remain but folly
and futility except as it recognized Man’s inborn and fixed limitations and was adjusted to
the range of his capacities. I needed to know, too, by the verdict of history and of genetics,
which, as a rule and in the long run, had more to do with determining what a man becomes:
what he was born into, or what he was born with; his environment, or what he got from his



ancestors, his heredity. Upon the answer to this must depend the socialist’s ability to make
good the promises by which today he lures mass-man all over the world to follow his call.

Further, I tried to learn from history whether or not there was any form of social
organization that seemed most generally to have provided the foundation for societies that
have lasted long, proved culturally significant, and provided their people with health and
contentment. I paid special attention to the respective claims of Aristocracy and Monarchy;,
on the one hand, and of Democracy and Socialism, on the other; and I began to take a good
look at these questions through the eyes of modern psychology and sociology.

Also, in probing for the causes of the decay that manifests itself on every side of us today, I
had to spend much time on the problems of human breeding. To what extent were we
suffering from the fact that we were no longer the same people we were once, that our
better elements were being outbred by our worse and worst, that the very caliber and
character of the stock that founded this country had gradually but demonstrably and
markedly deteriorated? What should we do to remove the burden and the contamination of
our human rubbish, which was genetically quite incapable of doing anything but producing
still more rubbish? (I do not use the word “rubbish” lightly or unfeelingly, but by what other
word can I refer to those unfortunate and helpless human beings who can be nothing more
than a dead weight on any human society?) What was wrong with our women on the upper
levels, that they should so generally have gone on strike against bearing children? What
should be done to make marriage the institution by which our breeding stock is not merely
perpetuated but constantly purified, strengthened and enriched? What rules should be
instituted, but above all what traditions should be fostered and established, by which people
might be given sound guidance in their selection of mates?

Again, I found it necessary to look closely into the question of race, and particularly into the
origin, characteristics, and record of those races that had been most involved in our own
civilization. What is race? What makes it? I's it something so supetficial that it may safely be
ignored if a man and a woman of widely different race, but themselves of sound body and
mind, wish to marry? Or is it something so deep, ineradicable, far-reaching, and determining
that marriage between individuals of widely different race should be absolutely interdicted,
and severely punished when the rule against it is broken? And then, what of the claim, today
so prevalent, that the races are equal, that they have all proved, or when given opportunity
will prove, of equivalent cultural capacity? To what extent was the truth with Disraeli, who
declared that “race is all” and pronounced it “the key to history,” provided only the race be
of superior inborn capacity and sternly keep its blood unmixed with that of aliens and
inferiors; and to what extent was it with those opponents, who saw in race a thing of so little
consequence that they would turn the whole Earth into a racial melting-pot, and thus entirely
obliterate race as a mark of distinction among human beings?

And then there was the practical and, for the man who is out of step with his age, the very
important question, of how he could best maintain health of body, mind and soul amidst a
world that was rotting to pieces? How could he assure himself a livelihood while he
resolutely pursued his bent and freely spoke his mind? How could he find time for the things
he believed most important? How should he avoid wasting himself in mere resistance to a
world that pressed itself upon him all too closely in the headlines of every paper, in every



radio program, and in almost every person he met? How should he keep his spirit
unembittered, holding in perspective the onrushing tumult of events, and judging them
steadily in the calm light of his final comprehension of the meaning of life? How should he
manage, to the end and come what might, to keep his eye serene, his step firm, and his heart
tull of sympathy and love?

In seeking the answers to these and like questions, my thinking often led me into paths that
were either forbidden or badly overgrown, and to conclusions that at many points were far
removed from those of my Franciscan days, and often both uncongenial to the modern
American mind and very unpopular. Perhaps it was on this account that, by 1941, a growing
and hardening antagonism to my views, most marked on the part of university authorities
but also among my old friends, gradually led to the almost complete termination of my
speaking engagements. It would be a mistake, however, to assume from this that the
students themselves had become less responsive. On the contrary, whether it was in New
England, New York or Pennsylvania, Chicago or California, the meetings always ran on for
hours over time. Primarily the difficulty did lie in the opposition of the university authorities
and in the failure of my friends any longer to make the necessary arrangements. But two
other factors need to be noted. For one thing, I became increasingly aware that my values
and my point of view on life and all of its problems were so vastly different from those of
the overwhelming majority of my audiences that I could hardly hope for deep understanding
without a series of meetings—something that the crowded setup of college life rarely allowed
room for. Also, my own growing deafness created real obstacles to my continuing any longer
to participate easily and spontaneously in the period of questioning that always followed my
talks and that gave me my best opportunity to clear up misconceptions. At any rate, as the
end result of these combined difficulties, my speaking virtually came to an end in 1941.

Nor was the situation very different when I turned to writing. To be sure, my Tounrd The
Rising Sun, published in 1935, had traveled to the ends of the Earth and by many congenial
spirits, some of them quite distinguished, been very well received. But very shortly afterward
there began that then-puzzling and quite unexpected change in the attitude of publishers
toward everything that did not conform to the sort of new orthodoxy that was taking shape
in American life. Perhaps, I thought at the time, the coming of the Second World War had
something to do with it. Anyway, a book that I had been working on for some years was
written from a point of view and was full of ideas that, even friendly critics maintained,
would prevent its publication at least until the war was over.!

But I did not like the deepening isolation in which I found myself. From the beginning I had
turned to people. If I had sought solitude at the farm, it would prove, I thought, only for an
interim and as a means by which to recover from the debacle in which my Franciscan
venture had come to an end. For a time I had /ad to be alone, that I might search my
innermost being anew, and explore the tested answers to our problems afforded in the
historic record of great peoples and in the wisdom of great seers, in the hope that once again
I might be sure of my bearings and locate within myself the strength to follow my star.

But when I turned to my friends and supporters, as I did in 1944, in regard to the series of
papers that I might address to them, I was moved primarily by my need to find people with
whom I could travel, people who, whether or not they were yet aware of it, really longed to



tind and to follow paths and stars very like to those that lured me. Now as always I reached
out to people, for friends with whom I could freely share what I had found, and with whom
I could realize the greater strength that grows out of deep fellowship.

But I warned my prospective readers that I should have little to say by way of interpreting
current events. On the whole I did not even follow these closely. I believed that there was
absolutely nothing that could be done to “save the social situation.” The “social situation”
was completely out of hand. Catastrophe was upon us. The stars by which for long centuries
we had set our course had darkened in our sky; the cohesive forces that had long bound us
together as peoples and as a people had died long ago; and now the body of our society was
talling to pieces. Believing as I did that we were already in the midst of this tragedy and that
there was no power that could keep it from working itself out to its bitter end, it did not
muake sense to spend energy on resisting it. The part of wisdom was to begin to prepare for
what might follow.

To some this may have seemed pessimistic, but basically and ultimately I was anything but a
pessimist. I believed in life; I believed in Man; I believed in what Man had done and in what
Man would yet do again. But I could not close my eyes to what I saw as actualities before
me, or to what these actualities meant.

One thing they meant was that those of the requisite vision, intellect, and devotion would
narrow their efforts to what, after all, remained forever the basic problems of human
existence—the nature and the potentialities of man, and the goals, together with the means
for reaching them, by which the life of mankind might develop a health, a robustness, a
beauty, a nobility, and a significance, beyond anything we knew of in our past. It was to the
tuture that I wished to address myself, out of the hope that whatever time and strength
might still be left me might help, in however small a way, to prepare for the new dawn,
which I believed must at last follow the storm and night. For when that great day came, with
its opportunity for new building, I longed that our children might know how to build better
than our fathers built.

But these were strenuous tasks, beyond the wisdom or the strength of any one man. There
was the uttermost need, therefore, beyond even the need of starving people for bread or of
broken people for peace, that somehow as many as possible of the best minds and spirits of
our day should together concentrate upon solving the problems they raised. Doubtless very
few men would be able to detach themselves sufficiently from the holocaust before their
eyes to achieve the perspective necessary for wisdom. And it must be recognized from the
start that whoever set his hand to this task gambled with circumstance: he might give to the
solution of the problems upon which the whole future of mankind depends, the very best he
had, and all he had in him, and he might perchance find much wisdom, and yet it might all
be swept aside by the seemingly indifferent hand of fate or be swallowed up in the ignorance
and vulgarity of a day given over at last to the “happiness of the greatest number.”

Nevertheless, the task must be essayed, if only for the sake of trueness to oneself and in the
hope that it might count for the higher life of the race. And we could support ourselves
through dark hours by the memory that more than once in the past, work that was done
quietly and almost unseen, did finally count for much. After all, the form any society takes is



largely determined by the molding power of its ideas and ideals. “Thoughts that come with
doves’ footsteps guide the world.” It was in such words, and in such spirit, that I invited a
large circle of my friends, here and abroad, to listen to what I might say in a series of papers,
in which I would undertake to explore and to discuss with them some of the most crucial
questions by which I found myself confronted.

1944, 1973.

1 It was not until many years later that I learned the explanation of this development. It will
be found in my first chapter on race.



Chapter 2.

The Continuing Search: From St. Francis to Nietzsche.

The foregoing chapter was little more than a bare outline of my life experience up until 1932,
when, at the age of 40, I moved to my farm in the mountains. But if my reader is to have any
conception of what those years meant to me, of their spiritual content, and of what they
were as preparation for all the years that still stood ahead, in which I was to lay myself wide
open to all the light that history and science might throw upon our problems, I think it
necessary, for one thing, to make it clear u/yI gave up my Franciscan venture, and the full
extent of what was involved in my giving it up.

It was near the end of August, 1929, that I left our shanty in Wallington, the foreign quarter
on the edge of Passaic, never to return. Here, since the fall of 1923, our little group had
undertaken to walk in the footsteps of Jesus. Nothing had we called our own. Whatever we
had on our backs or held in our hands, we had stood ready to give to anyone who had need
or desire for it. Here we had made a gift of our labor, and done both highly skilled and very
menial labor for the working people about us, White and Black, native and foreign. Here I
had spoken on the streets. Here we had intervened in behalf of the striking textile workers
and been arrested for it. Here, out of my knowledge of the plight in which the World War
had left the peoples of Central Europe and in obedience to the Voice within me, as a seal of
my devotion, I had taken off my shoes at Christmas time in 1923 and for two years
thereafter had gone barefoot. And now it was all over. At the time, I think that I did not
tully realize it had come to an end. To be sure, I do seem to have had some sense that
something fearful was happening to me. Intuitively I felt myself on the edge of an abyss, and
foreknew that I must go down into it. I must go down into chaos. But it was only years later
that I came to any clear understanding of why I had had to give up my Franciscan venture.
But one thing seems clear. I came to the end of it because I auld not go on. I was beaten.

What had beaten me, do you ask? Why was I at the end of my rope?

In all honesty, I should say that the most important cause, from the beginning to the very
end of my Franciscan venture, was my love for Genevieve,! who in 1922 had become my
wife. This story I already have told in my autobiography (not yet published), without sparing
myself and, I believe, lovingly and not unfavorably to Genevieve. Here, however, I will say
only what is essential to the point in question. My love for her rivaled and divided what I
then conceived to be my love for my God and for the universal family of men. And my love
for her called for and seemed to require a kind of life that I never was able to reconcile with
my life as a follower of Jesus and St. Francis, to which I felt deeply and inescapably called.
For ten years—and even longer—I was so divided by it that the singleness of my devotion
to my God was constantly menaced and shaken. The struggle over it certainly drained out of
me an enormous amount of energy that otherwise might have gone into my work.

But this was not the only thing by which, toward the end, I became divided. Many kinds of
doubts had been sapping the foundations of my certainty. For instance, my reading of
rationalistic psychology had caused me to look behind the scenes of my mystical experience



and to question its validity and the reliability of the inner direction I derived from it. But also
my Franciscan life was challenged by a deepening splntual insight and by the mounting
pressure of some new thing within me. In our life in Wallington we had, as it were, been
laying ourselves down in the gutter because others had to lie there. But nowI came to the
conclusion that this was not necessarily the best way to help a man, or even the truest way to
show him love. Then, too, I doubted whether a Franciscan life was a true expression of my
own make-up. I began to feel that to too large an extent I had been under Jesus” spell.
Without fully realizing it or what the effects of it must be, I had been animated by a desire to
make my life a literal fulfillment of Jesus’ teaching, and this even long after my head at least
knew perfectly well that it was spiritual suicide to copy any other man. But toward the end of
the Wallington days I began to suspect what I had been doing; I had been straining to wear a
coat that did not fit me, that had not been made for me, that did not come out of me as my
own skin came out of me. I had been in love with an ideal, with a picture in my mind of the
way Jesus had lived. The love was real enough and alone had sustained me, but the picture,
the way of life, what I tried to become, was taken over from another, from outside me, by
my head. It did not come out of my own organic necessity, as it were out of my own viscera,
my own loins, as a child comes out of its mother. But no man can live thus. He can only
push himself—with his will. My effort was bound to fail.

Moreover, this effort to walk in the footsteps of Jesus, had, of course, actually been a
hindrance to my realizing and fulfilling my own life. But now I was beginning to feel the
slowly growing demands of a new life within me, that would fain gjve itself its oun law. A
part of this new life was the reassertion of the claims of the mind, which as a Franciscan I
had tended to disparage and to dismiss. Now would I think. Now would I know. Now
would I read more psychology, and history, and science. Now would I question—anything,
and look into, and under, and behind, everything that aroused my doubt, or my curiosity, or
my interest. Implicit in the growing life within me, too, was doubtless the aristocratic instinct
and taste, which I suppose have always been native to me. Even when I had struggled
hardest to make myself equal with the lowest and least, at the bottom of my quest had been
my desire to find those who had “eyes to see and ears to hear,” spiritually superior persons,
those who regardless of their clothes or their bank accounts were (or had it in them to
become) Earth’s noblemen and kings. My willingness any longer to hold myself stripped for
others’ sake, to call nothing my own, to give anything I had to anyone who might want it,
was now undermined by my clearing perception that men are by no means equal, that many
of them were not even my equal. And certainly if I were looking for those who had eyes to
see and ears to hear, people of deep spiritual perception, great courage, love, strength of will,
and supreme devotion, I was in the wrong place and living the wrong kind of life. Despite
their friendliness, precious few of the people about us had any interest in our presence
among them deeper than the opportunity we afforded to get good work done for little or
nothing, The squalor and brutishness of the life about us seemed to be almost symbolized by
the stinking city dump on the edge of which our little cabin was buiilt. I fairly held my breath
each time I came back to Wallington. I was coming to hate it and all that it stood for. I
longed for a period of quiet, until I should be able to see clearly what all the unrest within
me meant, and in what direction I should go. But for the time there was no clear or steady
vision left in me. And I was utterly exhausted.



And so, at last, I left Wallington. And I left it, I say again, simply because I auld not go on
any longer. I was beaten.

In the days of his youth every man, if he has any vision and venture in him, is likely to write,
as did Blake, his “Songs of Innocence.” And in my Franciscan venture I had written mine,
not in words but in life, in act. But now experience had bitten into me deeply. My youthful
enthusiasms had broken up on the unyielding realities of human nature and of human
existence. Now, as I have said, I felt a necessity to get down to facts, and to evaluate them.
Now also I must face a larger world, the life of man as a society and not just as a collection
of individuals. I must see him against his background, know his past as well as his present.
And not least, I must be more realistic. I must have the courage to face men not only for
what they may become but also for what they are now.

Yet I foreknew that people would turn away from me if I gave up my Franciscan way of life,
especially the Church people. And, to their minds, to turn away from their ideals might well
have seemed a descent to lower ideals or an abandonment of all ideals. That their
Christianity might be a sickness, and that my sloughing it off might be a precursor to
convalescence and a sign of hope and new life, that of course rarely occurred to them.

And indeed their expectations might easily have proved correct. For the first result of my
giving up my Franciscan venture of nine long years was no new bloom or sign of promise. It
was chaos. I had staked everything I had on my still small voice, and it had come to nothing;
It seemed as though my very God had led me astray, had led me up a blind alley and left me.
Only after years was I to realize that men did not know; never had known, could not know,
anything about any metaphysical Lord of the universe, who was omniscient, omnipotent,
infinite, eternal, and unchangeable. That which had spoken within me, which I had called
God and to which I had entrusted my whole life, was nothing absolute or infallible. There
might be no higher source of self-direction to which any man could turn, yet was it
ineluctably conditioned by a man’s heredity and by all his experience since the day he was
born. It represented, therefore, only the best light that was capable of reaching him at any
particular stage of his development. As such it was to be followed as if it were indeed the
voice of God, and if sometimes it led a man into a course that later proved unsound (as must
happen now and then), there was no ground for feeling disillusioned or for distrusting it as a
source of direction for the future. The error into which it had led him must be recognized
for the error it was and cast out, yet would his “inner light” continue, as before, to yield him
the best wisdom about the situation before him of which he was then capable. And as such
he must follow it with his uttermost devotion. Yet at the time, as I have said, all was
darkness and confusion. And the confusion spread and the darkness deepened as the
months passed. The breakdown proved to be greater than I had first realized.2

And yet I am bound to maintain that I am thankful that our Franciscan venture failed, and
especially that it failed to become a movement, as it might have.

For one thing, it was full of the folly of Christian pity. It is no less than a crime against life
when the superior is sacrificed to the inferior, a crime that is in no wise mitigated nor its
effects alleviated when the sacrifice is made by a man’s own free will and choice. Yet the
men in our group in Wallington, in training and in actual capability if not in inherited



potentiality, were certainly the superiors of all the people among whom we lived and for
whom we gave ourselves. The kind of thing the great scholar and musical authority
Schweitzer did for years in the jungles of Africa is a sentimental waste of life. Instead of
being held up for admiration and emulation, as it has been of recent years in the churches of
America, it ought to be cried down as a betrayal of life and a thing of shame. For anyone to
admire it is evidence of his degeneracy, even as it was evidence of my own degeneracy when
I myself did much the same sort of thing in Wallington. We nust becore auare of the diseased
wlues that are working in our midst and in ourselves. It is our peril that we awaken to our
condition when it is too late.

Our belief in equality, likewise, was a betrayal of life—I should say, rather, of quality of life.
Where all are believed equal, the voice of the superior man is drowned in the roar of the
mob, and taste tends to gravitate to the level of the gutter. This is happening all over
America. Furthermore, wherever this belief in equality spreads, there goes a disbelief in the
importance of heredity, of blood. The cry always becomes the weakling’s cry for a change of
environment, which the strong man wills to master and to dominate; and all effort to weed
out the defectives by cutting off the flow of tainted blood at its source and to build up an
improved stock of men and women by attention to intelligent mating, is rendered almost
entirely impossible.

All are equal, is the cry. Anybody can marry anybody else. Even the races are equal. There is
no good reason, even from the point of view of genetics, why Blacks and Whites should not
marry, or Whites and Yellows. Well, if I may anticipate the conclusion that I buttress with
massive documentation toward the end of this book, let me say here and now; after such
study as is possible to an earnest and intelligent layman, that in my sober judgment it is the
suiade of a people when they allow themselves to be made into a “melting pot,” where you
no longer have a people but only a hodge-podge of peoples, a stew of conflicting bloods,
traditions, values, and tastes. It is the betrayal and surrender of those differentiations that
their ancestors painfully achieved through many thousands of years, and which give their
existence on the Earth all its worth and meaning, I am glad my venture failed, if for no other
reason, because I am convinced that my preaching of equality would have worked against
the only kind of life I believe to be worth striving for—that is, quality of life.

But there is another reason that I am glad it failed, and for me a very important reason. If it
had succeeded and had become a movement, I can but wonder whether, with my absorption
in it and with the reassurance as to its soundness that its very success would have tended to
give it, I should ever have been able to achieve enough perspective to discover the errors in
it and get rid of them. Might not this very triumph of my spirit have brought my spiritual
growth to a standstill? Might not my “success” have become my grave?

As things actually worked out, however, my venture broke down, and the immediate effect
was chaos. Bit by bit my whole world fell to pieces, and passed into solution. I doubted
everything, Nothing escaped the acid of my skepticism. I questioned the soundness of the
teaching of Jesus, the existence of any moral order in the universe, the validity of the
mystical experience, the doctrine of human equality and all the collectivist philosophies that
have been built upon it. I challenged even those beliefs upon which depended my very sense
of security in the face of the universe. I did not know whether I should ever again be sure of



anything, The years from 1929, when I left Wallington, to 1932, when I came to the Farm,
were years of bitter struggle and inner chaos of mind and soul—the period of the worst
desolation that I have ever known.

* % %k ok Gk ok F X

At the Farm it was never any part of my purpose to earn all my living from the land. I felt
that for me, just then, to try to do so would frustrate my very object in going there. I wanted
solitude, and silence, and the contact with the earth and with the vast spaces of mountains,
but also I wanted free time to study, to think, and to write. It was my purpose, therefore, to
use the land so to meet my own requirements that my need of money would be reduced to a
minimum, and my independence of the world about me greatly increased. And it was. In the
journal, which I kept at the time, there is a statement that in the week that had just passed
my outlay for food came to fifty cents.

It was here at the Farm that I soon settled myself to continue the exploration of the teaching
of Friedrich Nietzsche, which I had dipped into even before leaving Wallington. In fact, he
was a part of the turmoil that had ended in my breakdown. And it probably took me the best
part of a decade to come to terms with him.

I am well aware that the very name “Nietzsche” is a definite roadblock in the minds of
many. But I judge that, as a rule, this is not because such people have read him firsthand, or
with any degree of thoroughness. Rather is it that Nietzsche’s name has been blackened and
his teaching misrepresented by those who lacked the insight and comprehension to
appreciate what he was about, or by those who had reason to hate all he stood for.

I myself, as I have already intimated, did not take to him easily. My reactions, from the start,
were mixed. On the one hand, I was drawn to him not only by an almost unmatched beauty
of literary form, as I found it first in his Zamthustra, but above all by the unquestionable
elevation of his spirit and purpose, and by the singleness and depth of his dedication to his
task of exalting the life of man. On the other hand, I kept coming upon ideas and
conclusions as to necessary means that were so anathema to all my previous and still
lingering ideals and assumptions, that more than once I threw down the book I was reading
with the exclamation, “If that is where he would take me, I've had enough.” But already his
barbed idea was stuck in my mind, and the more I resisted it, the deeper it worked its way in.
And besides, almost from the beginning and deeper than the resistance of my head, there
was my intuition that here was a man whom I should not be able to lay aside until I had read
all he had written. To my head he might stand before me as an implacable foe, but yet more
deeply I felt that he was my friend, and that ultimately I must range myself on his side, that
to me as to every other man he had come to bring more exalted life.

In any case, he was a force with which I was compelled to reckon. He leveled such an attack
on my very ideals and all the world that had given me birth, that I simply dared not go on
leaving him unreduced in my rear. So I turned to face him squarely, and fought him, with the
result that in the end e reduced ne. I read twice all that he wrote, some sixteen published
volumes, and several biographies about him—all this before I read any interpretations of
him, for I wished, before I knew what others made of him, to get my own reaction fresh and



tirsthand. For four years the best of my free time went into the study of Nietzsche. But
despite all this I must add that since the late Thirties I have looked into him comparatively
little. I am quite able to criticize him, and some of his teaching I reject. Nevertheless, taking
him as a whole, I am very ready to admit that I stand as his ally. I look at the fast-shaping
issues of our day from his side and from his angle, and I believe that the future belongs to
the people who accept the essentials of his teaching.

In this chapter it was impossible to do more than introduce Nietzsche, as one of the two
men who have had the greatest influence on my outlook, Jesus being the other. In my next
chapter I wish to give a picture of what Jesus meant to me in the years when his hold upon
me was strongest; and in the one following that, to present Nietzche, with special emphasis
on his thought. I shall try to make it clear why I find so much in common between
Nietzsche and Jesus, and which of them, to my way of thinking, cuts the more deeply into
life, and wntains the more promise for the future of Western nan.

1944, 1973.

1 Here, and throughout this chapter, I use a fictitious name.

2 ] would not for a minute minimize or forget the spiritual exaltation born of the dedication
of those days. Something in me still stirs deeply when I think of the call they made upon us
to be ever-girt for battle, to trust the unseen, to live in the present, to make life a constant
spending of oneself. I love their abandon and reckless gambling, and their scorn and
defiance of the paltry prudence of a mean, money-grubbing, ease-loving commercial age.
And often I feel that I shall not have brought my life to the heights it aims toward until,
without losing the broader, fuller, better-balanced vision of the present days, I shall have
recovered more of the spirit that filled those days with so pure, even though so exotic, a
beauty.



Chapter 3a.

Jesus: Tribute and Re-Appraisal.

The Vision of Christ that thou dost see
Is my vision’s greatest enemy.

Thine has a great hook nose like thine;
Mine has a snub nose like to mine.
Thine is the friend of all Mankind,

Mine speaks in parables to the blind,
Thine loves the same world that mine hates,

Thy heaven-doors are my hell-gates....
Both read the Bible day and night,

But thou reads black where I read white.

—William Blake: The E wrlasting Gospel
FOREWORD

A quarter of a century of further experience and thought have gradually but steadily weaned
me away from that Jesus who had stood before my mind and heart through the days and
nights of my Franciscan venture—as in a vision. Many of the pages of this chapter, originally
penned in 1939, I could not write now. Nevertheless, the inspiration that I originally got
from Jesus probably had more to do in determining the basic direction and the essential and
enduring character of my life than any other that I have ever known—if only because it
came to me in the formative days of my youth. And I am satisfied that this book would be
incomplete and inadequate for its purpose if it did not contain something more about Jesus
than is to be found in my series of papers dating back to the Forties.

It is not so much that I owe Jesus any further tribute. Any tribute I could pay in words must
pale beside the stark fact that for nine years I literally laid my own life at his feet. But
inevitably the consequences of this experience so worked into and permanently determined
the very tissue and texture of all my innermost being—my dedication to truth, to beauty, to
right, to the elevation of the life of man, that there is revealed, more fully and accurately than
anywhere else, what manner of scales it is in which the civilization of the West is to be
weighed in this book. Whether or not it is “Christian” each reader will have to decide for
himself. But certainly religion, when it is vital, when it embodies what men live by and live
for, what they hold most true and beautiful and sacred, is the most formative power in the
world. And in my Franciscan days my conception of Jesus was the very embodiment of my
religion. And if now it wound some of my readers to learn that I have moved on, let them
ask themselves and face honestly, whether the same love for men and the same devotion to
the truth as he saw it, which made Jesus what he was in the Gospels, might not have
compelled even him to alter his course and to move on into new fields and new thought, if he
had lized long enough to learn the lessons that his oun experience might hae taught him. What I myself
have moved on to (was ampelled by my wery honesty, intelligence, and dewtion to move on to), will



gradually be revealed. But I suspect that an ineradicable element of Jesus still remains in it,
and will remain to the end. Let us now see, therefore, what Jesus meant to me—meant to me
even ten years after my Franciscan venture had come to an end.

But at this word let none of my readers settle back to go to sleep. Jesus, as I conceive him, is
not for the conventional, or for the orthodox either. For me in my Franciscan days, he was
no less dynamite than Nietzsche was later. Perhaps, if any of my readers be good Church
people, they will find themselves wondering how in the world they could ever have read, and
heard their preachers read, year after year, the words in the Gospels about Jesus, and
ascribed to Jesus, without letting such a picture form in their minds as the words properly
call forth. Well, they that have ears to hear, let them hear, even now. Let them ask
themselves whether the Jesus that I picture doesn't fit the words better than any other they
have ever seen, whether it doesn’t make more sense, answer the troublesome questions,
and—above all—bring before us a man who was real, who was alive, and who moves us to
this day as no Jesus of the conventional and orthodox mold ever did or ever could.

But after this Foreword, let me now step aside and leave my reader alone with these words
that I wrote about Jesus in 1939.

EGEE R S

Jesus is for everyone. So the Church has taught. So practically all the world takes for granted.

But gradually it has come to seem to me preposterous that Jesus and his message could ever
have been so conceived. Do we expect everyone to understand the theory of atomic fission,
or to appreciate the last quartets of Beethoven? The treasures and deep secrets of the
universe do not lie so open as this. In truth, they are very well guarded. Neither force nor
presumption will ever unlock them. And in Jesus there was one greater than either
Beethoven or our foremost physicist. To understand such a seer, one must be very much of
a seer oneself. There is no other way.

But in trying to nmke the teaching of Jesus a teaching for everyone, it was inevitable that the
teaching should be dragged down to the level of those to whom it was preached. That is, it
was perverted into the opposite of Jesus. Sheep (which the great masses of people are) can
hardly be expected to appreciate the virtues of the lion. And while Jesus was tender, he was
no less terrible. We have remembered his talk of love (as is natural to sheep), but we have
almost entirely ignored (as again is natural) his insistence on the place of hate and of the
sword—or, if you prefer, of really having one master, and keeping one’s eye utterly single,
and of having a God whom you love with your entire being,

Organized Christianity has looked too long and too far afield for the Anti-Christ. The Anti-
Christ is none other than Jesus himself. For “Christ” is the name for what Christianity has
made of Jesus, and what Christianity has made of Jesus is the gpposite of what Jesus himself
actually was.

Let me turn first to examine the conception covered by the word “Christ,” which, in the
large, is the conception of Jesus that organized Christianity has been giving to the world



since it first became a significant institution. It is the conception that has been the
established, the prevailing, and the orthodox view of the Church, the conception—by the
way—with which I grew up. We will try, next, to piece together from the fragments of
historical evidence that have come down to us, what sort of person Jesus himself must
actually have been. And in each case, both for the conception that is behind the word
“Christ” and for the conception I put behind the word “Jesus,” we will examine his mission,
his teaching about life, and the field where he chose to plant his seed.

First, then, I present the view of the Church.

The mission of the Christ was to “save the world.” There was a transaction between the
“Father” and the “Son,” and the Son’s part in this, the Christ’s part, was to “pay the price.”
Man'’s part may have been to “believe in” him, which was to believe something about him,
believe that he was God, or that he actually did pay the price. But the Christ’s part was to die
for man’s sin and so to “make atonement” for man’s shortcomings, to “fix it up” with God.
Such was the belief, and such was the teaching;

In fulfillment of this mission, the only parts of his life that really were relevant were his
alleged virgin birth, his death on the cross, and his resurrection. Conception without bodily
passion made it possible for a divine life to enter human flesh. Thus was it ensured that the
destined victim should be man paying the price for man, and yet divine, so that the sacrifice
could have the necessary value to compensate for the sins committed.

The life thus conceived is not so much superhuman as un-human. It has no organic
connection with human life. It is shaped according to the cold hard demands of an abstract,
mechanical and mechanizing logic. It is something done for man, to be sure, yet neither as
inspiration nor as example. It is merely the fulfillment of a transaction.

In Protestantism, of course, and in so-called modern times (as I shall point out later), there
has been an effort to stress the significance of Christ’s life and his place as a reformer, but it
never really fitted in with the rest of the picture nor was it ever very effective.

Of Christ’s psychology (according to the Church), of the thinking that went on in his head in
connection with his part in the transaction, it can only be said that it was utterly unreal. He
might as well have had no head. Certainly he did not need any. Anything in the way of a
problem, or consequent doubt, was pure pose and pretense. He knew from the beginning
why he was on Earth and how his life must end. And as he had divine power there was
never any question but that he would carry out his part faithfully and fully. He was an actor
with his role all laid out for him. Indeed, he was little better than a puppet pulled by heavenly
strings.

With us, on the other hand, the greatest struggle is not so much to do what one sees, as to
see—amidst all the conflict of values and loyalties, to be sure. We fail not so much from lack
of courage as from lack of certitude. Which is to say that the experience of the Christ simply
lies outside our world. It does not touch us. It is dead, alien, other, mechanical—like a
dynamo, if you will, something that we may be able to use for our advantage, but which
really does not touch the springs of our own human existence. The teaching, therefore, that



the Christ really took human flesh upon himself and was “in all points tempted like as we
are,” simply has no foundation. It would hardly be too much to say that it is a hoax.

The character that the Christ manifested was quite in keeping with his life purpose. He was
sinless. And indeed, as this purpose was conceived, this was logjcally necessary. The sin
against an infinite God could not be paid for by the death of any ordinary man, but only by
the death of one who was perfect. So—the Christ, though “tempted like as we are,” was yet
“without sin.”

Moreover, the “perfection” that we see consists largely of the feminine, and herd, virtues.
The Christ is represented as the essence of unselfishness, charitableness, forgiveness,
humility, patience, pity. His life was one of doing good, of helping others, of service. For the
ordinary churchgoer, it is epitomized in his parable of the Good Samaritan and in the
miracles of healing. He is the Good Shepherd, the Shepherd of the sheep. His work was
largely an expression of pity—for the weak, the sick, the defective, the inferior, the suffering
and the sorrowful. He is love all over.

And as for his teaching about life, this, like the kind of life he lived, was really, or at least
logically, without significance. All that finally counted was his death, his paying the price on
the cross.

In reform movements, to be sure, the effort has been made, as already intimated, to stress
Christ’s teaching and his example, but really this effort has always been brought to nought by
residues of the orthodox belief or by the almost total lack of comprehension of what Jesus’
teaching was.

The orthodox teaching has been, virtually, (1) that all of us are born in sin, are evil, and in
and of ourselves are worms and nothings; (2) that on this Earth we cannot be like Jesus,
since he was God and we are human; (3) that, moreover, we do not need to be like Jesus,
since he “fixes it up” for our shortcomings, anyway. Look at the logic of it: no one ainbe
like Jesus; no one reed be like Jesus. The natural conclusion, and in any case the actual result,
is that no one tries to be like Jesus. The most conspicuous thing about the life in the
Christian Church is the almost total absence of any wholehearted attempt to put the teaching
of Jesus into practice. Everyone is content to do the very thing that Jesus himself
condemned: everyone cries “Lord, Lord,” but no one addresses himself to the difficult and
painful, yet always possible task of actually doing what “the Lord” so obviously said.

And why should anyone do so? Such teaching as we have had, has cut the very taproot of
moral earnestness and spiritual endeavor. It may all be very true that none shall see for
another, not one; and none eat for another, not one; and none climb for another, not one;
that none, God, man or devil, so long as we remain responsible growing creatures, shall take
the place of, or be any substitute for, any other. But seeing, eating, climbing, and getting over
hurdles and recovering from falls are all costly, perhaps painful. And in most people there is
a lazy streak. If they can be made to believe that there is an elevator to the top of the
mountain, they will ride rather than climb. And they flock to bargain counters. They love to
get much for little, something for nothing, and are all too ready to get into the show without
paying if they can believe that free tickets are available. Of course it is all a delusion. None



an stand for another; and there is no substitute whatever for our own struggle. He who
would get the view and the air that go with mountaintops, must himself climb there. There is
no other way. But the teaching that has been given to us has lulled to sleep men who could
have climbed, and would have climbed, so that they have laid down and, spiritually, died in
their tracks. And each man who makes a mistake pays the price, internally if not externally;
and he pays it immediately. If, with his soul, he sees one thing and yet allows himself to do
another, that soul of his, his sensitiveness to all that is a matter of value, his aliveness in the
realm of all life’s meanings, will go a little bit soft, lose its edge, and begin to die. If he keeps
on thus, it will die altogether. And there is no forgiveness whatever, either of man or of
God, that can make him as he was before. He shall rewer be where he was before, let alone go
higher, until again and again he shall have met the same sort of issue in which before he was
false, and this time proved true. The law is: Do uhat you see or Q blind. Everyone is entrusted
with a measure of spiritual comprehension—some with a measure that might be represented
by “ten talents,” and others with only five or one. How much one starts with does not so
much matter. But there is one law that holds equally for all: if you use what you have you
will get more. But if for any reason you fail to use it, if you take it and, as it were, wrap it in a
napkin and bury it in the ground, you will wake up at last to discover that even what you
started with has been taken away.

And this is the worst of the matter. The worst is not that the Church has perpetrated upon
mankind a pious hoax, and turned the life and teaching of Jesus into a piece of hocus-pocus,
an imaginary transaction to counteract imaginary sin to get people into an imaginary heaven.
(For there is no such heaven as people picture, and the sins people labor under are mostly of
man’s making, and the transaction never took place.) Neither is the worst that the Church
has made promises that are utterly impossible to fulfill and that thereby people are lulled into
a false sense of security.

It is rather that they are thus led to trifle with the only real Life, with their spiritual
potentialities, with the comprehension, the instinct, the sensitiveness, intuition and living
impulse, which alone can lift them to heights and hang rainbows over them, and give them
stars—in short, give their days on Earth some meaning, some value, some significance. It is
the crime of the Church against Life not only that it promises a life it does not and cannot
give, but that it takes away from men the real life they did have, and which might have gone
no one knows how far. In the beginning they saw, but led by the Church to believe that
doing is not necessary, that Jesus will “fix it up” with God, it comes about that they “see and
do not”—as Jesus said of the Pharisees. (Matt. 23:3) And presently they are not able any
longer even to see. They “see and do not” and are not aware that they do not do. They are
talse and do not knowthat they are false. They are stone-blind, and it never enters their heads
that they are blind. All sense of reality in their moral and spiritual existence has vanished.
They live in an artificial world, a world of imaginary values, which cuts them off from all
actuality, so that their organic spiritual existence slowly starves to death. It doesn’t work. It
doesn’t eat. It doesn't digest, assimilate, or excrete. Shut off from food and light and air, it
languishes and dies. Dies because it never exerted itself, never kicked, or used its fists, or
raised its voice, or got up and went anywhere. It allowed itself slowly to be wound about
with grave-cloths, over its eyes, and ears, and mouth, and around its arms and hands, and
legs and feet. And now it’s a mummy. People walk around, talk and laugh, but within their
breasts all the while is a mummy, a dead thing, a corpse. And presently it rots, and stinks,



and infects, and poisons everyone who comes near. Until today almost our whole society is
poisoned—poisoned above all with false values, which make our whole direction false, and
the sickness is so prevalent that it escapes notice and is looked upon as health, while the truly
healthy man, instead of being recognized as the norm and held up for admiration, is
regarded with suspicion and pressed to become sick like the rest.

And it is the Church, with its paralyzing conception “Christ,” that has done this thing. The
Church has been the great enemy of the Life of man. In the parable, the sower sowed seed
in his field, hoping that it would grow each according to its kind, in fulfillment of the shape
and color and strength it bore within itself. But in the night an enemy came and sowed tares
in the field. But the tares were not so bad as what the Church has done to the field. With the
tares the seed could at least struggle. Some of it might come to be what it was meant to be.
But the Church has sterilized the soil, so that nothing would grow at all—so that even the
weeds grow sickly. The Church has taken away man’s belief in his innermost self, which is
his belief in Life. It has taken away his struggle, without which there is no growth, no
tulfillment. It has not, as it were, told the seed that it was a life-and-death necessity to
struggle—to get its own roots deep down into the soil, to food and drink, and to force its
tender shoots up towards the sky, to sun and air. On the contrary, it has told the seed that all
this costly and painful labor has been done for it, by another, and that if only the seed would
accept this as fact and rest in it, eventually it would be transplanted to another garden and be
miraculously transformed into full-grown and perfect flowers. But there isn’t any other
garden. Regardless of locale, all life is one. So that the net result is that the garden remains
barren and bare. The seed, which might have come to every sort of flower and fruit, comes
to nothing, It rots in the ground. And it was this that made Nietzsche to declare that the two
greatest stupefiers of the Western world have been alcohol and Christianity:!

To be sure, a measure of moral earnestness has persisted in the face of the Church teaching,
There have been those ready to ask what we must think of the sincerity, not to mention the
divinity, of a teacher who tells men to do what he knows beforehand they airot do. Ever
and anon, therefore, it has been insisted that Jesus meant just what he said, as for example,
by men as far apart in time and space as St. Francis, Tolstoy, Gandhi and Bernard Shaw. But
the effort to take Jesus” teaching seriously and to find some vital significance in his life as
well as in his death has been nearly all misdirected owing to the gross misunderstanding as to
what Jesus’ purpose was.

Among modern “liberals,” effort has evidenced its lack of comprehension, as well as its lack
of really deep moral earnestness, by taking its departure from the parable of the Good
Samaritan and the conception of Jesus as the Good Shepherd. The emphasis has been on
the herd virtues, and in our midst has appeared the “social gospel,” which its protagonists
have thought to be of profound significance, a great rediscovery of Jesus. Everybody
accordingly wanted to find some place where he could “help others”—some slum, some
teeble-minded, some heathen, some underprivileged, some sick, or sorrowful, or suffering.
Would you be a true Christian, then—"do good.” “Service” became the cry of the age.
Presently everything became “service”—even government, even profit-seeking and profit-
making business. Service! And everyone tried to find someone or something to “do good” fo.
It was the way of being Christian, of putting Jesus” teaching into practice. That is to say; it
was the way of climbing in the social scale of the religious world—of gaining virtue,



especially the name of virtue, with all the powers that go with the name. Though of course it
was all very “unselfish.” The unselfishness was inherent in the doing good. To do good, one
had to be “unselfish,” don’t you know?

No, I am afraid that I do not know anything of the kind. What I do know is that all this had
rather little to do with the teaching of Jesus. Actually, it was but another artifice by which
men awided the teaching of Jesus, and yet hid from their own eyes the fact that they were
avoiding it. It was another means of self-deception. They put up as the teaching of Jesus
what in truth was rof the teaching of Jesus, or at best, but an incidental part of it. And then,
with this relatively easy and unimportant thing done, they let themselves feel self-righteous
and superior: they were in the light, in the spiritual vanguard of mankind; it was their mission
to open the eyes of their benighted brethren, the believers in the old-fashioned Gospel, to
the “selfishness” of trying to get one’s own little soul to heaven. One must forget one’s self,
even one’s soul, and become urselfish, utterly absorbed, like the Good Shepherd, like them,
in “helping others.” And yet all the while, commonly, they were only running away from
themselves, and dressing up this running away so that they would not see that they were
running away.

To be sure, wherever the human heart has been sensitive and has felt an underlying unity
with the life of all mankind, men have tended to lend a hand as they went the way that
belonged to them, and have undertaken to remedy abuses under which other people were
crushed or broken. And whenever society has been soundly constituted, it has been
recognized that the welfare of the mass of the people was one of the first responsibilities of
those in power. But all this to-do about the social gospel, this tearing around to change
someone else or to effect some reform has never had anything very deep about it, or
significant, nothing especially connected with what distinguished the life and teaching of
Jesus. Certainly he never talked, as the social gospelites talk so fulsomely, about “advancing”
the Kingdom of God. I venture to say this conception never so much as entered his head.
He does not seem to have shared our idea of progress, and maybe ue shall get over it after a
while.

Jesus did not envisage an advance of the whole mass. The possibility of movement
depended on seeing, and see the mass of the people could not. They were without either eyes
or ears for the world he lived in. For his purposes they were dead, debris, obstruction to
those who could move, trees that could not bring forth fruit and were fit only to be cut
down and burned. For him the Kingdom of God was nothing that required any
“advancing.” It was not like some old prairie wagon or royal chariot that had to be pushed
laboriously up a hill. The Kingdom of God did not require any doing-to-it at all. It already
was, it existed, as a present reality. It was a way of seeing life, oneself, other people, the world,
the universe. It was a way of seeing that made everything look profoundly different. It was a
way of seeing that depended upon having a certain kind of eyes, a new and added faculty of
perception, which most people lacked. And the whole task was to lize then and there acording to
this different umy of seeing, right in the face of a world that was blind to it. Obviously, therefore,
he was no reformer. Success at reform depends upon being ahead, but only a little ahead, of
the thinking of one’s day, upon rallying to one’s support large numbers of very mediocre
people (if one goes in for numbers, they will of necessity be mediocre); of being sheep
enough to attract sheep and to hold onto sheep. One must not put up the hurdles too high.



One must not go too far ahead, lest one lose one’s hold on the sheep and fail to keep them
at one’s heels.

But no such was Jesus. He was no sheep, and he was not looking for sheep. He did nothing
to attract the mass or to keep the mass with him. He was one who had cut loose from the
mass, cut all the bonds by which the mass could hold him, and was bent on going as far as
he could go, though he had to go entirely alone. He did not try to reform anything—not
poverty, or slavery, or prostitution, or war. He believed that if one had eyes for that kind of
seeing that belongs to the Kingdom of God, and could be severe enough on oneself to live
according to one’s own seeing rather than the world'’s, this simple living of one’s own honest
life, this mere letting one’s light shine, would in the long run count more, even as regards
change in social institutions, than any kind of social tinkering and patching, more even than
any revolution that stopped short with a mere change in society’s externals. He believed in
direct action. He believed in beginning with what was nearest, with himself, where he was.
Here was his first responsibility, here the effect was most sure, and here his ability to
produce the effect was greatest. In any case, effect or no effect, if he was sincere, here he
must begin. If he really believed so much in this better world the social gospelites raise such
a sweat about, it would be necessary for him to get at least himself ready actually to live in
such a world.

But not so the social gospelites. Simply to be an honest man, simply to stake everything on
being true to one’s own highest vision, that would be too small a task for one of their
capabilities. Moreover, if such a course were not tangibly and demonstrably effective in
helping somebody, saving somebody, or ameliorating some social condition, it was all
“selfishness”—and the thought of any sort of selfishness was abhorrent to the social
gospelites. It was all right even to keep a slave in your own kitchen if only it gained you more
time to talk against slavery! But all the while, to those who had eyes, it was evident enough
that the social gospelite was moved by the same selfishness that in other people he
condemned. Only in him it was more odious, because it was not honest and aboveboard. In
fact, his sanctimonious philosophizing was but an effort to avoid that most difficult and
painful and costly task of putting his own ideals and convictions into practice, by letting
himself become engrossed in taking those ideals and convictions to other people. His
dishonesty, his cowardice, his ladc of real love, all the escapism of it, he hid from his own
eyes by turning it into a duty, a mission, the very imitation of Christ himself. And thus, at
little cost to his own comfort, he was able to sun himself in the feeling that he was better
than other people, and to rise to one of the front seats of the synagogue.

Another attempt to take Jesus” life and teaching seriously is very well illustrated by Tolstoy.
But Tolstoy lacked the direct inner perception and simplicity of the child of the spirit. He
was a rationalist. For every position he took he had to have his reasons—if necessary, even
to the fiftieth. And the teaching contained in Jesus” so-called Sermon on the Mount, the
spirit of which is like air and light, he undertook to grasp and fasten in the hard iron grip of
his mind. But behold! when he opened his hand, all that was there were “Jesus’ five little
rules,” as he called them: the light and life that are in the Sermon on the Mount were gone.
Passed through the mill of his mind, all that came out was—another moral code. And by no
axle, by no rules of ondud, can anyone live, though it be the Ten Commandments or even the
Sermon on the Mount, so long as it be received as a set of fixed forms of right behavior. For



all life, so long as it remains alive, lives from within, from within itself, according to its own
bent and direction, and not according to any set forms, however ideal some mind may have
conceived them. The idealizing power of the mind becomes a dead hand on life when we
allow it to force our living impulses into deeds and ways of approved and standardized
pattern. No unspoiled and untamed life ever wants to “be good.” It wants to be itself. It
scorns human approval, and refuses to twist itself out of shape in order to be like others.
Unspoiled life is ever breaking the moral codes of society, in order to be true to itself. It has
its own good and its own evil, which are in sternest and strictest relation to an inner behest.
For it ever lives by the impulse that comes from the depths of its innermost being.

Jesus, therefore, cannot be useful to us even as an example. If we make him our pattern and
authority, if we take what he said as true because he said it, or try to do what he did because
he did it, then he whom men have thought of as their Saviour will become our destroyer.
For, again, all that lives must live from within itself. What a man does and the way he goes
must come out of what he himself sees and believes, as his fingernails come out of his blood,
as leaves come out of a tree. Otherwise his deeds are like a foliage that has been, as it were,
pinned on a tree, pinned on for the sake of some concern for appearance that he has not
enough pride and love of life in him to despise and hate and refuse. Foliage, which,
moreover, the first storm will strip off, leaving him naked and exposed to the public gaze for
what he really is. But when a little oak sapling, a few inches high, finds itself growing in the
presence of a maple tree a hundred feet tall and over a hundred years old, it does not, for all
its immaturity, try to copy the older and bigger tree. And if the oak sapling did thus try to
copy the maple tree, what kind of an oak tree would you get? Nor when you plant a potato
in the ground does it roll its eye around to see how the cabbage grows. But each, so long as
it lives, struggles with all the strength in it, to unfold after its own kind, after the shape and
color and size it bears within its own heart.

There is no use, therefore, in trying to wear the coat that Jesus wore. It might have fitted him
perfectly. But he had a different father and mother from any one of us. He lived in a
different age, and its problems were different. There is no coat made that will fit you or me.
We must grow our own as a turtle grows its own shell, as every son of woman grows his
own skin. If we try to wear another man’s coat, it will only bind us when we come to strike a
blow, so that we cannot swing with our full force; or its long sleeves, dangling (it may be)
below our finger tips, will get our hands all tangled up just when they are suddenly needed to
grasp a situation. No, regardless of what kind of a figure we may cut, the only way is to keep
our own coat. That will never come off, and, like one’s naked skin, it will fit perfectly. There
is nothing else in which a man can run so fleetly, or strike so hard, or dance with such
abandon.

Therefore, let not a man copy Jesus. What he is to follow is not Jesus, but what Jesus himself
followed. Let him find the God within himself, and let him love that God, as Jesus loved his,
with all his heart, and all his soul, and all his strength, and all his mind—with all the passion
of his being. Let him realize that this God within him is his real Self, the core of himself,
what he is in his innermost being, and that He contains all the promise of what he may
become. The will of his God is his own holiest and deepest desire. And in finding Him he
has come home—to himself. Therefore let a man stand forth in what he really is: and in
obeying every glance and whispered behest of his innermost will, let him be as ready to be a



child, or a fool, or a “failure” as Jesus was. Then will he also speak with authority and not
like the Scribes. And he will not need to quote Jesus and the Prophets to bolster up his own
uncertainty. He will be as ready, if need be, to say of Jesus and the Prophets, as Jesus said of
Moses and the Prophets, “They have told you so and so, but I tell you the direct opposite.”
And his authority? His own experience—his own inner perception. He sees, and what he
sees he s115, and does—and that is enough.

As our inspirer, therefore, Jesus serves us, or not at all. But—yet again his inspiration is to be
ourselves, as he was himself—not at all to get men to copy after him, to turn themselves into
an imitation of him, which must ever be but a poor thing as compared with the original.
Even as the sun, in its shining, does not attempt to turn every plant it shines upon into a
sunflower, but to make all that grows rore alize after its oun kind.

We have been examining what lies behind the concept “Christ,” which is what the Church,
down through the centuries, has made of Jesus. And we have seen that in its most direct
results it turned men away from life, sucked life out of them, was the arch-betrayer of the
Life in men. Under its touch men died, died in their souls, remained dead in life, as under the
touch of some leprosy or some creeping palsy. And even when there has been an effort to
take the life and teaching of Jesus seriously, it has resulted in little more than the soft
sentimentality of humanitarianism and the escapism and hypocrisy latent in the social gospel,
or in the barrenness and slavery of another moral code.

All this, obviously enough, was exactly suited to the plane on which the masses of the people
of every land and age have always lived. It was suited to people of little perception and feeble
aspiration, weak of will and recoiling from pain, afraid to think for themselves or to stand
alone, feeling freest and most content when they were like everyone else (or at least, not too
urlike)—grains of sand in a sand pile, knowing nothing of a life of their own, seized with
panic at the thought of undertaking to stand up in the face of the world and of the universe
by a certainty and a strength they found wholly and solely within themselves. In short, it was
for the sheep. And as the sheep are in the overwhelming majority and naturally always seek
to enhance their importance, and in this case, moreover, were making the pronouncement,
they have always declared that their religion was a universal one, it was for all men, its field
was the world. And if there were any for whom it was intended especially, it was for the
poor, the weak, the sick, the defeated, the lowly, and sinners and outcasts. But there was one
part of the population to whom it really offered nothing. These were the well-constituted,
and healthy, and beautiful, and capable, and strong, and proud. But as these were relatively
few, and as it was always the part of the sheep to bring down these people who carried their
heads high and who walked much alone, and to infect them with the sickness of the mass
and to make them also like the rest, it was to be expected that no exception should be made
for them. It applied to them even though, as yet, it was still rejected. Ultimately it was
indeed—for everybody.

But such a position as this Jesus himself would have been one of the first to reject, and in no
uncertain terms. And I should like now to present, in contrast to what the Church has made
of Jesus, what it seems to me Jesus himself and his teaching were actually like. The material
for this picture I gather almost entirely from the so-called Synoptic Gospels, Matthew, Mark,
and Luke. These, as scholars have long recognized, and as the word “synoptic” itself means,



were written from a common point of view. They are the earliest of the four Gospels, and,
as against John, they are in very substantial agreement with one another. So that, if one
wants an authentic record of what Jesus actually did and said, the nearest he can come to it is
in these three Gospels. John, on the other hand, is in an entirely different class. It is not, and
on the whole I should say it rather obviously is not intended to be, an historical record. It
has, rather, all the atmosphere of an interpretation. It was an attempt, on the part of its
author, to represent what Jesus had meint to him. But in any case, this picture of Jesus in
John cannot be reconciled with the picture of Jesus presented in the Synoptics. It is simply
impossible. One must take one’s choice. In Matthew, Mark and Luke, Jesus really walks the
Earth, and his body has substance and weight. Whereas in John he does not walk, he s,
as one might imagine a ghost moving, without legs, as a shadow moves. In the Synoptics
Jesus” voice vibrates to his changing mood. His spirit loves and hates, and caresses and
curses, and pleads and labors, or exults and sings and dances. It is vibrant, flexible, varied.
But in John it seems always hushed, repressed, pious, something like the tone in which the
preacher today reads it. The book has no passion in it, no reality. You can put your hand
through it, as it seems you could have through Jesus” body. The whole atmosphere of it is
repressed, oriental, ethereal, supernal, eerie. How can anyone let the statements of a book
like that stand against the contrary statements of books like the Synoptics? From the latter,
in spite of the rubbish of the miracles, you feel standing forth the figure of a man who,
whatever else he may have been, was real, who could bleed and who could stab.

But worse than this is the complete change as regards the person, and purpose, and teaching
of Jesus. In the Synoptics the important thing was how you lived, what you loved, and how
much you loved. Jesus does not point to himself. Rather he always points on to God. What
one thinks of him does not greatly matter. A man cries, “What shall I do to inherit eternal
life”—or, as we should more likely put it today, “What must I do if I want really to lize?”
Jesus had reason to consider his answer well, and his answer was, “Thou shalt love the Lord
thy God with all the passion of thy being; and thy neighbor as thyself. This do, and thou shalt
live.” Really live. Know what really living is. But there is no mention of himself. This saying,
however, is confined to the Synoptics.

In John, on the other hand, Jesus occupies the center of the stage, and the stage is a time-less
and place-less stage, a world-stage, a stage suspended in the middle of the universe—in
short, an unreal stage. And from this stage, this imaginary stage, he utters eternal truths for
all mankind. He does not talk to the actual individual or group of people in front of him.
They are almost like dummies, stooges, set there to give Jesus a show of justification for a
long disquisition on some idea or other. And it seems that he speaks less to be understood
than to make an impression—one is almost tempted to say, to show off his superior
wisdom. In the Synoptics, on the other hand, everything is said, as it were, at high noon.
Everything stands out sharp and clear. And the purpose is to ke clear, to reveal, to let light
in, to be understood, and, at that, to be understood by the people to whom he was talking,
Whereas, in John, it often seems that Jesus” purpose is not to illumine but to obfuscate. To
“love your enemies” and to “judge no man,” injunctions found only in the Synoptics, may be
very difficult to do, but they are not difficult to understand. But when he is made to talk
about himself as the “bread of life” or about the “vine and the branches” (which occurs only
in John), one feels confronted not so much with the inherent, impenetrable, and eternal
mystery of life, but with mystification. The razor-edged masculine “hard sayings” and the



simple luminous similies of clear direct child-like inner gaze, which you get in the Synoptics,
are replaced by the soft, sugar-sweet, feminine fairy-airy generalities and abstractions that the
reasoning faculty has fabricated in John. Mystery is made more mysterious. The listeners are
not let in but held off. Jesus talks over their heads. He does so deliberately. His unavowed
but real purpose is not to reveal but to impress. The teaching is less important than the
teacher. The effort is to make Jesus sound like a God. The effort is to make people feel that
he is God, Son of God. The only trouble is that this God-Jesus does not talk so well as the
man-Jesus of the Synoptics. His teaching is less deep, less clear, less beautiful; and there is far
less love behind it.

From the point of view of the teaching, the drop from the Synoptics to John is really
enormous. The “hard sayings” are gone entirely: there is nothing about judging not,
condemning not, never being angry, not resisting evil, loving one’s enemies; nothing about
“if a man does not part with all that he hath, he cannot be my disciple”; nothing about “if
any man comes unto me and does not hate his father and his mother . . . and his wife and his
children . . . and his own life also, he cannot be my disciple”; nothing against repetitious
formal prayers and praying in public, or about the absolute necessity of rising above all one’s
resentment: “forgive all men always.” The talk is constantly about “love,” and in a soft
“loving” voice, but nowhere is there the Synoptics” clear definition of u#ut you are to love,
without which all loving becomes but softness, sentimentality, effeminacy. The author of the
Gospel of John must somehow have lacked full manhood.

The worst thing about the Gospel of John is that it does riot aut into life. The central question is
no longer how to live, but only what you thirk about Jesus. “God so loved the world that he
gave his only begotten Son that whosoever believeth on him. . .” “He that believeth in me,
though he were dead, yet shall he live.” No matter what these lines may have meant to the
man who wrote them, there is no question but that for the Church, even for the authorized
teachers of the Church, the “belief” spoken of here has meant “belief that Jesus died for
you.” From the Synoptics’” emphasis on Life, innermost perception and vital effort, from
something involving your entire being, there is a qualitative drop in John to a mere matter of
what you think, of something you can turn over in your head: “Jesus was born of a virgin,”
“Jesus died on the cross.” The rigorous, vital, moral demand of the Synoptics has given way
to something that may mean no more than the acceptance or rejection of an idea, without its
necessarily having any effect whatever on all the rest of your life. The message of John is
therefore apart from living, something even against living, because it placed emphasis not on
living but on a mere idea, on the importance of having the correct, the approved idea, and
not even on an idea about life but only on an idea about something that was itself apart from
life, unreal.

Here, in the Gospel of John, and in the Apostle Paul, we have the beginning of that shift
from an insistence on the primary importance of how you live to an emphasis on what you
think about Jesus. And it was this shift that was finally to result in that denial and opposite of
Jesus, that frustration and betrayal of Jesus, which is organized Christianity. For the Church
is due less to Jesus than to Paul, and it always has taken its picture of Jesus less from the
Synoptics than from the Paul-like Gospel of John. Though in so doing churchmen have
revealed their lack both of taste and of perspicacity in spiritual things.



But for myself I rgiect John, as I reject Paul. My picture of Jesus, as I believe he actually was,
will be based upon material I find in the Synoptics.

But I am by no means able to accept everything even in Matthew, Mark, and Luke. But if
one is going to select, one must have means by which to make sure that one does not merely

pick out such parts as fit into a picture that is preconceived. My means seem to be chiefly
three.

First, for help in resolving conflicts between the different records, or between the record and
my reason, I turn to the scientific assistance of Higher Criticism. The correction of a text
may immediately lift the obscurity that has long hung over a passage, and make its meaning
both clear and consistent with its context. The absence of any mention of the “virgin birth”
of Jesus in Mark, the earliest Gospel, the references in the body of the Synoptics to Jesus as
“the carpenter’s son,” or the like, and the inclusion of the genealogies of Joseph, which are
simply irrelevant and their presence in the text meaningless except on the assumption that
Joseph was Jesus” father, all make it easy and yet sound to reject the birth stories almost in
toto. Joseph was Jesus’ father, and the birth stories are simply a halo with which pious
followers, with great reverence but with little comprehension, attempted to express their
wondering adoration, long after the events recorded. Also, the discovery that the oldest
manuscript of the earliest Gospel—i.e., Mark—ends with Chapter xvi, verse 8, before there
is any allegation that Jesus was ever seen in the body after his body was dead and buried,
lends support to the conviction, towards which reason of its own accord inclines, that the
appearances to the various disciples were later additions, accepted because they helped to
substantiate a growing belief in Jesus as the Redeemer. That belief was of great importance
for the post-mortem attempts to understand and explain what had happened on Golgotha,
but for which, actually, there was no factual evidence. At first no one knew anything about
either a virgin birth or a resurrection.

The miracles fall into two classes. There are the cases of mental healing, These I have least
difficulty in accepting. The presence of any man who is whole, who is deeply at peace with
himself and with the universe, is very quieting and ordering to anyone who is nervously or
mentally unstrung, That sort of thing happens even nowadays. The other group of miracles,
such as the walking on the water, the healing of the blind, the raising of the dead, I frankly
incline to reject altogether, simply on the ground that such things do not happen. Those
dead to the point where organic disintegration has set in, do not rise—ever. But when it
comes to the walking on the water and the healing of blindness, I must admit that I can no
longer be so dogmatic as I might have been ten years ago.> When science is confirming the
mystic’s perception that matter as it presents itself to our eyes and to our consciousness
simply does not exist, that matter is only something stamped upon our energy that reaches
the subconscious receiving-apparatus of our organism and has no reality except for a
receiving-apparatus of the human sort; when trained and experienced scientific observers of
the English Society for Psychical Research can report (and show actual photographs to
support their statements) that a certain Indian yogi had walked across a prepared bed of red-
hot coals, some fifteen feet wide, without any apparent injury even to the skin of his feet,
whereas the feet of others who attempted the same thing were so blistered that they were
forced to give it up;* when a scientist of the standing of Alexis Carrel, famous as a winner of
the Nobel Prize and for brilliant biologjcal research at the Rockefeller Institute, can soberly



record “his awe at seeing a large cancerous sore on a workman’s hand shrivel to a scar
before his eyes,” and cures of other sorts involving an alteration in the whole human
organisi, effected either by the faith or prayer of the patient himself or even by the faith or
prayer of someone else nearby>—in view of all this, it has become almost impossible for me
to draw the line anywhere and say, “This cannot happen.” I don't k nowuhat ain happen. I don’t
know what can riot happen.

Nevertheless, I must admit that for me, for my conception of Jesus, the miracles are most
unimportant. The whole lot of them, even if they were all true, would not weigh heavily. For
one thing, there is internal evidence enough, if one but have the eyes to see it, that Jesus
himself did not like doing them, did not like having people come to him for this sort of
thing ¢ Their self-centered absorption in being relieved of their physical ailments got in the
way of his real purpose. He was combing the land for men who had eyes to see and ears to
hear, whose spirits hungered and thirsted for what he had found, and throbbed and leaped in
response to what they heard him say—about Life, Life here and now; and in all the length
and breadth of the land he was able to find only a few, only a handful. Instead, all these sick,
crippled, defective people throng him and with importunity demand his time and strength—
the blind, the deaf, the lame, the leprous—yes, they actually bring their dead to him—to him
who showed how he felt about the dead when he said, “Let the dead be attended to by those
who are spmtua]ly dead, but go you and preach the good news.” (Luke 9:60). Just picture
this swarming mass of diseased humanity—limping, crawlmg, dripping, smelling—pressing
close to plead piteously for some sort of salve—not caring at all about Life as Jesus saw it,
not at all about quality of Life, about that complete renovation of Life, from the very core
out, that he had achieved in himself and that he was eager to help other men to achieve.
What, therefore, could there be in common between Jesus and these people with their lust
for healings? What could they be but an obstacle to him, something that stood befuzer him
and his purpose?

No, I am afraid that in spite of Alexis Carrel and the Indian yogj, I cannot believe these
miracles happened. 1 may be unable to deny their possibility, but I cannot believe that, as a
matter of fact, they did happen. Or, if they did, it was the result of some intangible power
that involuntarily emanated from Jesus, which people felt and sought to bring themselves
within reach of. But Jesus himself—no. He must have felt about it more like Mohammed,
who “disclaimed supernatural powers” 7 and solemnly enjoined upon his followers that they
were never to attempt miracles. More like Vivekananda, who, in spite of stupendous mental
powers, never attempted any miraculous work of healing, Or Whitman, or Blake, or Tagore,
or Gandhi. Men like these, men in considerable part of Jesus’ purpose and caliber, simply do
not do this kind of thing;

In any case, the miracles are not important. Jesus’ stature, his divinity if you will, is not and
cannot be evidenced by walking on water or healing of any sort whatever. It is evidenced in
the profundity of his insight into the meaning of Life; the singleness of purpose and depth
of devotion with which he is able to give up his family, the possibility of marriage, his
security, his good name, even his influence; the strength by which he is able to stand up in
the face of all the powers and authority of his age, absolutely alone, sure of his values and his
course by a certainty he found only within himself. This is magnificent. But for me the



miracles would only spoil the picture. They really do not fit in. It is only they who do not
have eyes or ears for Jesus who want mindes.

The first means of sifting the material in the Synoptics, therefore, is reason, and her
handmaid, Higher Criticism.

My second method is one to which I got the cue from the opening chapter of Edmond
Holmes’ The Cread Of Christ.s He says that the incomprehension and the opposed belief and
weakness of ordinary human nature, in which any great man’s life and teaching are immersed
and by which they are followed, constitute in effect a wash of time, which tends to wear
down and even to carry away all that lies in its path. And whenever a given boulder has been
able to survive this wash and wear, it is the surest evidence that it belongs not to some
sedimentary deposit but to the basic igneous work of the original teaching, Thus there were
three classes of incidents and sayings that the early Christian community would have liked
very much to get rid of, to wash out of their records and out of their memories. These were
(a) the teachings that were beyond their comprehension and contrary to the tradition they
had grown up on—such, for example, as Jesus’ teaching about the Kingdom of God; (b) the
sayings or evidence that did not fit in with the slowly forming orthodoxy about Jesus
himself. A case in point is his reply to the man who said to him, “Good Master, what shall I
do to inherit eternal life?” His reply was, “Why do you call r¢ good? None is good save one,
even God.” And this, of course, was contrary to the trend toward making Jesus divine and
pertect. Likewise the genealogies, tracing his ancestry through Joseph, do not fit in with the
growing desire to believe he had been born of a virgin. Finally, (c), we have all the “hard
sayings,” which struck right in the teeth of human nature. A psychologist whom I was
reading fifteen years or more ago, whose name slips me, declared that Jesus’ teaching
virtually called for the sublimation of every one of our instincts. It strikes at the very root of
the life of the ego, which for most people is life itself, the only life they can conceive of. And
this everyone of us without exception, at least at the outset and for a while, resists with all
the strength of these threatened instincts combined. If there were any parts of the record
upon which the wash of two thousand years must have been harder than upon any other,
any parts that a hundred generations have wanted and tried especially to get rid of, it must
have been these “hard sayings.” “Judge not,” “condemn not,” “forgive all men always,” “no
man can serve two masters,” “be not anxious about what ye shall eat, but simply seek ye first
the Kingdom of God, and all these things shall be yours in addition,” “whosoever he be of
you, if he does not part with all that he hath,” “if any man comes unto me and does not hate
his father and his mother, his wife and his children, and himself also, he belongs not with
me.” And yet it is precisely these sayings, which that weak blind human nature would like
most to get rid of, that are most surely established as part of the original teaching by the
mere fact that they still stand in the record.

In general, the tests by this second method fully confirm the results that I reach by reason
and Higher Criticism, my first means of sifting, and no less those that I reach by my third,
which is my spiritual insight.

Every theological seminary has men called exegetes, whose business it is to discover and to
expound the true meaning of Holy Writ. With their heavy creaking critical apparatus they
laboriously count up how many times Jesus used this word or that, and in what varying



contexts; they note the tense, the person, and the number, and an almost unbelievable
amount of other minutiae, and at last they pronounce judgment: the passage under
examination means so and so. Well, there is a place for all this in determining as nearly as
possible the authentic text, or the like, but when it comes to sensing the spiritual meaning of
a teaching, such as that of Jesus, these scholars are about the last men I care to refer to. I
cannot remember that in all my three years in seminary I got a single insight that led me
toward the step that I took in 1920, when I was 28 years old, at which time I feel that my
real life began. Their methods are like those of a man who would try to catch light in a cage
or weigh it on scales. They are the modern Scribes, the unimaginative, unintuitive men of
scientific mind, the rationalists, the literalists, who squeeze the letter of the text until it is dry
and dead. And I don’t know whether I the more laugh at their presumption or hold in
contempt their methods. They seem never to have heard the answer that George Fox, the
founder of the Society of Friends, once gave to the clergy of England when they were trying
to prove, by quoting Jesus and the prophets, that his teaching was all in error. Unable any
longer to endure them, he turned upon them at last and said in effect, “Can younot
understand that except you yourselves have had the same experience out of which Jesus and
the prophets spoke, for all you use their words, you cannot understand what the words
mean?” 9

And it is just so. Without like experience, real understanding is impossible. With what signs
will you dent the eyes of a deaf man to make him respond to a symphony? With what words
will you batter the ears of a man born blind to make him sense the glory of a sunrise? What
we have not somehow seen or heard or touched, or been touched by, remains for us as good
as non-existent. It has not entered our world—and cannot. Jesus was essentially a man
climbing a mountain. And every now and then he came out on some high open place
commanding a wide sweep and a far horizon. And pausing to gaze and drink it all in, and
noting the places where springs should lie or the passes where roads might be cut through,
he makes observations and reflections. And these observations and reflections were his
teaching, and such fragments of these as sympathetic bystanders happened to remember and
as have come down to us, constitute the record as we have it. Now, if anyone is fully to
understand these observations and reflections, he must himself have stood on the same high
open places on which Jesus stood when these observations and reflections passed his lips.

In short, if you are going to understand Jesus, you must have his eyes, the eyes born of
experience of an order like unto his own. Without insight the task is hopeless. With insight it
is relatively simple. You can see, even through the fragmentary and mixed-up record, what
Jesus was trying to say. You know, almost, what he must have been trying to say; and know
also what else, for a man of his spiritual elevation, would have been inpossible for him to say.
The baffled and indignant authoritarian exclaims, “If you don’t accept all of the record, you
must throw it all away.” And for him it is so, for he is blind. He is like a man who, without
eyes, would undertake to gather the gold from a creek-bed: he could not tell gold dust from
sand, or know nuggets from pebbles. Yet the man with eyes could tell at a glance. And thus
it is with the teaching of Jesus.

So when I want to check the conclusions that I have reached by my insight and the internal
evidence of authenticity that certain parts of the record bear in themselves, the last people I
should choose to go to for any significant interpretation are the products of our modern



religion-factories, our professional interpreters and our professional religionists, our
exegetes, and our clergymen, Scribes and Pharisees. They are not childlike enough. Their
eyes have been too calloused by the touch of the dead hand of reason, and above all, too
dulled by long glimpsing and not following. And their experience has been too
circumscribed, too carefully kept within the narrowness and the shallowness of orthodoxy
and convention. Instead, let me go to the unchurched free spirits of all lands and ages. Let
me see what Kabir said about these things, and Vivekananda, and Whitman, and Thoreau,
and Blake; and not least, Friedrich Nietzsche.

I must now undertake to sketch the outlines of my conception of what I sometimes call
“Jesus the Anti-Christ.” Yet it is not without hesitation that I approach this task. For there is
no man, unless it be Nietzsche, to whom my debt is so deep; and as Jesus’ influence began
much earlier, it is possible that it has been the more determining.

The great thing about Jesus was his aliveness. He had found his center, the core of what he
was, a God within himself; and to his fingertips he lived in obedience to the command of
this, his innermost being. He knew what it was to be a house divided against itself, but he
was such no longer. He knew what it was to be broken on a cross of divided purpose, torn
between the demands of feeling and the demands of reason; but he had died, died unto
himself, and he had come back a new and different kind of man. He had come back to
celebrate within himself the “marriage of heaven and hell,” the reconciling and integrating
and coordinating of everything in him. He became an undivided whole. When his spirit sang,
every neuron sang; and when he struck it was with all the weight and force in him, head and
heart, blood and brain.

Jesus’ whole determination was to live, to be what he really was, to make his outside match
his inside, to let his God have his way with him, to obey his deepest impuilse, to satisty his
own most inalienable and most unappeasable desire—describe it as one may, it all comes to
the same thing. The great drive in him, like that in all unbroken life, was to live, to fulfill the
demands of the innermost quick of his being, to satisfy something in hinself. If to do that be
selfish, then Jesus was the acme of selfishness. If, having found the pearl of great price, it be
living for oneself to sell all that one has to possess it, then none ever lived for himself more
than he. Certainly he did not leave anything out of his life, or put anything into it, in order to
help other men. He might shape his words to the experience of his hearers, as must any
sincere and earnest man who speaks not to show off or to hear himself talk, but in an effort
to be understood and to commumicate something. But his /ife, the rock from which he spoke,
in that there was no accommodation at all. Before rich and poor, high and low, priests and
outcasts, before the eyes that answered and those that did not light up at all, or glinted into
hate, he himself remained the same, as real and unalterable as a mountain. There was no
policy in him. He was what he was. His look, his walk, his way of living and of getting a
living, came from the innermost core of his being, and that he would not change, and would
not try to change, or, out of concern for consequences, try to dissemble. Men could
understand or not understand, they could love him or they could hate him, but he would go
the way that belonged to him. The world being what he knew it was, he would feel far safer,
spiritually, when it cursed him than when it liked him. But, ultimately;, it did not matter what
the world made of him. He had only one master. He was too completely possessed by his
vision.



Yes, by his vision. To see, ever to see more, to peer more deeply into the heart of all life.
This is only to say again, in different terms, that his primary purpose was to live. For all life
that has meaning and quality is a matter of seeing. What do you see, how much ain you see,
what are you able to see value in, and reality in? And how do you see yourself, and yourself
in relation to other men, and to the universe? E writhinghangs on this. For what you see,
tully and surely see, you will do—you rmust do. You cannot help it. If you still go the way of the
world after the new vision has come to you, it is only because you do not see, with
indubitable clarity and beyond all question, that the world has nothing to offer that compares
with this in realness and value. When the new vision, the new perception, at last comes to
you thus, you will follow it, though it means parting with every last thing you have. “He
whom a dream hath possessa?”—what else shall he do? There may be a period of struggle,
even a long and bitter struggle, while he is still testing out and making sure whether there is
nothing offered him by father, mother, wife, child, wealth, power, influence, name, that
means more to him than his vision—than being entirely what he really is. But if, at last, the
Life that draws very near and speaks to him in the hour of his deepest stillness, is near and
dear to him beyond all other nearness and dearness in the world, then he will give himself to
it utterly. He will not profane it by trying to use it. Rather will he long that it may use him,
that he may be hands and feet and eyes and tongue to it, his whole life a tongue for it to
speak through. He will get down on his knees before it, with his face to the Earth.

With it, as a Hindu woman with her beloved and lord, will he seek to know the great
marriage. With his devotion will he ever seek to burn away every division and every veil until
at last there is no longer any fear or any resistance, but only the exultant cry of “His will is
my will, and my will is His will,” only the freedom of being entirely possessed by what he
really is, the radiant joy that comes with mastery, and the laughter, unlike all other laughter,
that then gurgles up from his very depths.

To be the slave of this Life (which, of course, is to be wholly oneself, and this, the only
freedom that matters), to step forth at last from the prison-house of all fear and to slip the
holds of all the hands that would hold him, and to stand forth in the free air and under the
high sun and to go his own way to the end, no matter where the way went and no matter
what the cost or consequences or lack of consequences—to do this, was above all else the
primary object of his existence. And then, along with this, as a kind of side partner to it, he
sought to find at least a few others who were able to see and who also were willing to pay
any price for their vision, men who meant to go far and to climb high, and to that end were
ready to strip themselves light and to leave behind everything they had. With such a group, if
he could find it, he would cut loose from the timid herd, and together they would blaze a
trail into the wilderness as far as they had it in them to go. But if he could not find such a
group, then he would cut loose and fare forth alone. He was not at all a reformer. He never
talked about “advancing” the Kingdom of God, but undertook to live in it then and there, even
though it was in the teeth of a world set dead against him. He never lowered the hurdles that
those with short and wobbly legs might be able to get over. You got over the hurdles, and
unaided at that, or you stayed behind. The price was all that you had, but you had to pay it in
full or you could not be one of the inner circle. “They left all and followed him.” If there
were only twelve who went with him all the way, it was because he could not find any more.
Scholars have questioned whether there were even so many. Jesus—I say again—was rof a
reformer, nor anxious to keep the whole flock of weak little sheep at his heels. He was a



seer, a pioneer, a lone wolf, a lone eagle, a lone lover. And the group, small as it was, was
enough to form a kind of suicide squad, a group of men pledged, though they died for it, to
make a breach in the wall that shut out consciousness of the Kingdom of God.

The life Jesus lived under the drive of this purpose had little in common with the life we
have seen ascribed to “the Christ.” This whole orthodox theological conception of Jesus’
life, I have had to sweep away as rubbish. In or out of wedlock Jesus was born in Nazareth
of Mary and Joseph. The miracles really do not enter into my picture of him at all. His death
did not effect any change whatever in any God, and was unnecessary to any such end. Even
in the days when I had a theologjcal or metaphysical God, there was no place for any “blood
atonement.” My God was no Shylock, who demanded the money on the counter before he
delivered the goods of forgiveness. My God was like the sun. And while, if one would, one
might turn away and walk with one’s face in the shadow, one had only to turn again toward
the sun and its light would flood all of one’s being as though one had never turned away.
Jesus’ death, for me, was that of a martyr to all that he had lived for, the final witness with
his last breath and last drop of blood that what he had said he had meant, and meant still: he
had nothing to take back. By what he had stood for, he had created an impasse between
himself and the Pharisees. And the Pharisees were the most morally earnest people of his
day. But he had declared that their very goodness was not enough. “Except your
righteousness exaed the righteousness of the Scribes and Pharisees, ye shall in no wise enter
the Kingdom of God.” Their very Law he annulled and their authority he contradicted. The
whole world they lived in, and lived on, rocked under his impact. It was he or they. There
was no longer room for both on the same Earth. So they stepped on him—and thought that
therewith they were through with him. But though it turned out that they were by no means
through with him, yet the bleeding and broken body that was finally laid in the earth never
again stood up and walked.

But while he lived, everything about him was real. His psychology was real. No one ever has
felt that the struggle for which the “spirit drove him into the wilderness” was a perfunctory
performance, acted out by rote in fulfillment of a memorized part.!* He went to the
wilderness as many another man has gone—because for a while the struggle within him was
so intense and so desperate that he was utterly incapacitated for carrying on the ordinary
activities of life. Before he could go on, certain things must be decided. Who was right, he or
his mother? He or the rabbis? He or Moses and the Prophets, whom they were always
quoting? How far could he trust this Voice that spoke in the deep stillness of his being so
nearly, so tangibly, and so insistently? It was so different from all that was thought and said
and done by nearly everyone about him. If he dared to step out in obedience to it, what
would become of him? Would he have even enough to eat? Enough to keep him warm?
What would happen to the whole physical side of his existence? Or how could he ever
expect many people to understand him and to go with him? And if they did not go, how
could he ever bring relief to the people he loved, who labored in the toils of the Pharisees or
who were broken under the heel of the Roman master? What good would it do to hold a
course that lost him his following? And if he took a way that brought increased life only to a
chosen few, to himself above all, what did it boil down to but self-gratification?



Ought he not to take a leaf from the reformers, who followed a middle course and
counselled compromise and effected some immediate and tangible amelioration in
conditions? Or might not the truth lie with the apostles of the sword?

How far could he trust this inner Voice? It already had shown itself capable of being severe.
Was there nothing that it might command him to do that he must not obey? Suppose it were
to order him to jump from the top of the Temple, or to go naked—Ilike the birds. Was there
no place where common sense could draw the line and say, Thus far but no farther? Must he
be absolutely like a child before a father, like a soldier under orders, or a slave before a
master? Now that this Voice had come to him, was the whole law of his life summed up in
obedience to it?

After all, what was it? Where did it come from? Was it Life? In it did Life, all that really was
Life, for him or for any other man, draw near and touch him most nearly and nakedly, and
try through him to reach the hearts of other men? Was it possible that after all it was, as the
priests had told him, only his own fears and self-seeking in disguise—a device by which to
escape from grappling with the sordid evils about him, a means, by differing with the crowd
and with constituted authority, of drawing attention to himself, and of lifting himself out of
the ordinariness that really belonged to him, into a position of leadership—of a kind? Was it
something to love or to hate, to throw himself at the feet of, or to trample down? Where was
the truth? How could he be sure?

This inner Voice, this inner sense of necessity, this stern hand that he could not move from
off his shoulder, how should he test it? He could not see it with his eyes, or hear it with his
ears, or touch it with his hands, nor could he prove it with his reason. And yet, somehow, it
seemed to him more real than all he wuld convince himself of with his senses or find rational
proof of—yes, incredible as it might seem, nearer even than his own mother, and dearer, and
(even more incredible) his obligation to it deeper than his obligation to her. It would break
her heart. Every step this terrible Voice pointed out to him so remorselessly, would have to
be taken on her broken hopes and dreams for him. It would set his whole family against

him. His very foes, and his worst foes, would be “they of his own household.” Was he going
mad? Who was he, anyway? What did he conceive himself to be, to imagine for a moment
that he might have been singled out for such a life as sometimes limned forth out of his
imagination as he let himself gaze down the years? After all, was he not the mere son of a
village carpenter, without even the training of a village rabbi? Would he not do better to
settle down to the practical life of a man like his father, or become a teacher, or in any case
live a life that could have some meaning for the kind of people he had grown up among,
rather than take a course that would leave far behind everyone, and turn against him the very
priests he had grown up to revere? And maybe, in the end, all for nothing, all in pursuit of a
mirage?

So his mind and soul went round and round the torturing wall of doubts and questions that
hemmed him in, thrown back and forth across the circle from one poisoned spear point to
another—until his brain swam and his agonized spirit fainted. But still he would not give in,
nor buy peace by surrender to any half-god.



Until at last that happened which always happens if only one is strong enough to hold
oneself together while the battle rages, if only one can make of one’s very self a mat on
which the contending forces within fight it out to a finish. There descends a sudden stillness,
and in that stillness one sees that the answer is that there is no answer. Jesus suddenly
realizes that there is 10 way to prowe that he would not be making a mistake. He is sure—
because he is sure, and there is no more to it. To undertake to test the Voice would be to
doubt it and ultimately, to lose it. One’s obedience to it must be out of one’s unsupported
instinctive recognition of its supreme reality and authority. One’s obedience to it must
remain a sheer venture of faith, a gamble perhaps to the very end, yet the only and final
proof that one is really ready to live in the world out of which that Voice came.

And so, at the outset, the battle is won, and Jesus commits himself to go whithersoever the
Voice tells him to go. And on the whole he is followed by a most impressive steadiness and
certainty. He does indeed “speak with authority and not like the professional preachers.”
And yet there must have been moments when doubt again clutched at his heart, so that the
so-called Temptation may be taken as a symbol, or as a sample, of the kind of struggle that
more than once sprang upon him armed to the teeth and fought to bring him down. And
apparently a measure of doubt shadowed him to the end. Gethsemane was perhaps his last
hour of it, unless indeed it was when he cried “My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken
me?”

And did he not have reason thus to cry? For had he not staked everything on his faith that
the Voice that spoke in him was the Voice of God, and that the thing which in the long run
would count the most, even for the good of mankind, was for him simply to let his God do
with him what he would? And what had it all come to? For the sake of his God he had
broken his mother’s heart, and sacrificed his friends, alienated his followers, and become an
outlaw, and now was dying the death of a criminal. What had he accomplished? There was
no book to survive him and keep his teaching alive after he was gone; and nothing was
organized—there wasn’t even one man standing by him as he hung there dying on the cross.
Did he not have reason to cry, “My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?”

This, whatever else it be, is at least real. He had to find out who he was and what he was, and
what he was to do, and to get strength to hold his course, in exactly the same sort of way as

you, or I, or any other man. He started with no handicap—certainly with none in his favor,
although, if he was illegitimate, he had to struggle with one against him.

But what kind of a man is it that we see behind all this struggle? As compared with the rather
feminine character attributed to the “Christ,” and which we see depicted fairly well in the
Gospel of John, what is the character of Jesus as we see it in Matthew, Mark, and Luke?

Here Jesus is not sinless and perfect. Though, indeed, those words hardly seem to apply to
anything alive, but only to some machined abstraction of the mind. Perhaps it was
something of this sort that Jesus felt when he replied to the man who prefaced a question
with the words, “Good Master.” I feel the impatience that made Jesus almost cut the man
short to exclaim, “Why do you call e good? None is good save one, even God.” And if
Jesus had not answered him thus, I should have no use for him. For it is absolutely essential
to all really spiritual life, to all life that means quality, that our reach should exceed our grasp.



So long as there is any aspiration in us, we always feel that we fall short; we are always left at
last feeling that we are—to use another of Jesus’ phrases—"“unprofitable servants.” We
never paint the picture as we have seen it, or sing the song as we have heard it, or do the
thing quite as it was commanded us. We are always left, therefore, dissatisfied with ourselves,
still reaching; If we are measured by our own standards (and it is the only way anyone should
be measured), we can rewer feel tirtuous. We never want to hear anyone refer to us as “good,”
for in our hearts we know, better than anyone else a1 know, that we are not good. And we
should shrink from ourselves in horror if we ever came to the place where we did think
ourselves good. For it is the very mark of spiritual deadness. “Blessed are they that hunger
and thirst,” but dead is everyone who has become content.2 Climb as high as we may, there
is no place where we dare pitch our tents and cry, “Now we have climbed high enough. Let
us settle down here.” Once we cease to reach, we start to die. Forwards or backwards: we
never stand still. As in the growth of a tree, life pushes forward in us, or it ebbs. We can hold
the gains we have made only by increasing them. Beware, therefore, lest for one moment
you think yourself good. For,

“To be good only, is to be
A God or else—a Pharisee.”

In any case, it is evident enough that Jesus did not live up to his own standards. He had
taught one thing, and he did another. He had said, “Never be angry,” “Resist not evil,”
“Condemn no man,” “Love your enemies,” but when he drove the money-changers out of
the Temple (Mark 11: 15-16) and flayed the Pharisees (Matt. 25), his whole presence must
have been like a scourge of fire. I like it—the picture of all this crew of proud and powerful
men quailing before that lone figure with soul of flame and eyes like lightning. Yet it was a
violation of his teaching, It is magnificent: maybe I value it more than I would any record of
consistency, for it is evidence that he was alive, that he was real, that he was human. And
this, after all the fiction that has been woven around Jesus, is very important. Yet, that it was
a violation of his own standards for himself there seems no doubt.

And by all the ordinary standards of any age or land, can there be any question but that Jesus
was a wicked man? Ask the Pharisees, who uere “good” men! Had he not left his parents
(Mark 3:31-35) and been responsible for other men’s leaving even their wives and children
(Mark 10:29)? Had he not become a penniless vagrant (Luke 10:1-8; 22:35), taking his living
from the people without doing any work in return, but only stirring them up to discontent
with, and rebellion against, constituted authority (Luke 19:48; 23:5)? Had he not protected
the woman taken in adultery,3 and so turned the edge of God’s moral law? Had he not
declared that “the Sabbath was made for man and not man for the Sabbath” (Mark 2:27, and
the parallels in the other Gospels), and so made man of more importance than the
“ordinances of God”? Had he not set himself up above Solomon, and above the Temple,
and even gone so far as to say, “Moses and the Prophets taught you an eye for an eye, and
many other things, but I teach you the direct opposite” (Matt. 5:21-22,27-28, 33-34, 38-
39,43-44)? This man, they felt, was the very incarnation of wickedness. He was cutting the
very ground out from under all morality and all law and order, and was setting up a blatant
egotism in place of obedience to, and dependence upon, God. He must somehow be
eliminated, or all was lost. “Then the Pharisees went out, and took counsel, how they might
destroy him” (Matt. 12:14, Mark 3:6).14



And how about this conception of Jesus as all love, love all over? Was he so tender? Yes, he
could be tender. “Not a sparrow falleth to the ground. . .” (Matt. 10:29); and “When he saw
the multitudes, he was moved with compassion on them, because they fainted, and were
scattered abroad, as sheep having no shepherd” (Matt. 9:36); and “Oh Jerusalem, Jerusalem,
thou that killest the prophets and stonest them which are sent unto thee, how oft would I
have gathered thy children together, even as a hen gathereth her chickens under her wings,
and ye would not” (Matt. 23:37).

And yet, truly, I know not whether to think Jesus was more tender or more terrible. With
Jesus there was no middle ground. You could not be lukewarm or indifferent. You loved
him or you hated him; you must go with him or wish that he were dead, and maybe try to kill
him.

Today it means absolutely nothing to be a follower of Jesus. The so-called Christian life, and
the Church that is looked upon as at least the advance guard of the Kingdom of God, are
conceived as fitting very comfortably into the life of the world. It is taken as a matter of
course that a man can be one of Jesus” kind and yet be a soldier, or a banker, or win
“success,” or be popular in social or political circles. But with Jesus it was not so. He and the
world were in head-on collision. The world must be changed, radically, drastically. And he
meant to precipitate the issue. “I am come to bring down fire on the Earth, and howI wish
it were kindled already’ . . . Do you think I have come to bring peace to the Earth? Not
peace, I tell you, but rather discord! For from now on if there are five people in a house, they
will be divided three against two and two against three” (Luke 12:49-52).

And the most terrible words about family relations that have ever passed the lips of man
came from the mouth of Jesus. He deliberately and definitely repudiated physical kinship as a
basis for fellowship. Not she should be his mother who had borne him, nor they his
brothers and sisters with whom he had grown up, but rather they who had the eyes and the
ears and strength to enter and to live in the world that he lived in—inwardly (Mark 3:33-35).
A woman stands up in the crowd, in appreciation of him and his mother, to cry, “Blessed is
the womb that bare thee and the paps that gave thee suck,” but he almost stops her to reply
with such seeming heartlessness, “Yea rather, blessed are they that hear the word of God,
and keep it.” Physical kinship is nothing, spiritual unity everything, With these sayings he cut
himself off from his family, completely and permanently. The breach was never healed. Mary
was not at the cross. The tender scene in which Jesus entrusts his mother to one of his
disciples, is to be found only in John. It did not take place. Every bit of evidence in the
Synoptics points the other way.

And he was just as severe about family loyalties. “A man’s foes shall be they of his own
household.” His uorst foes, because the tenderness of his relations with them makes them
the last ones into whose hearts he can press the sword of his integrity. He can stand any
other suffering better than that of giving suffering to them. Yet the infliction of such
suffering is almost inevitable and unavoidable whenever a young person undertakes to set
free the God-in-him. For parents have hopes and dreams of conventional success. They
make claims of filial obligation. And when a man attempts to free himself from all the bonds
that would hold him, that he may be bound only to his God, his mother will fasten her arms
about his neck and plead with him; and often the rest of the family will do likewise. And they



put around him what binds more than their arms, as with hoops of steel. And usually the
man is not able to extricate himself from these toils, or to resist the appeal to his feelings. To
spare pain he compromises, he consents to follow the Voice only so far as he can do so
without causing pain, without causing too much pain. But hear the remorseless Jesus! “If any
man comes unto me and does not hate his father and his mother, and his wife, and his
children. . ., he cannot be my disciple” (Luke 14:26). Not, of course, that he wished any
increase of hate in the world: his “judge not,” “love your enemies,” “forgive all men always,”
is evidence of that. But “no man @i serve tup masters.” Love of one’s family and love of
one’s Life cannot be equal. One must give way to the other. For trueness to one’s innermost
being, one must be willing to leave ewerithing Jesus” “hard sayings” were in a very real sense a
sword (see Matt. 10:34) with which he undertook to cut men loose from all the ties that
bound them fast to falseness and to death. In effect he said, “If you rise up in obedience to
the Voice in you and start to strip yourself light that you may be free to climb high, and your
loved ones draw near and lay entreating hands upon you to hold you, then—as gently and
patiently and understandingly as you can, pry the fingers back. But if, again and again, you
loosen their hold only to have them fasten upon you the more desperately, then—ait them of.
Let nothing hold you.”

He was equally severe in his demands in regard to material things. “Whosoever he be of you,
if he doth not part with all that he hath, he cannot be my disciple” (Luke 14:33). He himself
was a penniless, property-less vagrant. The foxes had holes and the birds had nests, but he
had no place of his own to lay his head (Matt. 8:20). He spent his time and himself going
from place to place hunting for people who had eyes to see and ears to hear, and he ate and
slept in the homes that were opened to him, or he slept in the fields (Luke 10: 1-8; Matt. 10:
5-14). It was not, to be sure, a life for all, not a life intended for all, nor indeed for many (and
this needs to be made very clear and emphatic), but all those in the inner circle had gone to
the same lengths as Jesus himself. It involved a complete break with the world's way of
living and of getting a living. Such a break was of itself not enough to gain a man a place in
that inner circle, but there was no admission to it without such a break.

With Jesus it was a matter of your all or nothing. He never stooped to gain a hearing or to
hold a following, The tree that brought not forth good fruit was fit for nothing but to be cut
down. The man who could not or would not see, and who could not or would not do what
he saw, was useless from his point of view, an obstacle in his way. He who was not with him
was against him. I know not whether he was more merciful or more merciless.

But was he not at least humble? Love and humility are perhaps the very core of the orthodox
conception of Jesus. A lamb in his arms, and the face of a woman—soft rounded features,
doe-like eyes, with drooping lids. Such a man would be utterly inayble of ever blazing I do
not forget that Jesus is alleged to have said, “Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the
Earth” (Matt. 5:5). But it may be that Jesus never said these words (they are found only in
one Gospel), and in any case I do not know that the Greek word translated by our “meek”
meant then what the word “meek” means to us, or whether that Greek word in turn was an
adequate rendering of the Aramaic word actually used by Jesus.> But certainly “meek”
sounds far too much like “weak” to be to my liking,



However, I know that Jesus is alleged to have said also, “The kings of the gentiles exercise
lordship over them; and they that exercise authority over them are called benefactors. But ye
shall not be so: but he that is the greater among you, let him become as the younger; and he
that is chief as he that doth serve . . . For which is greater, he that sitteth at meat, or he that
serveth? But I am in the midst of you as he that serveth” (Luke 22:25-27. Cp. Mark 10:42-45;
Matt. 20:25-28). But this passage does not disturb me. After all, it was not said to the world,
to everybody, but to Jesus’ inner circle, to guide them in their own relations to one another:
“among you” it shall be so and so. Let it be noted well that the passage has no bearing on a
man’s own estimate of himself, on his sense of his own worth, but only on his position in
relation to others. And these “others” were by no means everybody. Jesus’ remarks were
addressed specifically to a small group of close friends and co-workers in a common cause,
in which it was very important that their unity should not be broken by rivalry for first place.
Let each be so identified with the cause that, if he can count for the most there, he will
gladly find his place at the bottom of the group. But this—let me say it again, and with
emphasis—is something very different from twenty-four-hours-a-day humility. It was not a
teaching for universal application. It did not mean that one was to subordinate oneself to
anyone and everyone. It had reference to relations within the inner circle. “Among you”
there shall be no striving for position.

Perhaps some of my readers will think this interpretation hardly fair to the intention of the
passage. But if so, if it be insisted that Jesus really was what is suggested to most people’s
minds by the world “humble,” I must confess my total inability to fit in such a conception
with the predominating tone and direction of his life as a whole. For what is humility?

According to the New Standard Didiomry (1930), “humble” means “having or expressing a
sense of inferiority, dependence, unworthiness, or ill desert, as compared with others or with
the standard of the divine law; meek; submissive. . .” Webster's New International Didtionary
(1930) adds: “a modest estimate of one’s own worth.”

Somehow this does not sound like Jesus. As with all those who are most alitg, his primary
reference was not to the opinion of the world about him, but to the behest of the God
within himself. To this last he ever sought to hold himself tender, open, listening, without
the least resistance, as submissive as a child to a father or a slave to a master. Before this he
did indeed always feel his unworthiness, for he always fell short. But what the world got was
the hard edge and the unsparing light of his obedience to this inner command. “Thou art not
yet humble enough for me. Humility hath the hardest skin,” said That in Nietzsche’s
Zamthustra which “spoke unto (him) without voice.” 1 And when he had humbled himself
sufficiently unto the God within himself, then went he out to contradict Moses and the
Prophets (Matt. 5:21-48), and to overthrow the whole ethical and religious system of the
Pharisees, and to supplant it with a teaching of his own. And by what authority does he say
and do these things? The answer that is implicit in his very bearing is, “Thus saith God to
me”! He does not live secondhand. He does not lean on the experience of other men. He is
sure not by anyone else’s saying but his own seeing, His God is the God of the living, and is
as alive in him as ever he was in Moses or Isaiah, and is more to be listened to in himself
because there he is more sure of him and because there he speaks in closer reference to the
situations actually before him. If he had been less humble before his God, he would have
qualified his assertions with an “I think,” or have quoted some authority. But it was when he



was rothing before his God, possessed by him and become one with him, that he cried,
“Thus saith God to me” and declared himself “the Son of Man,” “lord even of the Sabbath”

(Mark 2:28).7

“Was Jesus humble? or did He
Give any proofs of humility? ...

If He had been Antichrist, Creeping Jesus,
He’d have done anything to please us —
Gone sneaking into Synagogues
And not us'd the Elders and Priests like dogs,
But humble as a Lamb or Ass
Obey'd Himself to Caiaphas.

God wants not Man to humble himself:
This is the trick of the Ancient Elf.
This is the Race that Jesus ran:
Humble to God, Haughty to Man,
Cursing the Rulers before the People
Even to the Temple’s highest steeple;
And when He humbled himself to God,
Then descended the cruel rod.

If thou humblest thyself, thou humblest me;
Thou also dwell’st in Eternity.”” 18

I wish now to turn to the teaching of Jesus, to see whether we can come to the core of his
understanding of life.

The heart of Jesus” teaching is contained in what he has to say about “the Kingdom of
God.” These sayings were little understood by those who listened to him; perhaps they are
no more understood today, and perhaps understood least by those who set themselves up as
professional expounders of their meaning,

The Kingdom of God was all a matter of seeing It was all a matter of the way everything
looked (oneself, one’s neighbors, and the whole world of creation) when one looked out
upon it through the eyes of one’s own wholeness as it was centered in what Jesus called “my
Father.”

This was a radically different way of seeing from that of almost everybody in the world
about him. The realms of meaning, of value, of beauty, of truth, which it opened to him,
were as much closed to those who lacked it as is the glory of a sunrise to a man born blind.
As I shall go into this whole question at some length in chapters V, VI and VII, I will
confine myself here to what is essential for the point I wish to make about the teaching of
Jesus.

While I cannot accept the thesis of Bucke’s Cosric Consaousness in its entirety,” I believe he
was absolutely right and made a contribution of great significance, in declaring that the
cardinal fact in the experience of the great seers has been their possession of an entirely
different order of aonsdousness. It was an order or kind of consciousness that lifted them as



much above those who had only the self-consciousness that today distinguishes the human,
as those with self-consciousness are above the simple consciousness of the animal. Jesus had
eyes and ears that most people lacked. That was why he was always looking for those who
had “eyes to see” and “ears to hear,” that thus they might be able to enter the world he really
lived in. He had, as it were, inner eyes and ears that they lacked, an added sensitiveness, a
new faculty of perception, a sixth sense. Without this added sensitiveness they were as
inexorably shut out from his outlook and experience as is an animal from the thoughts,
purposes, and aspirations of a man. They could make no more of it than a cow can make of
a Beethoven symphony, or a dog of a sunset. “Eyes have they, but they see not, ears have
they but they hear not.” Maybe they hear the same sounds and see the same lines, but
neither sounds nor lines have meaning, certainly not the meaning they have for the man with
the added faculty. It was urgent, therefore, that he find people who auld see and auld hear.
Without such understanding one can, right in the midst of people, be as alone as a man cut
off in the midst of a polar waste, and feel one’s isolation more desperately. Such loneliness
can drive a man mad, as it did Nietzsche. Moreover, much pressed to be done that could be
done only by men who shared the same vision and purpose. And so in the pages of the
Gospels we watch Jesus seeking out his own kind, trying to find those who had eyes for
what he saw. But what was it he saw?

What distinguishes his kind of consciousness is wholeness. The characteristic of the usual
self-consciousness, which is the mark of the human, is division.

The ordinary man is divided from all the rest of the universe. He is able to turn his eyes in
on himself (as animals for the most part cannot), and, when he does so, seems to perceive
himself apart from every other person and every other thing. Between himself and all the
rest of creation there is an abyss. Even in his deepest and most intimate love he never quite
becomes the other person. For sensitive souls this unescapable aloneness in the midst of a
universe that defies one’s utmost efforts to overcome its strange otherness and to become
one with it, has often had the effect of a nightmare. One remained afraid in it, and felt one
must wall oneself in against it.

Moreover, this kind of consciousness has driven most men to look upon themselves as the
thing of primary and supreme importance. Each for himself, and the devil take the rest. My
mouth, myback, my family, nyland, mybusiness, my name, rmy influence—this is what each
man cares about and seeks to get and to keep, or to make safe and enjoy, regardless of the
corresponding but conflicting concerns of the other man. And this self-centeredness has
doubtless done more than anything else to weaken and destroy that solidarity upon which
every human society must depend, not only for its survival but also for the realization of its
highest cultural potentialities.

But the man thus self-centered is divided not only from the world about him, but also within
himself. He is not able to have only one God, for he has a hundred desires, and each one
wants to go in a different direction. Each one is a potential rival of his God. And whenever
that desire speaks which represents the gathering core of his being and holds the possibility
of becoming his God, it is resisted by a large number of his other desires, the mutinous
forces in his nature that wish to go in a direction altogether different, and that may sulk, or
pluck at his heels when he tries to run, or fasten onto his arm just when he needs to draw his



sword, or all pitch into him at once like so many furies just when he is trying to compose
himself in a stillness deep enough to allow him to hear his God. The result is that he is not
able to make sure uhat his God says to him, and he is overcome by all the terrors of a little
child lost in a thick woods at night. Or he fails to obey his God and is tortured with a sense
of violating his deepest being, with a sense of sin and guilt. And in consequence he tends to
view himself as a bloody battleground, with his body fighting on one side and his aspirations
on the other. Thus he comes to fear and to despise his body, with its hunger for food and its
need of sex, and he resists it and calls it evil, and tries to whip it into obedience to his spirit,
which he calls good. And this division in himself is reflected in, and writes itself large all
over, his view of the universe. The cleft in himself yawns apart in the conceptions of heaven
and hell, and God and Devil. And man finds himself the victim on a rack that, in reality, is
framed of his own misconceptions, and drawn and quartered by powers of his own creating;
All his life he flees what he fears, and seeks to embrace what he loves—but he never fully
escapes the one or overtakes the other. All his days are full of strain, guilt, frustration, and
disillusion. There is no peace anywhere.

But the mark of asmiic consciousness, in contrast with self-consciousness, the mark of the
seer’s and Jesus” order of consciousness, is oneness, wholeness, and with this, peace,
heightened capabilities, and joy.

Suddenly, and usually after a long period of desperate struggle has left a man in a seemingly
dark blind impasse, the new consciousness supervenes. Suddenly, in an instant, the whole
universe takes on a different aspect. The old sense of division is gone. The old exhausting
struggle with one’s God, against one’s God, is no more. There is no longer the least vestige
of resistance. One fears nothing, One feels there is nothing in all the universe to be afraid of.
And at last there is only one will. Call it your own will—the impulse that emanates from the
very core of your being, or call it your God: perhaps the names make little or no difference.
He wills what you will; you will what he wills. There is now only one will. There is now only
one life. “I and my Father are one.” The last partition has gone down. There is no longer a
body and a soul glaring at each other across the abyss in one’s soul. Body and soul have
known—the great marriage. They are clasped in each other’s arms. Body is the soul made
manifest. Soul is the body’s exhalation and exaltation. They are not twain but one—a
psychophysical unity, the same thing looked at from different levels, different aspects of
what is really only one life. The man has become a living uhole. And the gaze through which
he looks out upon the world about him, upon the people in it and all the starry universe, is
the gaze of his own wholeness. No more is it double, as from seeing with two eyes, two
different eyes, but it is become single—at last, single and crystal clear.

And wherever he looks, the universe is become as whole as he, and he one with it. No more
does it seem to him an alien, hostile, and monstrous thing—a deadly corral, in which he has
been trapped, in which an invisible marksman picks off his victims, each in his turn, from
whose deadly aim none can escape, the universe a deathtrap from which none shall get out
alive, not one. Suddenly it is as if he awoke from a nightmare, and the universe, instead of
being a deathtrap, is become a beautiful home, which a most loving father has made festive
for the return of his long-lost son, which the bridegroom has prepared for the home-coming
of his long-loved long-wooed bride. It is a place one can be unafraid in, relax in, feel at home
in. All sense of sin and guilt is gone, and all fear and tension. Instead there is peace, the



peace which, in all soberness, the world cannot give (for it does not depend on anything the
world has to offer), and which the world cannot take away (for there is nothing the world ain
take way that touches the source of it). Instead there is deep uncontainable joy. And this
makes all life look different.

The foregoing paragraphs describe the essential features of what, despite the current taboo
against not only the word but all it presently stands for, I should frankly call a mystical
experience. To be sure, it is mystical experience of the highest order and of the most
extreme power to transform a human life, and therefore very much of a rarity among men,
but it differs only in degree, not in kind, from mystical experience of the more ordinary sort.
However, lest my acceptance of the uord mislead any reader about my attitude here, I must
advise him in advance that in my chapters on what I have called “an added faculty of
perception,” he will see that I have examined all mystical experience, from the commonest
to the highest, with an extremely unsparing eye and critical mind.»

Here, however, let it suffice me to say that I do not claim that the universe actually is the way
the seer sees it; or that the added sensitiveness that causes his experience could ever reveal to
him the distance to the sun, the constitution of the atom, or how to grow garden peas. For
that, a faculty of very different sort is required. But I do believe and do claim, nevertheless,
that this inner eye is of the utmost value and of far-reaching significance. It may not add one
iota to the store of our knowledge of the facts of the material universe. But it does enable
him who has it to look upon all such facts, and everything else, from a new angle and from a
new level. And from this angle and this level one may see meanings in them, and relations
between them and between all of them and oneself, which can make all the difference
between groping and seeing, between wallowing hopelessly in a bog and dancing in a dell,
and between despair and death on the one hand, and life, peace, and joy on the other. From
the point of view of liting the difference it makes in certainty, in direction, in content, and in
quality, is no less than enormous.

Perhaps, to one who never has had such an experience, I can convey some sense of how
great a difference it can make, by describing an experience, in quite another realm, that I
once had many years ago. In the pitch dark of night I had lost my way among the Thousand
Islands in the ten-mile-wide St. Lawrence, and was trying to find the island on which I was
camping. A storm had come up and it was getting serious. By the direction that I had had
when darkness overtook me, and which I had tried to maintain by the black of the shoreline
against the sky, I knew that the island should present itself lengthwise. So as I rowed I
peered and peered through the thick night, but 1o shape bore the least resemblance to my
island. I was lost. Then, suddenly, somehow, I realized that I was facing, not the side of my
island (as I had supposed), but its end. And in that instant it was as though the whole uniterse
wrenched itself from its moorings in my consciousness and on some giant turntable
ponderously whirled about until it locked itself fast in a position at right angles to where it
had stood before. The whole universe seemed to turn. But as it clamped down in its new
place, I knew where I was. I had my bearings. And in a few strokes I was home.

Meanings and values, which are one’s spiritual bearing and direction, are just as real facts,
and just as important facts, as the distance to the moon or the structure of the atom. Maybe
they are far more important. After all, a little historical perspective on ourselves should



remind us that many another age, which knew very little of what our science has revealed to
us, produced a culture beside which ours makes us look almost like barbarians.

To show the actual practical difference that such an experience may effect in a man’s life, let
me contrast its outlook with that of the ordinary man.

To begin with, the man to whom it comes is suddenly possessed with a sense of his worth,
his dignity, his divinity. The Lord God has spoken to him. So, commonly;, it has genuinely
seemed. The Lord God has become one with him. The Lord God has lifted him up and laid
upon him a command and given him a work to do. Henceforth he labors under a sense of
necessity and destiny.

And everything is alive. Every stone is, and every stick and speck of dust. And there is no

death. Death is only a change that we do not understand, a change that is beyord our
understanding; But it is nothing to be feared.

And there is a strange and marvelous expansion of his sense of identity. What he is cannot
be contained within his skin. What he is reaches out somehow to the uttermost limits of the
universe. He is one with it all. Somehow it is he. Like the continents and the islands of the
sea, what he is reaches down out of sight to where all run together in the ocean floor. There
is some strange underlying life uniting his life with the life of all men; indeed, not only with
the life of all men but with that of all animals as well, and with the grass and trees and
flowers, and not least with the primordial mother Earth. It is not identity, or equality, or
effacement of personality. As with the continents and the isles of the sea, so with human life:
they are separate, and some are higher than others, and some are larger than others, yet they
are necessary to one another and at bottom they are united. He who betrays himself, betrays
mankind. He who is most unalterably true to the highest in himself, serves no less the
highest life in all men. Our every look and whisper sends out ripples, large or small, to the
ends of the universe. No man liveth unto himself, and no man dieth unto himself. No man
can.

In all the length and breadth of the universe there is nothing to be feared. “I sit and look
out,” said Walt Whitman, one of the real seers, “upon all the sorrows of the world, and upon
all oppression and shame,” and after giving samples of sorrows and sufferings and injustices
at their worst, he exclaims, “All these—all the meanness and agony without end I sitting
look out upon, See, hear, and am silent.” 2 And in “Song at Sunset,” in one of its closing
lines, he reveals uhy, in the face of all this, he auld be silent. “For,” he says, “I do not see one
imperfection in the universe, And I do not see one cause or restit, lamentable at last in the
universe.” 2 Everything is all right. Everything is in its place. The universe is beyond
criticism. When one sees it from an elevation high enough, one’s heart only overflows upon
it in love and blessing. Nietzsche saw his Superman as “a transfigurer of existence,” and his
Zarathustra “comes back with love to the narrowest and smallest things—he blesses all his
experiences and dies with a blessing on his lips.” And yet again he says that for men of the
highest elevation, ““The uorld is perfet—that is what the instinct of the most intellectual says,
the yea-saying instinct; ‘imperfection, every kind of inferiority to us, distance, the pathos of
distance, even the Chandalaz belongs to this perfection.”” 2¢ And Jesus’ God also seems to
have been singularly free from moral judgments. Did Jesus not say of him that “he maketh



his sun to rise on the eul and the god, and sendeth rain on the just and the unjust”! It is not that
this acceptance and love and blessing of things as they are means, necessarily, that we should
do nothing about the oppression and injustice which, to another eye that we have, seem so
monstrous. But what we do about it is itself a part of the perfection that will succeed the
petfection in which we “sit and look out.”

And it is strange how necessary dark seems to be to light, and evil to good. And strange how
often, in any case, all the reforms of statesmen seem only to leave the evil piled up in a
different place, with different names, but with the balance of good and evil little changed.
Maybe the evil that we attribute to the world is only the result of our effort to apply to the
universe a human yardstick that has no reference to the universe. Maybe the evils will yield,
if they will yield at all, only to men’s coming to a different way of seeing, If many men could
come to see themselves somewhat as the seers do, and could thus see other men also and the
universe in which their lot is so inscrutably cast, then, surely, they would make a different
world. But ain the majority of men, or even many men, ever come to see thus? Is there
“progress,” or is progress a delusion? Does the whole mass move forward, or do
civilizations rise and fall like the waves of the sea, great minds and souls appearing in one age
and vanishing in the next, leaving the heavy mass at the bottom mostly unmoved?

Be all that as it may, this order of consciousness, which has distinguished the seers in all
lands, ages, and religions, came to Jesus. It came first in the experience of illumination that
struck him at the time he went up to Jordan to cast in his lot with John the Baptist.
Something John said to him precipitated the crisis that soon drove him into the wilderness
for the most crucial struggle of his life (Mark 1:9-11, with parallels in the other Gospels). It
came again (Mark 9:2-9) to confirm and to strengthen the initial experience, at the time of
another crisis, when he was torn with the question of who he was, and what was the strange
ineluctable destiny that hung over him, and what was the direction in which he must next
turn his face.

And this experience alone largely explains the primary direction of Jesus” life and the content
of his basic teaching, Without an understanding of this experience, any adequate
understanding of Jesus is impossible. On the other hand, once this is understood his whole
course at once becomes explicable and to a large extent almost inevitable. One can be pretty
sure, beforehand, what he rmust have caught. There will be individual differences of cast, of
tone, of emphasis—or it would be but a stereotype or an abstraction, but in the large it will
be consonant with the experience of the seers of all lands and races. Seers differ as oaks
differ, according to the climate in which they grew up and the ground they grew out of. Yet,
as has often been remarked, “all mystics speak the same language.”

The impulse that spoke out of this experience was Jesus” God. He called it his “Father.” This
Father was to be loved with a love that left no love for anything else. Or—to put the same
thing in words less likely to cause misunderstanding—everyone and every thing was to be
loved through him—that is, as seen in the light of this experience. It was in relation to this
Father, and not to the world, that one was to be like a little child (Mark 10:15, and
parallels)—like a child in one’s implicit trust, and transparent sincerity, and utter simplicity.
This was his authority, which he was so silent about, but which stands revealed in everything
he said and did. And to this authority he was like a soldier under sealed orders, like a soldier



who, before he knows where the orders will require him to go, has written in his blood that
he will obey them though they take him to his death. And all Jesus’ hard sayings were only
his effort to state the outlook on life that was natural and inevitable when one had reached a
spiritual elevation like his, or so to stiffen the wills of those who’d had something of his
experience that they would see their purpose through to the end, and be able to cause the
necessary pain with clear conscience.

This means that to the great mass of the population Jesus” teaching does not apply. It was
never meant to apply. It is preposterous on the face of it to expect, say, a policeman to
“resist not evil” (Matt. 5:39), or a judge to “judge not” and “condemn not” (Matt. 7:1-5), or a
business man to “gjve to everyone that asketh” or to avoid lending to them of whom they
“hope to receive again as much” (Luke 6:30,34). Jesus” teaching was not meant for “the
world,” for those who intended to stay in the world and do the things that the life of the
world requires—that is, for the great mass. It was addressed only to those who had begun to
emerge from the mass’s inertness, for those who were spiritually alive or struggling to
become alive—in short, for the few in Jesus” inner circle or their like. Only for them.

Now, people of that sort, people who have become aware of stern inner imperatives, can
grow (or even remain alive) only by obeying these imperatives. Thereafter, to go with the
crowd because the crowd wills, or to shape your conduct in conformity to any external code,
is to die. You can at most act as if you felt the way the moral rule calls upon you to act, you
can only put an iron hand on the back of your neck and put yourself through the motions.
But unless your heart is in it your action will be stiff and stilted, artificial, something put on,
something put on with motives and for a purpose. Your real whole self will not be in it.
Underneath the surface you will be seeking to give the impression of virtue, in circles where
that kind of virtue counts, and so to climb toward one of the front seats in the church, and
to gain the advantages that a name for virtue brings. But at bottom it will be but an
unacknowledged effort to satisfy your will to power—a furtive, indirect, backstairs effort of
a weak man who does not dare follow his heart, and of a dishonest man. If you did follow
your heart, and to do so had to break most of the Ten Commandments, you would be more
really alive, more alive spiritually, and more worthy of respect, than the man trying to sneak
his way to virtue, to a mere name for virtue, when all the while, actually, his life in
consequence was a pose, a pretense, a lie, and he grew every day more dead, more
poisonous—a Pharisee, a hypocrite. It was precisely this kind of effort that nude the
Pharisee.

No, to lize by any kind of rules is inpossible. Blake was dead right when he exclaimed at the
end of his “Marriage of Heaven and Hell,” “I tell you, no virtue [i.e., no real virtue, no
aliveness] can exist without breik ing these ten commandments. Jesus was all virtue, and acted
from impulse, not from rules.”  Every man must get the pattern for his conduct from
within or from without, from his own heart or from some approved code. The only people
who amn get it from within are they who are able to know what it is to have a life of their
own, to accept their difference from other people, and to bear the burden of their own
integrity. These at best, however, are but few. They are the creators and the potential
creators. The rest of the people are, more or less, sheep.



There must be government. He who cannot command himself must be commanded. If
order, form, direction cannot come from within, they must be imposed from without. The
thought of anarchy and chaos is intolerable. Where a man has not found within himself what
can govern him, then by priests or by government, by instruction, seduction, or intimidation,
or by all these put together, he must be made to accept a moral code and to follow it. Most
people seem to be of this class. They are people of the undifferentiated mass-mind. They are
sheep and require shepherds. They are easier within themselves when they are not asked to
decide, but are told and expected to obey. And such obedience does them no injury because
there is no stern and insistent imperative from within to which social conformity would
make them untrue. Such people cannot have what the free spirit, the creator and the
potential creator, would alone call life: they have only their existence, and they drag out their
years. May they be as happy as possible!

The alive person, however, acts spontaneously. From the overflow of the heart the mouth
speaketh when it speaketh genuinely: all else is lies. And this was why Jesus spent time with
the publicans and harlots—not at all out of pity, because they were outcasts, but because
they were less starched and collared in virtue.” They were more real, more honest. There was
no pretense about them. Their knees had not stiffened into poses, nor were they
everlastingly striking attitudes, and thinking how fine they were. They were at least ging
someuhere—maybe in a wrong direction, but at least going somewhere, and doing it openly
and strongly. They were nearer reality than the “virtuous” ones who had got in the habit of
living for appearances. They were nearer that insatiable hunger and thirst that must come
before all great searches, than were those who thought they were good, good enough, better
at any rate than other men. And they were not afraid to be different, to break conventions,
to bear up under the leveled finger of self-righteous condemnation. And above all, they still
had impuises, their hearts were able to leap, and to laugh, and to love, and were not dried up
springs like the hearts of the Pharisees.

The essence of Jesus’ teaching, therefore, is in regard to that different way of seeing that he
called the Kingdom of God. And life consisted not in striving to live up to some rule of
conduct, or in effecting changes in other men or in social conditions, but in undertaking to
act strictly in accord with one’s own way of seeing, even though it was flatly contrary to all
the codes, traditions and practice of one’s day.

But this is difficult, costly, and dangerous. It requires an ability to make sure of one’s course
and to hold it (if necessary, in the face of the whole world), from resources one finds entirely
within oneself. The overwhelming majority of men simply do not desire such a thing. They
cannot even conceive it as desirable. And at the mere thought of being called upon to stand
so utterly alone, and to be sure and strong without anyone to lean on or to quote for
authority, they are seized with panic.

In view of such considerations as we have just been presenting, it surely ought to go without
saying, that Jesus’ teaching is not for everyone. It is ridiculous on the face of it to think of
him as a man for the masses. They never have understood him. They did not in his own day;
they don’t now. They are inherently incapable of understanding such a man.



There is evidence enough that Jesus did not attempt to make them understand. He was not
trying to keep the sheep at his heels. He was not trying to get them somewhere. He was not
trying to do amything with them. He had no use for sheep. To live the life that he found laid
upon him to live, he had to cut loose from all sheep, and to unlearn sheep ways, to get the
sheep nature out of himself. Insofar as he went to sheep at all, it was to find among them
those who were 1ot sheep. There were those who were like young bull-calves, who knew not
that they were different from the cows among which they had grown up, who needed once
to hear a real bull bellow and to feel the vibration of that bellow in their very bones, before
they could realize that they were not like the rest, not placid cows, but themselves buills, bulls
at least in the making, So that from that hour they were different, and lost to the way of the
herd they had grown up with. When Jesus went to the crowd it was always with this purpose.
He was combing the crowd for his own kind. His parables were choice bait. There was a
concealed hook behind it, a big hook for big fish. The minnows might nibble at it, but there
was never any danger that they would run away with it. It could be only those he was looking
for, the big fish, who could attempt to bolt the bait whole, and so get the hook fastened in
their very gut. As Jesus spoke, therefore, he was ever watching for the tell-tale signs of a
catch, as a fisherman watches his bob. And his innermost teaching was ever reserved for
those few who, by the light in their eyes, had made it manifest that they had some
comprehension of what he was driving at.

This is implicit enough in the whole course of the record, but there is also explicit evidence
in the same direction. Did not Jesus say, “Give not that which is holy to the dogs, neither
cast ye your pearls before swine, lest they trample them under feet, and turn again and rend
you” (Matt. 7:6)? And quite in keeping with this warming I find also, “And seeing the
multitudes [ who were the crowd], he went up into a mountain [apart, where the crowd was
not], and when he had sat down, his disciples [who were not the crowd, but the inner circle,
the few who came nearest to understanding what it was all about] came unto him: and he
opened his mouth and taught e [and ot the crowd], saying, . .” (Matt. 5:1). So that, from
gleanings like these and from the sheer impossibility that the masses could comprehend a
man like Jesus, I have come to believe that in the beginning the whole teaching as we have it
in the Gospels, was something reserved for the inner few, and that it was never intended to
be given out to the world, as it is now, with the democratic indiscriminateness of a radio
broadcast. Originally it was anything but a universal gospel, anything but a message for all
and sundry. Certainly it was not for the inferior, and the broken, and those who suffered
from their own botchedness. Jesus” motive was not pity. He did not stoop. He was looking
for those who could see, those who could hear. Ability to see and hear was the test for
admission to the inner circle. The heart of the teaching was reserved for those very few who
had proved themselves possessed of the kind of seeing that belonged to the “Kingdom of
God,” and who were determined to live according to that way of seeing, even though it
brought them into head-on collision with the whole world about them.

1939, 1971.

1 See his Tuilight Of The Idols, Authorized edition, London, 1911, pp. 51 and 227.



2 This must not be misunderstood. It is no doctrine of “doing what one feels like.” The man
who sets out to be true to himself must accept a discipline which, for all it comes from
within, is of the severest and most exacting, 3 That is, in 1929, when I was 37.

4 For photographs of this performance, see the Picture Section of the New York Times for
Sunday, Sept. 29, 1935.

5 The quotation is taken from the wrapper of my copy of Dr. Carrel’'s Man The Urk noun,
Harper’s, 1935. But more important is this from p. 149 of the book itself.

“. .. physiological laws oppose miracles. Such is still the attitude of most physiologists and
physicians. However, in view of the facts observed during the last fifty years this attitude
cannot be sustained. The most important cases of miraculous healing have been recorded by
the Medical Bureau of Lourdes [in France]. Our present conception of the influence of
prayer upon pathological lesions is based upon the observation of patients who have been
cured almost instantaneously of various affections, such as peritoneal tuberculosis, . . . ,
lupus, cancer, etc. The process of healing changes little from one individual to another.
Often, an acute pain. Then a sudden sensation of being cured. In a few seconds, a few
minutes, at the most a few hours, wounds are cicatrized, pathological symptoms disappear,
appetite returns. Sometimes functional disorders vanish before the anatomical lesions are
repaired. . . . The miracle is chiefly characterized by an extreme acceleration of the process of
organic repair. There is no doubt that the rate of cicatrization of the anatomical defects is
much greater than the normal one. The only condition indispensable to the occurrence of
the phenomenon is prayer. But there is no need for the patient himself to pray, or even to
have any religious faith. It is sufficient that some one around him be in a state of prayer.
Such facts are of profound significance.”

6 See Matt. 12:38-42: “Then certain of the Scribes and Pharisees answered him saying,
‘Master, we would see a sign of thee’ [ meaning thereby, a miracle]. But he answered and said
unto them, “An evil and adulterous generation seeketh after a sign; and there shall no sign be
given to it, but the sign of Jonah the prophet . . .”” Why “adulterous”? Because this desire for
a “sign,” this dependence on some external appearance in the world of the senses as proof
of a reality that belonged to the spiritual world, was evidence that one’s eye was not single—
nor one’s love; that one still cast wanton sidelong glances at “the world” which one
professed to have left but was loath and unable to leave entirely. One played back and forth
from one love to the other. One had insights into the deeper meanings of things but waited
to act upon them until one had evidence that they “worked,” or were advantageous, in the
world of the five senses. But Jesus knew that the things of the world he lived in are not only
spiritually discerned but have their own proof—which is of a different kind from that of
science and “the world.”

7 See George Foot Moore—History Of Religions, Scribner’s, 1924, Vol. 11, p. 396.
8 New York, 1906, p. 5ff.

9 See Thomas Hodgkin—George Fox, London, 1898, p. 71. Cp. p. 85.



10 Except P.D. Ouspensky. See his New Model Of The Uniwerse, Knopf, 1934, pp. 27-28. His
books as a whole have impressed me as profoundly penetrating and revealing, but the idea
he expresses here, of Jesus” life (together with that of his disciples) as an acted part in a
deliberately planned drama, seems to me most fantastic and stultifying,

11 For long-considered and carefully stated counsel as to how one may today under similar
circumstances avoid making mistakes in following one’s inner Voice, see my second chapter

on the mystical experience, infr.

12 This was written in 1939. But in 1951, I added this comment: Since 1939 I have learned
that, no matter how essential spiritual hunger may be, for a man’s finding his own true way
and getting started on it, that way certainly leads to a point where his further progress can
take place without strain or struggle—as it were, while he remains at home, in serenity and
peace, and with no shadow of doubt as to the outcome. One unfolds as surely and quietly as
a tree. There is growth. And though occasions may arise when again for a time there is
struggle, for the most part the inner growth of the man who has become whole is in deep

repose.

13 This stands out, like a nugget of reality, embedded in the most unreal Gospel of John. See
John 8:3-11.

14 The reader may find a similar presentation of Jesus” non-conformity in William Blake, op.
cit., pp. 136, 142, 202.

15 It may be noted that Luther translated the word into “die Sanftmutigen”—the tender-
hearted, the gentle. Gerald Heard makes it to mean “trained,” though it seems to me, after
consulting a Greek lexicon, on very slender, if any foundation. See Gerald Heard—Tmining
For The Life Of The Spirit, Harper, 1941, p. 6.

16 Thus Spake Zamathustra, Chap. XLIV, “The Stillest Hour.” The italics are mine.

17 According to the great German scholar Adolf Harnack (L éirbudi Der Dogrmengeschidhte,
English trans. of the 3rd ed., London, 1894-8), it is not possible in Aramaic (the language in
which Jesus spoke) to distinguish between “son of man” and “man.” So that in taking to
himself the name which we have translated “Son of man,” Jesus was only calling himself
“man,” “a man,” with the intention only of declaring that he was an incarnation of what man
really is, of archetypal man, or even of what Nietzsche meant by “Superman,” the realization
of the latent potentialities in the human being, And he may, therefore, have been asserting
not that e was “lord of the Sabbath” but that 71 was, i.e., that man was more important

than his institutions.

18 From “The Everlasting Gospel” by William Blake, op. cit., pp. 136-138. In regard to
humility Blake said also: “Humility is only doubt, And does the Sun and Moon blot out.”
And the immediately preceding line reads: “in doubt which is Self Contradiction.” Op. cit.,
p- 138.



19 Richard M. Bucke—Cosmic Consaousniess, Dutton, 4th ed., 1923. For trenchant criticism, see
P.D. Ouspensky—Tertium Organum, Knopf, 1922, p. 310 ff., more especially p. 325 ff.

20 Chapters V-VIII. Let me here anticipate what I think that I shall there make quite
unmistakable, that for me, in opposition to all the foolishness that a traditionally honorable
word has been made to connote for most people today, “mystical” has nothing to do with
magic, crystal gazing, trance, or the supernatural, and that it is at the farthest remove from
any effort or desire to displace or bypass reason, or to build a fool’s paradise by dodging or
talsifying any of the stern realities of earthly existence. But, as we shall see, it may be a fair
question whether man’s more ordinary faculties may not today be showing a rather pressing
need of being supplemented.

Also, at this point, let me call it to my reader’s attention that the great scientist and Nobel
Prize laureate. Alexis Carrel declared flatly that mysticism “remains one of the essential
human activities.” This, from a scientist of the stature of Dr. Carrel, is surely very significant.
But as if this were not enough, he went on to say that the mystical experience, though
“incomprehensible to philosophers and scientists, and inaccessible to them,” may be a
means for reaching “the ultimate truth.” See his Man The Unknown, Harper, 1935, pp. 133-
7,147.Cp. p. 4.

21 Leawes Of Grass, “1 Sit and Look Out,” Inclusive Edition, Doubleday, 1928, p. 232.
2 Walt Whitman, op. cit. p. 411.

2 In Hindu society the Chandala is the outcaste, the man too low to belong to any caste, the
Hindu “scum of the Earth.”

2 Friedrich Nietzsche—The Tuilight Of The Idols, Macmiillan, 1911, pp. 218, 279, 281.
% William Blake, op. cit., p. 202. Emphasis mine.

2 If at this point any reader objects and would remind me that toward the end of his life
Jesus “wept over Jerusalem,” and cried: “How often would I have gathered thy children
together, . . . but ye would not,” I would reply that his heart must indeed have gone out to
them, yet his knowledge of men was too realistic to admit of his trying to make something
out of men who had neither the ears to hear nor the eyes to see what he was talking about.



Chapter 3b.

Jesus in Retrospect (1950).

In the preceding section of this chapter, which I once entitled “Jesus the Anti-Christ,” my
reader has, almost completely unchanged, my attempt to paint the picture of Jesus that had
slowly taken shape within me through years of searching and illuminating experience, close
study, and quiet reflection. And as I gaze upon it now, after thirty-five years, I still find
myself deeply stirred. Though, I will allow, it is possible that what I am most stirred by are
chiefly those parts of it that reveal my own vision of what life is, and how it can be and
should be lived.

Be that as it may, in the interval I have traveled a long way. I like to think it has been a
period of constant climbing, and that the point from which I look out upon life now, while
certainly broader-based and firmer, is no less certainly higher than what served as my point
of view then. And lest I leave the impression that this picture of Jesus that I have painted is
my final view, or even my present one, I feel that I cannot pass on without trying to tell my
reader how he looks to me now. But as I do so, let me assure my reader that there is no
danger that I shall ever forget the long years when for me Jesus was a vision incarnate, a
knowledge and a love made flesh. It was not primarily by his words that I was moved,
though it is doubtful whether any other wisdom about life, unless it be in Nietzsche’s
Zarathustra, has ever had at its command such a wealth of perfect, gemrlike similes and
metaphors, so fresh, so vivid, so revealing of the ways-of-working of the human soul. But
above all his teaching, there was the man himself, who was not mere talk, not mere theory,
or mere hope and dream, but veritable attainment, a new kind and order of life actually
walking the Earth. For me, through my Franciscan years, his very life moved through his
days like a flame. He was so absolute, so concentrated, so unequivocal, so uncompromising,
so headlong, so unsparing, so Yes or No. You must burn with him or be burned by him.
And for long years I burned with him. I loved his impatience and abandon, and undertook
to follow him.

At our distance, it is difficult to feel sure what it was that gave his life this fearful urgency.
Perhaps, more than anything else, in view of his race, his religious background, the desperate
plight confronting his people, and his own personal religious experience, it was the
immoderation and excess that Ezra Pound found to be native to the Semitic soul. In any
case, it would seem that he came to live in a constant expectation that “the end of the
world” was at hand. (Certainly this formed the background of the earliest Christian
communities.) In his mind the time was short. What was to be accomplished, must be
accomplished soon. There was no place for long-range planning of any sort, eugenic,
political, economic, or otherwise. Rather, let each man gird himself, and strip himself, and
stake his all, to make the most of what opportunity was still left to him.

But the world did rof come to an end. And today, in spite of any threat of extinction from
atomic fission, we feel the need to face life and the world from a much wider angle, and to
prepare for it in many more ways, than apparently Jesus ever thought necessary or sensible.
And so, though very slowly and at first very reluctantly, I found Jesus” pull upon me and the



bond between us weakening, In fact, if a very earnest young man were to come to me now
to ask how he might best find the way to the greatest fullness of life, it is doubtful if I should
direct him to Jesus at all. So great a change in my valuing requires an explanation.

1. First of all, I must confess my conviction that Jesus lived too long ago. The only surviving
records do not measure up to the tests that a historian would apply to evidence in general.
What Jesus said and what he did is left so uncertain, so unverifiable, that for most people the
sword of the spirit that he wielded has been left ineffectual. It is no longer a Damascus
blade, but a piece of tin. It lacks edge and point. Wrangling over texts gets nowhere. Their
ultimate meaning is too confused by irreconcilable contradictions among them; too hidden
beneath the encrustations of centuries of false interpretation; too distorted and adulterated
by their passage through the minds of followers and narrators whose comprehension Jesus
left dumbfounded. Superior insight, even today, can perceive clearly enough why Jesus lived
as he did, what he lived for, and what he was always trying to say. But there is no way
whatever by which to proe what the actual Jesus was like, or what part of the record contains
the heart of his message. Today, in our very churches, it is doubtful if one person in a
thousand, perhaps even in a million, has a ghost of an idea what Jesus’ teaching adds up to.
The ministers and priests from their pulpits mumble words that contain enough dynamite to
blast them and their pulpits to pieces, but they mumble on and their congregations go to
sleep. No, for better or for worse, the actual Jesus is gone forever, quite beyond hope of
recovery.

Moreover, even if we auld know for a surety what he said and did, the world that he faced
was too different from ours. There are too many problems, acute with us, which, as far as we
know, he never so much as took into account. Indeed, in his day they did not exist. For this
turther reason, therefore, the edge of his words is often turned by an honest doubt about
whether he would have the same teaching today, if he were confronted by the world that
confronts us. It would seem the part of common sense, therefore, to make much less of
Jesus. Life was not exhausted when she gave him birth. I venture to believe that if we woo
her aright, she will in time bring forth men of a love no less than his, and of a wisdom much
greater, who will lead us out of our present wilderness better than he ever could.

But there are yet other grounds on which I find Jesus inadequate.

2. The accepted religion of any people ought to be the chief guiding and sustaining power in
their life as a uhole, on all lewels. This, as I repeatedly made clear in the preceding section of
this chapter, is not true of the teaching of Jesus. To be sure, the Church has undertaken to
meet the perduring and ineluctable needs of an institution to shepherd the mass of the
population, but the Church has very little to do with Jesus; though it conjures with his name,
it really ignores or almost completely nullifies his teaching, On the other hand, as we have
already seen, how Jesus himself felt toward the element of the population that most needs
shepherding—that is, all those of mass-mind, who are always most of the people—he made
very clear when he exclaimed, “Give not that which is holy unto dogs, neither cast ye your
pearls before swine” (Matt. 7:6). His teaching had meaning, and to this day it has had and
can have meaning only for those of a spiritual percipience and a psychological makeup very
much like his own.



But to say this is to admit a very serious defect—and this, despite any importance that may
attach to the individuals of higher potentialities to whom he did address himself. Indeed, as
we shall see in future chapters, such men cannot come into existence, or attain their destined
heights, unless there be before them, and under and behind them, great masses of less gifted
and even very ordinary men, whose lives are healthy and happy, have meaning and come to
such fulfillment as they are capable of. Any religious teaching that is useful only to a fraction
of the people, no matter how important that fraction may be, is inadequate.

Indeed, it may justly be charged that for the great mass of the people the teaching of Jesus is
an actual hindrance, and the hindrance the greater the better the teaching is known and the
more seriously it is taken. For in any society the great bulk of the population must, of
necessity, be engaged in fulfilling the ordinary but essential functions upon which the very
existence of any society depends. And Jesus’ teaching, when it does not pronounce such
participation evil, at least disparages it and calls men away from it. A moment’s reflection
upon some of the passages quoted in the first section of this chapter, to indicate his attitude
in regard to owning property, to earning a living, and to the most ordinary commercial
transactions, to sex and the family, and to the State, with its ruling, judging, and punishing,
should make it quite clear what I mean. A man who remains “in the world” and who takes
Jesus’ teaching to heart, must often be left with a sick conscience in regard to his work and
his accepted responsibilities. How must parents feel when they remember how Jesus
repudiated his mother, rejected all family ties as a basis for kinship, and put celibacy above
marriage? ! What becomes of our entire judicial system in the light of his teaching of
unexceptional, unfailing forgiveness? How could any man stay in business who acted upon
Jesus” injunctions to part with all one’s possessions, to give freely—without selling, and to
lend without asking even for repayment, let alone for interest? How must those feel whose
duty it is, on occasion, to exert force in the interest of social order or national defense? Can
the use of a night stick be reconciled with loving one’s enemies and turning the other cheek?

Yet society is like an organism. That is to say: if it is to exist, a great many various and
interdependent functions must be performed. Things must be grown and made, and then
distributed; waste products must be eliminated, and worn-out cells replaced; means must be
provided for sensing and avoiding danger, and for both resisting and making attack.
Somehow it must be decided what a people wishes to shape itself into and where it wants to
go; and it must discover and set up the necessary and appropriate means for reaching its
goal. In other words, the very functions that Jesus rejected and condemned have to be
performed if there is to be any society at all; and their performance involves the
overwhelming majority of the entire population. What is needed, obviously, is a teaching that
will give the people on each level of social function, a sense of the importance of the part
they are called upon to take, and will support them in taking that part ably, honestly,
devotedly, and proudly. But the teaching of Jesus unfits them. Martha is made ashamed of
herself. And without Marthas the world simply cannot go on.

At best, to be the entirely satisfactory religion of any people, Jesus was too completely taken
up with individuals. To this side of life, the life that consists of the individual struggles and
the individual relationships of perhaps spiritually superior people, it may be only fair to
concede that he made a valuable contribution. But this is by no means the whole of life. One
can be so absorbed in tending a few choice plants that one allows the very soil out of which



they grow, and upon which all growth depends, to deteriorate. In the long run, it will prove
as impossible to get great leaders and creators out of a sickly people as it is to get beautiful
flowers or nutritious food out of diseased and sickly soil. And in the whole record of the
teaching of Jesus, there is not so much as one word about conditioning and grooming the
life of the people as a whole, not so much as a suggestion of any such social and racial
hygiene as is contained, for instance, in the Code of Manu of the ancient Hindus. And the
effect is writ large today all over the Western world, which resembles a garden that has been
allowed to go to weeds. This deficiency is so great, and the consequences so uttetly ruinous,
that I believe no merit in the teaching otherwise can compensate for its deficiencies or
warrant an effort to retain as our religion a regimen so fauity.

3. The deficiency becomes even more evident and serious the further we probe into the
Gospel teaching, Nowhere is there any recognition whatever of the basic importance of the
physical side of life—of man’s relation to the Earth, from which he has been formed; of the
state of the soil that supports the plant and animal life which supplies his food; of physical
health in man himself, and of bodily beauty and a vigorous will to beget children as
indications of it. On the contrary, the emphasis is exclusively spiritual—that is, psychological
and devotional. The entire physical side of life is disparaged, when it is not entirely ignored.
One may believe that this misrepresents the mind of Jesus, that the distortion is due to the
refracting medium of the minds of his disciples through which his teaching has come down
to us. But there is no proof of this. The record as we have it certainly indicates a very
lopsided and unhealthy view of life. And it has left a blight wherever it has spread.

This is apparent in the light of the following considerations, which, in view of the space I
shall give to their substantiation in subsequent chapters, I will here only state.

A human being is a psycho-physical unity. We have no experience of “body,” “mind,” or
“soul” as separate entities. They are but the inextricable and interdependent parts of our
being; or, yet more exactly, but different aspects of one organic whole. They never occur,
and strictly should never be considered, apart from one another.

Thus the physical is seen to be the foundation, support, and indicator of the mind and spirit.
Exceptions only prove the rule that a really healthy and wholesome outlook on life is not to
be found in a person who was badly put together in the first place, and who is diseased and
sickly to boot. In the long run, health of all kinds is largely dependent upon eating the right
kind of food. And human food itself cannot contain the elements necessary to robust health
if the very plants that men and animals eat, feed upon sickly soil. As to all this there is an
increasingly authoritative consensus.

But the continuing disregard of the physical in yet other fields is leading to most vicious
consequences. People need to know that health in the fullest and highest sense, of “body,
mind and soul,” cannot be maintained so long as the philosophy of “the melting pot” causes
people to flout the Doctrine of the Thoroughbred, to violate all the known laws about
breeding, and to plunge into an indiscriminate crossing of races, types, and classes.
Moreover, physical beauty is not a temptation of the devil and a thing to fear, as our fathers
believed; nor is it a thing to take little into account, as most people of our own generation
are inclined to do. Rather, is it one of the most important marks and evidences of desirability



in man or woman, and an indication of both fitness and readiness to produce desirable
offspring, All history shows, and all reason confirms, that no people can ever make anything
of itself except as its reproductive instinct keeps it constantly reinforced with a steady stream
of vigorous and gifted new life, which flows chiefly from the superior part of the population,
and from which in one way or another sickliness and defectiveness are early filtered out.

Consciously or unconsciously, deliberately or otherwise, the life of a people must conform to
such basic physical necessities as these or it will go down to destruction. It may take time,
but there seems to be time aplenty; and time will always work against the violator, fatally and
inexorably. Sooner or later the population will no longer produce men of the caliber that
seers look for, but for whose maintenance and increase they almost never make any
provision. It will have become a race of cowed and spiritless fellaheen, whose gradual
deterioration has at last left them the easy mark of an unspoiled and more masterful people,
and from whom one wave of conquest after another has washed out all but the last traces of
their original strength and manhood. They are finished, fit only for the dunghill.

Frankly, I think this is the fate to which any people exposes itself that follows Jesus, century
after century, in his disregard of the physical, of the Earth, of diet, sex, beauty, breeding and
the Doctrine of the Thoroughbred. It unfits them for survival. He was so set on the fruits
that he forgot the roots, and in the end roots decide. Without healthy roots the best plants
die. Jesus” exclusive emphasis on the so-called spiritual is pernicious and ruinous. This is
revealed, and proved, far more than any but a very few people today realize, by the
decadence so marked in this Western world of ours, which has longest and most closely
been exposed to Jesus’ teaching, We are marked for extinction.

4. The exclusiveness of Jesus” emphasis on the spiritual has had another disastrous effect.
The minute you say that the only thing that matters is “the Kingdom of God,” and that
anyone may enter it who “does the will of God” or “has eyes to see and ears to hear,” no
matter how true the dictum may be within the range of the narrow angle from which Jesus
viewed the matter, you immediately and necessarily undermine, if you do not destroy, the
basis for all those distinctions and separations among men that are founded upon blood,
which are essential to a people’s healthy and meaningful existence. I think at once of the
patriarchal family, hereditary monarchy (or aristocracy), and race. Jesus, to be sure, was
pettectly logical and consistent in eliminating family life from the circle of his first and
closest followers. And for that very small group, with its narrowly specialized function to
fulfill, it may be argued that there was good reason why they should not have assumed family
responsibilities. But the trouble with our following his example is that the people who created
our civilization, in every homeland that they have made for themselves, have not merely
founded their life on the family, but have usually reached their prime when the father was its
undisputed head. I am one who confesses considerable doubt about whether we shall ever
rival the record of our forebears until we cease to cast admiring glances at Jesus” ideal and
return to theirs—which was that of the full-blooded family, with many children around the
family table, and with the father at the head of it.

But Jesus’ concentration on the spiritual, which really confined his attention to the spiritual
individual, meant an indifference to, and a neglect of, physical relatedness in all its aspects—
family kinship, gratitude and obligation to one’s ancestors, identification with one’s kind by



which one feels oneself differentiated from all other kinds of human beings, and under the
pull and direction of which identity every member should undertake with the rest of his kind
to preserve an indissoluble bond, so that in every hour of peril and crisis they should unite to
form a solid fighting phalanx against every common foe. Jesus’ neglect of every sort of
physical relatedness left the soil quite untended against the invasion of the rank weed of the
doctrine of human equality, as soon as a shift in the winds began to carry the seeds of it into
lands taken over by Christianity. Our air is fairly filled with the floating seeds of this
detestable doctrine: one man is as good as another; the differences that are hereditary, that
are handed down from father to son, and that run in families—are of no consequence. “Why
should we bow before the will of a king? What is an aristocracy but a useless and costly
burden? Why should there not be the same law for the high as for the low, for the low as for
the high? Why should there any longer be any ‘high"? Should not we all, one as much as
another, have the right to judge, to decide, and to rule? Should not he who rules, rule by our
will, with our permission, as our servant and subject to our approval?” Thus men have said
within themselves and to one another. And thus, certainly, it has worked out, and is working
out more and more. The suffrage has been pushed down ever deeper into the social mass
until now every ignoramus, nitwit and trifler can have his share in determining the direction
of a people. Democracy we call it, and are proud thereof, and we even fancy ourselves its
missionaries to all the world. But some of the better informed among us are convinced that
Democracy is always a symptom of approaching dissolution. “The gospel of the ‘lowly
louers,” observed Nietzsche,? and every day we see his insight confirmed. As more and more
power is yielded to the Mob, the national taste approaches the closer to the gutter, political
corruption is the worst in our history, and our statesmanship is a contemptible fiasco when it
is not downright treason. The Mob, unwilling to endure a real ruler, and unable to rule itself,
lurches on like a drunken man toward the inevitable ditch. For men are ot equal. And the
best should rule. And when a people prevents their rule, the end is destruction.

I make all the allowances for Jesus that I can. He was expecting the end of the world; he was
entirely absorbed in the problems of a special few; the record as we have it may have been
very largely colored by the views of those who wrote it down. And the like. But the record as
we have it, regardless of its origin, is precisely what has the influence. And the influence is
and has been such that I must confess my conviction that any Aryan people surrenders itself
to its direction only at very grave peril. Are we not compelled to wonder whether it would
not have been far better for European men if they had never heard of Jesus of Nazareth,
except as the great prophet of a Jewish sect?

5. I must recognize, finally, a steadily deepening sense within me that there is something
unnatural, unhealthy, unbecoming, and indeed something shameful and ominous about our
having taken our religion, or even professing and trying to take it, from Jesus. For a people’s
religion should come out of its own blood. It should be its own innermost soul made
manifest, the elevation before its eyes of its own hopes and dreams, and of the lessons it has
learned through its own immemorial experience. Only when this is so will the living instinct
of the people say Amen to the command of its seers, and willingly bend to their bidding;
And only so will they stand or fall, as they ought, by what intrinsically they are. This means
that such a thing as a unitersal religion is an utter impossibility. The first business of any
religion is to see to it that the people who believe in it survive, and not only survive but
come to flower and to fulfillment. And so long as great blocks of human beings continue to



be so widely and deeply different as they are now, in their needs and in what seems to them
true and beautiful, high and low, and worthy and worthwhile, it is inconceivable that any one
religion can prove acceptable or wholesome for them all. This only becomes the more
certain when one realizes that these differences in peoples commonly reflect the differences
in their habitat, to which they are tied, and are regjstered in their very physical and mental
constitution.

It takes only the reading of such a book as Professor Hans F K. Guenther’s The Religious
Attitudes of the Indo-E uropears to make one realize that in the long run no people can flourish,
or even long maintain itself, unless it lives with and by a religion that forms according to its
own nature and to the ways of working of its own mind and soul. He opens one’s eyes also
to the fact that Christianity, basically, is not in accord with the instincts, values and traditions
that have found expression in Aryan man’s various religions, over a period of thousands of
years, from the Indus to the Atlantic. And surely this is understandable enough. For it is at
once obvious, if we but stop to think about it, that to us Jesus was an alien. Granted, that
more can be made than I at first supposed possible, of the argument that by race Jesus was a
gentile, and even that he may have been sprung from the same stock as the ancient Greek
and Persian and the modern Nordic.t Dr. Revilo P. Oliver, Professor of the Classics at the
University of Illinois, and a scholar of international distinction, has recently declared: “It may
be relevant that the E pistula Lentuli> certifies Christ as unmistakably Nordic: tall, fair-skinned,
with blonde hair and blue eyes,” ¢ but I must confess myself unimpressed by the evidence. In
any case, no matter how blue his eyes or fair his skin, it is universally conceded, so far as I
am aware, that by religion at least Jesus was a Jew, and therefore in his religion oriental. And
it is with the effect upon us of his religion that we are here solely concerned. There is justice
in the common pronouncement that he was the culmination of the Jewish prophets.

Indeed, there is even more than this to the Jewishness of his religion. It is now positively
known that the Essenes—members of an ascetic and communistic order of mystics who, at
some time of dire peril, undertook to preserve their teachings from destruction by inscribing
them on parchment scrolls which they hid in desert caves in the Dead Sea valley—were in
existence a century before Jesus and a century after him, and that during his lifetime they had
their communities in every important town in Palestine. In the light of this fact it seems
impossible to believe that Jesus did not know about them. And in the light of the
extraordinary agreement between Jesus” teaching as it appears in the Synoptic Gospels and
the teaching on the scrolls, it is at the least difficult to believe that he was not influenced by
the Essene teaching, The agreement is really so striking as to require explanation. One has to
wonder if he must not have spent some years in an Essene community as a novitiate, or even
for some years have been one of its full-fledged members. And there is no denying that the
religion of these Essenes, and the attitude toward life that they took and inculcated, was
Jewish through and through, from the core out. Furthermore, if it is Christianity itself with
which we are now concerned primarily, even more than with that residue of Jesus” teaching
that furnished the initial impetus out of which Christianity grew, there is yet more Jewishness
to be taken into account. Whatever worth there may have been in the religion of Jesus as he
himself enunciated it, was, as we have seen, eviscerated and nullified by that Saul of Tarsus
who has come down in history as the Apostle Paul. Indeed, to my mind, it is a real question
whether what became Christianity wasn't more /is religion than that of Jesus—a religion
about Jesus rather than the religion of Jesus. And of course, no matter what may have been



the race of Jesus, Paul was certainly a Jew, a Jew by blood as well as by religion. He himself
boasted that he began as a Pharisee of the Pharisees.

Of course, it will be pointed out, rightly enough, that all this amalgam of Jesus and Paul, in
the course of centuries, became heavily encrusted and more or less deeply permeated with
Aryan additions—a theology, a theocracy, an art, and eventually a Nordic feudalism. But at
the bottom and heart of it all was the Jew—the instinct and nature and need of a breed of
men that the Nordic felt alien to himself, and inferior to himself too. And what was all this
philosophy, and art, social arrangement and organization, but the Nordic’s subconscious
acknowledgement of the lack he felt in the Jew’s outlook on life and the world, and an effort
to round out a view of the universe that would relieve this sense of lack, and, in keeping with
this, to build social institutions in which he could feel both more at home and more secure?

But the structure as a whole was never fully integrated. As we shall see when I come to my
concluding chapter on race, Jew and gentile, perhaps, most of all, Jew and Nordic gentile,
belong to two different worlds. And never the twain shall meet. Never shall the two
understand each other. Whatever of the Jew;, therefore, got into Christianity, whether from
Jesus or from Paul, is shot through with the substance and feeling of the religious experience
of a race very different from the race that has chiefly made European civilization. These last,
whether they came from ancient India, Persia, Greece and Rome, or from northern Italy,
Spain, Germany, France, Britain or Scandinavia, have been predominantly Teutonic, Indo-
European, or in any case, gentile. Christianity, therefore and inevitably, has been a
contradiction among us. This alone is enough to account for the fact that it has been a
religion that we have professed but rarely practiced. Or even worse, when we have practiced
it, it often has been to our hurt. For it does not fit us.

Certainly it is significant that the movement that sprang from Jesus first took root and
spread in old Rome’s metropolitan Jewish ghettos. In the beginning it mostly consisted of
Jews. And certainly it is as significant as it is undeniable that the teaching of Jesus has
provided a strangely fertile soil for the seed of the very un-Germanic but thoroughly Jewish
doctrine of Socialism and the Jewish-led and largely Jewish-manned movement of
Communism, into which Socialism has proliferated and hardened. I have known
Communists to argue in all seriousness that their movement is really the application to a
society of the ethics of Jesus. From many angles, in view of what we positively know about
the horrors and agony clamped down upon every people that Commumnism has overthrown,
such a claim may seem fantastic and ridiculous. But more than once, as I have watched the
mounting and mortal struggle of our Western soul in the grip of the Communist octopus, it
has come over me that our very religion tends to weaken us, and often to paralyze us. For,
say what one will, there is all too much in the Gospels that can be used to justify the
overthrow of the institution of private property, and even that of the family—both of which
were listed for destruction in the original Bolshevist program. Also, whether it be something
in Jesus” teaching or the mere fact that he himself and every man he won as a disciple was
apparently sprung from the lower orders, or that from one end of the Gospels to the other
there is not a vestige of aristocratic taste or explicit recognition of a higher and a lower in
men based on blood and breeding, no trace of acceptance and justification of the separation
and distance between men that such disparity calls for—be the reason what it may; it
remains a fact that for the most part the teaching of Jesus has made its way as the “gospel of



the lowly.” Although he turned away from the multitude of mass-mind, and withheld his
teaching from them, this has been the impact he has left upon the world. He was hardly dead
before it was boasted that the ranks of his followers were marked by the absen@ of men of
wisdom, distinction and good birth (I Cor. 1:26). All down through the centuries there have
been recurring movements of “levelers,” communistic movements of one sort and extremity
or another—like that of the Anabaptists of the time of Luther, or our own Oneida
Community of the last century, both of which set about to abolish marriage as well as private
property, and both of which quoted Jesus for their authority. And many a man today, who
takes the teaching of Jesus seriously, must feel that the like claim of the modern Communist
is no less justified. Certain it is that the Church at the present time is honeycombed with
people, even with ministers, who secretly or openly share much of the Commumnist ideology
and sympathize with the Commumnist cause.

What is the final meaning of this presence of Communism in our midst with its unvarying
herd ethics, its bitter antagonism to the individual, to private property and to marriage? The
tinal meaning is that it is a cancer in our body, a poison in our veins. When I say “our,” 1
mean the stock that has been long dominant in the countries of northwestern Europe,
which, in one habitat or another, stretching through at least 3,000 years of history, has been
the chief architect of European civilization. This people, in all its branches and at all stages
of its career, has displayed a strong instinct to believe in the individual man and in the value
of what might come out of him. It has expected him to stand on his own feet and to go his
own way and gait. To this end it has given him room in which to turn around, something to
work with, and it held him responsible. He owned enough property to maintain his
independence, and he was head of his family and master of his house. Thus, and with other
institutions shaped by the same spirit, he had the conditions for making something of
himself, if he had it in him. And this people belicced in the man who made something of
himself, who had proved himself superior, and they looked to him for leadership. Such was
the way that came out of the blood of those who first called themselves, and all those by
blood descended from or related to them, “Aryan,” which meant “noble” or “excellent,” and
by this path they climbed and fought their way to preeminence among the peoples of the
Earth.

When, therefore, people of this blood begin to show symptoms of Communism, it can have
only one meaning; somehow their resistance has been so lowered that they have become the
victims of a virulent infection. And this is what I finally have to declare the influence of
Jesus upon our life to be. Whether at its worst, as it comes from the Church, or at its best as
it flows from his teaching itself, it is an alien, oriental, Jewish infection. All through the
centuries it has meant our weakening, our sickening, our self-betrayal. Indeed, from the
beginning it virtually implied and actually involved our gradual enslavement to values, to
ideals and to means that violated our instincts. Invariably, and inevitably, if any people gives
up the religion of its own creation to take up the religion of an alien people, it surrenders its
independence and to a considerable extent its identity. For our people to have adopted
Christianity was to yield up their life to the direction of Jews. Jesus was a Jew by adoption if
not by blood. The Bible is Jewish from cover to cover. And century after century we have
prostrated ourselves before the one, and by the other have undertaken to guide our own
footsteps and those of our children and our grandchildren after us. Inevitably our history
since the latter days of the Roman Empire might quite properly be called “the Jewification of



the West.” With all too complete justice, a Jew of our own day might claim, as the Jew
Marcus Eli Ravage actually has claimed, “We have been at the bottom not merely of the
latest great war but of nearly all your wars: not only of the Russian but of every other major
revolution in your history. Your religion, your education, your morals, your social,
governmental and legal systems, are fundamentally of our making!” He speaks of the
“proved control of your whole civilization by the Jewish Gospels,” and concludes
triumphantly, “No conquest in history can even remotely compare with this clean sweep of
our conquest of you.” 7

For a proud people, certainly at the least one of the strongest and most gifted of which we
have historic record, thus to surrender its own soul and let its life pass into leading strings to
another race, is a thing of supreme ignominy. And it is a thing of supreme peril. The longer I
live, the more do I find myself outside of Christianity, and, moreover, alien and hostile to
Christianity. A reading of Prof. Hans F.K. Guenther’s The Religious Attitudes of the Indo-

E uropeans (London, 1967) reveals that we had a better religion, a religion truer to our own
traditions and essential instincts, than is to be found in Christianity. And if in the end Aryan
man, the supremely gifted and most masterful race known to history, should disappear from
the Earth, the primary reason for it will be his having succumbed to the virus of Christianity.
This has been the direst calamity in his entire history.

But I am not going to dwell on this negative aspect of the situation. On the contrary, no
matter how disturbing this may be, for the present at least I intend to avoid dwelling on it.
Our supreme need is for a newreligion, a religion that is our own, consonant with all the best
in our past, equal to all the exigencies of our present. But I am convinced that no amount of
negative attack on the deficiencies of Christianity can ever of itself bring a better religion
into being. And all my experience and all my thought, over a lifetime, completely and
profoundly satisfy me that any real and final recovery of life, and the elevation and advance
of life, can come only out of what is positive, out of some kind of gestation and birth. Let us
count on the sun to put out the candle!

Yet how to come by the sun!

Our supreme need is indeed for a new religion, a new religion of our own. And certainly no
amount of criticism of the old will of itself ever produce it. But it is no less certain that it is
never going to appear because some man, or any number of men, stand up and cry, “Go to
now, let us have a new religion!” It is not to be called forth by the magic of any incantation,
however marvelous or importunate. Nor is it to be thought out in men’s heads, put together
deliberately, promoted by paid secretaries, and enthusiasm for it whipped up in regional
conferences, supported by tons of printed matter. Not at all. Our day is all too familiar with
mechanics and antics of this kind, and with their futility. Anything consciously worked up
and artfully fabricated, with a view to an end, would be artificial, and as such, totally devoid
of life. Any real religion, really new, really our own, if it comes at all, will have to come
gradually and organically, for a long time almost without anyone’s knowing of its existence,
and taking a shape of its own, taking it silently and invisibly, mysteriously feeding on forces
in the racial soul by which it has been conceived and within which it is moving toward birth.



In short, if such a religion comes—as I pray it finally may—it will have to grow—grow out of
the living necessity of our people, out of their innermost mind and soul, as they are forced in
mortal struggle to draw at last upon their ultimate resources, their own instincts, immemorial
traditions and ideals—much as Jesus, perhaps, came out of the instincts and soul and
accumulated tradition and gathering crisis of the Jewish people.

But this implies that it is not something for which we should wait, or dare wait, in the
expectation that it will one day stand full-formed and among us. Rather, although for the
most part unrecognized and inchoate, it is among us already, here and there and somewhat
everywhere, a living, growing and moving force—long ago started, and quickened, and down
through the centuries kept growing and moving by the daring efforts of one great mind of
our blood after another. Even we may have a part in it—you, my reader, and I, and many
another like us. More than we know, mayhap more than we dare dream, its final coming
depends upon whether or not we faithfully do our part, however inconspicuously and
unrecognized that part may be. For verily, everyone of us who undertakes to be, in the
profoundest sense, true to himself, to recognize and to throw off alien influences, to plumb
and to set free the innermost being of our race as it seeks to find expression and come to
tlower in him, will be making his sure contribution toward the final consummation. He will
be adding his modicum of experience and of strength by which the new life will take shape
and build up size and energy to do something titanic, beyond the power of the old forms to
contain, so that it will at last burst forth a new comprehension of life, a new vision, a new
taith, a new discipline for every side of our life, personal and social, for man and woman and
child, from the top to the bottom, for the lowest and for the highest. Believe me, my friends,
what I long lived for unconsciously and now knowingly give over my whole life to, even
developing special eyes by which to detect each little sign of promise—that shall come. Out
of the record of those men, and of those parts of their written works that prove the chief
source of strength and guidance to our people through the fire and night that are ahead, we
shall yet form our own Bible, our own Book of Life. Why should not the Laus of Marus or
one or two of the books of Nietzsche be our Leviticus; Zoroaster or Aristotle our Moses;
Homer and some of the Icelandic sagas our E xodus and Judges; Dante or Goethe’s Faust take
the place of Job, and Shakespeare take that of E aesiastes; the Rewelation of St. John give way to
William Blake, the Psalns to the Songs of Kabir; and the Gospels of Jesus be supplanted by
Nietzche’s Thus Spake Zarathustra, or by the record of some man or men yet to be born,
whose life and teaching prove to be the most satisfying and inspiring epitome of our racial
soul?

First we must become conscious that we as a people /it a soul, and that it can be lost; that
in fact, it is now in terrible danger of being lost forever. But if and when we do become
conscious of our soul at last, and behold what it contains of strength and beauty, and stand
before it in mingled reverence and pride, our great ones shall mark out the path that belongs
to us, and shape the disciplinary measures necessary to ensure that our feet shall follow it.
And out of this will come our own, our Aryan, Nordic Bible—what else should I call it>—
that will hold up before us our own ideals and traditions, the record of our supreme
achievements and triumphs, the story of our saints and heroes, the admonitions of our great
wise men and guides, the vision of our own hopes and dreams and purposes pushed deep
into a distant future. It will be the Book of Life not of the poor or the weak or the meek, but
of the strong and masterful, who by their mastery oter therseltes will shape their life into



something ever more beautiful, in soul and in body, until at last they deserve again that name
with which they began, the proud, head-lifting name of “Aryan,” “the noble ones.” It will be
their book of gratitude to Life, their book of rejoicing, their cradle-song and their battle-
song, and the mirror of their soul soaring over vast abysses and with eagle eye studying far
horizons. It will be the supremely Yea-saying book of a people resolved at all costs to live on
the heights, and to be itself, and that will rather perish than give place to any other, or serve

1939, 1971

Of all the men I have mentioned as worthy to be included in the Aryan Book of Life, none
has meant so much to me as Nietzsche. Having gone to some pains to say why Jesus is
neither adequate to our present needs nor suited to our character as a people, I must try in
my next chapter to reveal why, some forty years ago, Nietzsche came to mean so much to
me. Doubtless it was the easier for me to turn to him because I discovered, astonishing as it
may seem, that Jesus and he had much in common. But at bottom it was vastly more than
that. For utter honesty, for absolutely fearless facing of the realities of human existence, for
tirm grasp of what our fundamental problems are, and for elevation of vision and purpose
for humankind, in some sixty years of unremitting search and testing I have found no other
man who is his match. Nietzsche so surely and clearly lays bare what life is, and the
conditions under which all higher life can be realized, whether the life of the individual or
the life of a people, that I think it not altogether fantastic, even now, to hope that he will
ultimately prove to have been our Moses who got us out of the desert and into the Land of
Promise.

1950, 1973

1 On this last, see Matt. 19:12.
2 Tuilight Of the Idols, Authorized Edition, p. 187.
3 Clair Press, London, 1967.

4 See for instance Madison Grant—The Passing Of The Great Race, 4th Revised Ed., Scribner’s
1932, p. 230, especially the Note thereon, p. 385ff; Ernst Haeckel—The Riddle Of The
Unierse, Harper, 1900, p. 326ff; Houston Stewart Chamberlain—The Foundations Of The
Nineteenth Century, London, 1912, Vol. 1, p. 250ff; C.C. Campbell—The Radal Antecedents of
Jesus, Peter Nevill, London, SW 7, 1953.

5 Madison Grant, who apparently would have liked to believe the Letter of L entulus genuine,
declared flatly that it “is certainly apocryphal,” and gives his reasons for his verdict. The
letter, he concludes, reflects Nordic predilections. See Madison Grant, op. cit. (see Note 1
supra), p. 386.



¢ Revilo P. Oliver—Christianity And The Survizal Of The West, Howard Allen Enterprises, Cape
Canaveral, Florida, p. 21, note.

7 See Century Magizire, issue for January, 1928, article by Marcus Eli Ravage entitled “A Real
Case Against the Jews,” p. 347f.; issue for February, 1928, article by same author entitled
“Commissary to the Gentiles,” p. 476. It may be recalled that Nietzsche pronounced
Christianity “the revenge of the Jews on the Gentiles.”



Chapter 4.

The Meaning of Nietzsche for the Modern World.!

Certainly Nietzsche was not a philosopher in the strict sense of the word. He is essentially a
poet and a sociologist, and above all, a mystic. He stands in the direct line of European
mysticism, and though less profound, speaks with the same voice as Blake and Whitman.
These three might, indeed, be said to voice the religion of modern Europe—the religion of
Idealistic Individualism.

The material about Nietzsche is so vast, and his thought bears on so many of the problems
of the world in which we live, that perforce I must select. In general, I shall submit here
what of Nietzsche has most deeply fed and formed my own life. And I can do this without
apology because through all my reading of Nietzsche I was not thinking more about my own
problems than about those of my fellows and about the whole sorry and desperate plight of
Western Man. And what I felt most deeply for myself is precisely what I would urge upon
the world, with the greatest conviction and urgency. And urgency is called for. The Western
world must alter its course, and alter it soon, or it may forever be too late. And before such
alteration is possible there must be men who have both the vision to perceive that we are
fatally off course and a body of principles by which to lay out a truer and wiser one, and also,
let us hope, the magnetism by which to gather our people together and lead them out of the
deathtrap they are in.

Those who would prepare themselves for such an undertaking had better resolve from the
start that they are not going to turn aside from what is difficult, disturbing, or costly and
painful, in favor of what confirms them in their pet prejudices and most treasured
assumptions, and allows them to go on giving first place to their own security and comfort
and peace of mind. When we sit down to read Nietzsche we are confronted by a man whose
hunger for truth, and for life at its highest and noblest, was so insatiable that he put aside
every lure that might stand in the way of his quest—whether it was money;, friends, wife, or
influence. And he said of himself: “I am not a man, I am dynamite.” 2 Let those, therefore,
who think to find the truth we need in the old and usual places, or the answers to the
problems that today threaten the very existence of our people, without having to strike tent
and risk all the rigors and perils of a new climb—Ilet all such skip this chapter, or better yet,
close the book right now and forget it. Those who would learn from Nietzsche, and be his
worthy companions and fellow warriors, no less than those who were moved to go with
Jesus two thousand years ago, must be prepared from the outset to lay down all that they
have and all that they are.

Let me begin by making it clear at once that Nietzsche undertook no less than a
“transvaluation of all values”—that is, to stand off and from a different angle and elevation,
and with at once critical and discerning eye, to judge anew the worth of all the values by
which the Western world had lived for centuries—its religious beliefs, its moral and social
ideals, its very virtues. He dared challenge man’s assumptions that he knew what was good,
and dared raise the question, as regards each belief, virtue, and ideal, “Who made it ‘good™?
For uhomis it ‘good’, and for ufut?” His one concern, behind everything he said, was for



quality of human life. And if he attacked, it was because, for all a certain virtue or idea was
hallowed in hoary tradition as “given of God,” he discerned that actually it tended to weaken
and to louer man. And if he pointed out new paths, it was because he believed that only by
such could mankind ascend to the heights that he had in him the powers to attain.

This concern of Nietzsche’s for human life I must put squarely in the forefront of all I have
to say about him. For him it was never enough that mankind should merely go on: he must
go up. Indeed, he longed that the life of man should reach an elevation theretofore not only
unknown but almost undreamt. This was more than his supreme purpose: in all soberness
one has to say it was his one passion. Never name, never woman, never wealth, but always
that mankind might become something more than it had ever been before. He might well
have said, “I am come that ye might have life, and that ye might have it more exaltedly.” And
for this purpose and in the flame of this passion he consumed himself.

In view of the glow with which this aspiration filled his soul, and the ardor and abandon
with which he surrendered himself to its realization, it should hardly be a matter of surprise
that when he turned to confront men as he found them on every side, he was often moved
to contempt. He bore with difficulty the everlasting smallness and meanness of men. Mob
values seemed in complete possession. “Mob at the top, mob at the bottom,” he cried; and
he spoke of “the power-rabble, the scribble-rabble, and the pleasure-rabble.” 3 Everywhere
men’s ideals seemed so low, their devotion so feeble, and their will so weak.

However, Nietzsche knew that this contempt was a feeling he must overcome. His
Zarathustra, who in part was a personification of Nietzsche’s own ideals for himself, is
referred to as “the surmounter of the great disgust,” + and he dies with love and blessing on
his lips for all creatures.

Indeed, it is evident that this very contempt of Nietzsche’s was born of his love. “Out of
love alone,” he cried, “shall my contempt and warning bird take wing; but not out of the
swamp.” And again, “What knoweth he of love who hath not been obliged to despise just
what he loved?” And “to despise when we love and precisely when we love best” he
declared to be “a higher and sublimer thing than loving one’s enemies.” For him “the great
despisers” were ever “the great reverers,” “the great adorers.” No one who comes close to
Nietzsche can doubt that his supreme concern was for life, and for life in other men as
surely as for life in himself. “My soul also is the song of a loving one,” he says wistfully. Like
his Zarathustra, he also loved mankind.s

But for Nietzsche what was great in man was that he was “a bridge and not a goal,” a bridge
“between the animal and the Superman.” The level that man had reached was not the end.
His destiny, when realized, would place him as far above the mankind of today as this
mankind is above the animal. But to Nietzsche, it seemed that in the modern world man’s
fate hung in the balance. He was like “a rope over an abyss, a dangerous crossing . . . a
dangerous looking back, a dangerous trembling and halting.” There were times when man
seemed to doubt whether he had the requisite vision and strength to fulfill his potentialities.
Nietzsche threw in his whole strength, his whole self, to give man courage to believe that his
way was on and up. He set man’s goal before him concrete and luminous; like a towering
mountain peak whose snow-covered summit is bathed in the calm clear light of the rising



sun, he created his ideal of the Superman. This was Nietzsche’s supreme absorption. “The
Superman I have at heart; that is the first and only thing to me—and not man: not the
neighbor, not the poorest, not the sorriest, not the best . .. What I can love in man is that he
is an over-going and a down-going”—that is, one who seeks to create beyond himself, and
to this end is willing that he himself should succumb.¢

Nietzsche’s idea of the Superman has been grossly misunderstood. It has been caricatured in
comic sheets and held up for ridicule, but actually it was the rebirth in Nietzsche of a very
ancient ideal” The word translated from the German original, really means, “the Beyond-
Man,” or that which will be above and beyond anything we know of as human now. “Ye
lonesome ones of today, ye seceding ones, ye shall one day be a people: out of you who have
chosen yourselves, shall a chosen people arise—and out of it the Superman.” Zarathustra is
the prefiguration and personification of the kind of being Nietzsche believed would walk the
Earth when mankind had more nearly realized his possibilities. Nietzsche describes him as
“the Roman Caesar with the soul of Christ”—the welding together in one man of the
uttermost strength and the uttermost tenderness. He speaks of the Superman as displaying
“the unity in power of the creator, the lover, and the knight of knowledge”—a man of the
greatest serenity, wisdom, and kindness. He will come like “a perfectly Epicurean god,” as a
“transfigurer of existence,” with “love for the smallest and narrowest things.”

He will ever be one who perceives, under any and all circumstances, that “the heart of the
Earth is of gold,” that “all things are baptized at the font of eternity, and beyond good and
evil,” and out of the fullness of his Yea-saying instinct will declare that “the world is

perfect.” 8

To this end Supermen must live much alone, very austerely, apart from the mass of men, yet
venerated by them and informing the whole of society with their wisdom. They are not at all
men of brute force, conquerors or dictators. They are not even men who exercise rule. Force
does not rest in their hands. They are more like the pilots on the bridge who determine the
way the ship must go, while the actual handling of the crew and passengers is left to others.
It is their function to discover and declare the way mankind must follow in order to realize
its high destiny. They are the great value-creators, the great way-finders and way-showers.

For us, with the background of democracy and the tradition that all men are equal and that
the direction of affairs should be in the hands of men elected by popular vote, this
conception of the Superman may lack appeal, if it be not actually offensive. But as I have
already observed, Harold Laski, Communist though he was, declared many years ago that
democracy must ultimately go to ruin unless it could find some way in which to produce
men of the greatest wisdom, set them apart from the life of the crowd in the most complete
aloofness from its tawdry aspirations and petty concerns, and attach to them the utmost
reverence and authority.

On the other hand, the picture of the Superman that I have presented, largely in Nietzsche’s
own words, may have struck some of my readers as so fanciful as to be little more than a
myth. But I am by no means one to dismiss myth as a frail and useless thing. Rather, I
incline to believe that before any people has become a great people, perhaps before any
people has even come into being, it has been necessary that it hang over itself a star, a sense



of its destiny, some deeply rooted faith as to the meaning of its existence. Consider for a
moment the significance for the ancient Jews of their belief in the Messiah. Remember how
commonly through long centuries the prospective mother pondered whether it might be her
privilege to give him birth. Or recall the Jews’ belief that between themselves and Jehovah
there was a covenant contract, and that from all the children of men they were his chosen
people. It was not at all necessary that their beliefs have foundation in reality. As a matter of
tact, I am convinced that they did not. The important thing was that this faith held them
together, called forth their profoundest creative powers, and shaped and pointed them to
one end. Except for this belief, which Jews have held through thousands of years, they
would long ago have completely disappeared as a people.

In the light of Nietzsche's idea of the Superman, it is seen that the proper objective of any
society was not “the greatest happiness of the greatest number” or the “green meadow
happiness of the herd,” as he styled the aim of Christianity and democracy. For Nietzsche
the only proper, or certainly the primary, object of any society was the production of the
largest possible number of superior men. With Walt Whitman he would have said, “Produce
great persons: the rest follows.” Produce great men and put them at the helm, and their
wisdom will make your society stable, enduring and happy; and their creative powers, as
seers, philosophers, artists and the like, will make your society significant and its name
glorious.

But the goal that any people sets before itself more or less determines the means for
reaching it. And so it was with Nietzsche. Let me now give some typical examples of the way
he felt institutions must be shaped if a people was to produce Supermen.

To begin with, he believed that no people could lift itself by its bootstraps. They cannot
escape what they stand on. And they stand on their legs. That is, he stressed the importance
of the physical. Such a thing as a soul without a body was outside human experience.
Physical, mental, and what we have come to call spiritual—each was but an artificial aspect
of what in reality was one organic whole. And in a world that had long over-emphasized the
“spiritual” Nietzsche found it necessary to emphasize the importance of sound vigorous
instincts and bodily health and beauty, of diet, family, blood, and race. Inevitably, therefore,
he emphasized the preponderant importance of breed, of heredity, in determining the
development of the individual.

In consequence, the primary purpose of the family was to bring forth children who would be
able to go farther and higher than their parents. Men and women whose marriage could not
be expected to do this should not be entitled to marry. On the other hand, marriage between
well-matched couples of a people’s best youth should in every way be encouraged, and
likewise the greatest possible reproduction from them that might be consistent with the
health of the mother and the health and best rearing of the offspring. As to what constitutes
“well-matched” in marriage, a unique and monumental study has been made by the
Nietzschean sociologist Anthony M. Ludovici in his book The Choiee Of A Mate

Again, Nietzsche stressed the importance of diet. Anyone who may be irked by the mere
mention of this subject would do well to take a good look at Dr. Weston A. Price’s Nutrition
and Phsia1l Degereeration,® which, in measured words, was pronounced by Professor E. A.



Hooton of Harvard “a profoundly significant book.” It reveals how the direst decadence,
not only physical but mental and spiritual, can apparently be precipitated in a whole people
with the most fatal certainty by little or nothing more than what they put in their mouths, or
tail to put in their mouths. One reason that civilized man is the sickest animal on the face of
the Earth is that he does not eat the right food. In fact, most people today do not know
what right food is, and perhaps could not get it if they did. Even the great body of doctors
are grossly ignorant. Medicine is negative and merely remedial, rather than positive and
preventive. We hear too much of pills, X-ray and surgery. Almost nowhere are the people
told that if they are ever to be well they have got to live right, and that an important part of
living right is eating right. Verily we are paying a tragic price for our age-long tradition that
the body does not matter. We have got so used to being sick that we do not realize how sick
we are; and we are so unashamed of being sick that almost nothing can be said that will
arouse people even to subject their diet to examination. Yet on our bodies is built our whole
superstructure of character, intellect, spirit, and culture: when that goes, everything else goes
with it. I simply do not believe—after the studies that I"'ve made I cannot believe—that you
can get great wisdom and enduring culture, or even plain healthy judgment about the values
of life, from a people as shot through with disease as we are.

This is not the place to go specifically into the complex question of what “right food” is and
how one can get it. During recent decades the matter has gradually come to be covered by
some very well grounded and practical books, though it is doubtful whether even one
percent of the people know of their existence. But the point that I wish to make at the
moment is that the importance of diet, which is at last being recognized, was stressed by
Nietzsche a hundred years ago. Similarly, I might write of the significance that Nietzsche
assigned to physical beauty, as an index of desirability in a mate and of health and well-
constitutedness in a people. Their sense of the beautiful and of the ugly was a deposit of
their “most fundamental self-preservative values.” 1 Such delight in bodily beauty has been
the attitude among every great people of the past that I have studied. It has been only where
the values of the ill-favored and the inferior have gained the upper hand that beauty has
been contemned and neglected.

Nietzsche’s thought on race furnishes further evidence of how important he considered the
physical side of life. But since I shall touch upon this when I come to my chapter presenting
my own conclusions about race, I shall remark here only that despite his emphasis on it he
was a long way from being any “racist,” and he wrote contemptuously of the “mendacious
race-swindle” of those who talked over-confidently or arrogantly about “pure” race or
pushed racial ideas beyond the limits set by strictly scientific knowledge.”2 And so far was he
from being an “anti-Semite” that he almost broke with his own sister because she married
one of Germany’s anti-Semitic leaders. Any suspicions of Nietzsche’s views on race should
be set to rest once and for all by consideration of the well-known fact that the authorized
English edition of his works was initiated and financed by Dr. Oscar Levy, and that many of
the translations were made by fellow Jews. Indeed, everyone who has read him thoroughly
must recall how often Jews come in for appreciation and even for open admiration.

With this brief mention of Nietzsche’s views on race as sufficing for the moment, let me
now pass on to a consideration of his attitude toward defectives.



Nietzsche died before the world had begun to hear of the experiments of the Austrian monk
Johann Gregor Mendel, which were to lay the foundation for the science of genetics.
Nevertheless, he was one of the forerunners of modern eugenics. He declared that any
organism that fails to excrete its waste products, dies. And he said it pointing to the human
world about him. We have allowed our religious superstition and our sentimental
humanitarianism almost completely to frustrate the operation of natural selection. Blinded to
the fact that human life is of very unequal worth, we actually sacrifice the more valuable to
the less valuable. In our folly, we burden the sound and the capable among us with the
support and care of a colossal load of human wreckage—millions of morons, feeble-minded,
insane, criminals, and all sorts of the hopelessly incurable who can never come to anythmg
whatever. Moreover, the feeble-minded are notoriously prolific. The cost of carrying all this
load is prodigious, and it is growing, If we do not soon reverse the present process the land
will at last be possessed by those unable even to take care of themselves. We are following
the path of national and racial suicide.

The remedy is deliberately and with the greatest possible wisdom but also with unflinching
firmness, to attempt to provide a substitute for the natural selection that we have
suppressed. “The weak and the botched shall perish: first principle of our humanity. And
they ought even to be helped to perish.” 13 The actual means to be considered for the
purging of our breeding stock, however, I will leave now in the hope of giving it adequate
treatment in a future chapter on eugenics. Here it must be enough to insist that the process
should be pressed until the gross defectiveness characteristic of perhaps the lowest quarter
of our entire population and turning up here and there on almost every level, has been
eliminated. Doubtless, mistakes would be made, but I submit that no mistake we should be
at all likely to make could be so serious as the truly fatal mistake that we are making now all
the time by our merely leaving the problem untouched. The warning should be kept before
the eyes of the entire nation: Any organism that fails to exarete its unste produds, dies.

Such, then, were some of the conclusions about the physical side of life that Nietzsche
believed mankind must draw if it would attain unto the Superman. In short, he stressed the
importance of the biological—of breeding, diet, and eugenics. But he believed that this goal,
no less inexorably, laid upon men certain requirements as to the organization of society.
Every sound social structure, and in particular every social structure shaped to favor the
development of the largest possible number of superior men, would take the form of a
pyramid. It would be stratified according to capacity and corresponding function, would rest
on a broad base of well-constituted mediocrity, and come to its apex in an aristocracy of
character and wisdom. In a future chapter to be entitled “The Necessity of An Aristocracy,”
I shall give a full and careful description of such a society on all its levels, and I shall frankly
examine the questions that its very proposal inevitably raises, and squarely face the obstacles
that must be surmounted if ever any such society, assuming its desirability comes to be
recognized, is to be brought about. Suffice now to remark, in fairness to Nietzsche, that he
believed that in a society of such form and tone would inferiority of every kind most
certainly settle to the bottom and be eliminated, and capacity most certainly be noted, be
given the exceptional opportunities of which it alone could take advantage, and find outlet
for its creative powers. Thus would the whole people move most surely and steadily toward
the Superman.



Nietzsche’s goal, determining the means by which it might be reached, also gave him a
criterion by which to recognize obstacles in the way of its attainment. The greatest of these
were Christianity and its offspring, democracy. Nietzsche hated with a profound hatred all
the equalitarian doctrines, democracy along with socialism and communism. In his eyes they
were the great levelers, the great enemies of all quality of life, and of all higher men. They
leveled, and they leveled downward. Professedly, they conduced toward the welfare of the
mass, but in fact they created conditions under which superior life appeared less and less,
could not obtain the exceptional opportunities required for its development, or, if it did
somehow come to great wisdom, was ignored in the process of counting noses. On
Christianity he was hardest of all. Chiefly he condemned its morality, on the ground that it
tavored the wrong kind of life, inferior life, and tended to choke and kill out those of true
intellectual and spiritual superiority, without whom no society could long even endure, let
alone outstrip the entire record of the past and ascend to the heights of the Superman.
However, I will say no more of Christianity here, since I must soon bring it up again in
another connection.

Before I go further in the exposition of Nietzsche’s thought, I must introduce a word to
prevent misunderstanding. Though he could be, and at times was, exceedingly severe in his
attack and his prescriptions, it was by no means because he lacked human feeling, All who
know him well agree that though he had a mind like a rapier, he had a heart of down. He
was no harsher than seemed necessary, if man was to be lifted to the heights. He was never
vindictive. But having willed a goal, he had the strength to accept and to will also the
necessary means thereto. Any man who does otherwise is nothing more than a visionary
milksop. As we shall shortly see in some detail, condemning went against an element deep in
Nietzsche’s nature. He believed in holding to the positive. It was better to sow good seed
than to pull up weeds. But apparently there are times when one must clear the ground that
one would plant. And, even if at times Nietzsche becomes almost vitriolic, it is always to be
remembered that he condemns or attacks oy out of his hunger for the Superman.

The next side of his teaching of which I wish to write is his idea that all life is “will to
power.” We turn now from Nietzsche as sociologist to Nietzsche as psychologist. Here also
he was a forerunner—in this case, of those in our time who have sought some principle or
driving force by which to understand and to explain all human conduct. But whereas others
have professed to find it in sex, or in the struggle for existence, or in a combination of the
two, Nietzsche believed he had found it in will to power.

It is to be regretted that he did not live long enough to make it unmistakable what he meant
by “power.” But careful reflection on the passages in which the phrase “will to power”
occurs, seems to leave his meaning reasonably clear.

In the first place, it may be said categorically, that it was most certainly not a glorification of
foree. Nietzsche despised his contemporary Bismarck and thought him “. . . strong, strong
and mad. But not great.” He deplored the growing feeling for a German empire that had
begun to creep through the German people in the years following their triumph in the
Franco-Prussian War. He penned the most severe indictment of the centralized octopus-
state, declaring it no less than “the death of peoples,” and adding that only “where the state
ceaseth . . . commenceth the man who is not superfluous.” 1



It may be said further that the prerequisite for “will to power” in the aserding forms of life was
always great health, well-constitutedness, strength, and excess energy. Nietzsche would have
rejoiced in William Blake’s assertion that “energy is eternal delight.” 1> At its highest such
excess energy lifts a man above all concern even for his existence. He exults in his strength
and longs above all else simply to expend it. In his youth he springs upon his charger crying,
“A short life in the saddle, Lord, not a long life by the fire!” He feels his great inner wealth,
and longs to lavish it with free hand. He feels within him a love that fills and overfills him,
until he longs only to let it pour itself out to the ends of the universe. He is a Blake or a
Beethoven, possessed by a veritable fury of creative energy, which overcomes him, sweeps
away all obstacles, and finally seizes upon great form in music or in a vision of the soul of
man the like of which the world has never seen before.

But also, and always, in any and every kind of life, will to power means will touard sone kind of
aseendanay, expansion, or mastery. The quality of it, the object of it, the place on which its force
is spent, may vary infinitely, but always there is the element of will to master something;

Nietzsche recognized that excess energy might run amuck. Indeed, there are passages in
which he seems to glory in an expression of energy that was little more than a display of
sheer animal vitality. But in the light of Nietzsche’s whole teaching, it is impossible to believe
that he gloried in such as though it were in itself enough to make a Superman. He gloried
because of his belief that only out of such strength could the Superman be created, and
because of his further belief that the damage to be done by physical energy broken loose was
less to be feared than the damming up, or the weakening and sickening, of great strength and
creative power. “Better to seek for the Superman in a Caesar Borgja,” he declared, “than in a
Parsifal.” 16 He believed passionately that out of weakness could come no good whatever.
Far better violence than the peace and the seeming virtue that were actually the expression
of weariness, tamedness, sickness, and defeat.

Also, Nietzsche believed that in the last analysis all life lived at the cost of others. And,
though slowly and reluctantly, I have become convinced that he was right. Within some
limits, what takes place among us humans is not so unlike what we can witness among the
seedlings carpeting the forest floor in their struggle for light and air. I cannot make an
exception even of a life like that of Whitman, Thoreau, Tolstoy, or Jesus. Every eruption of
great vital strength is a danger to the weak. Even Gandhi, despite his pacifism and
philosophy of non-violence, was realist enough to recognize that all life necessarily preys
upon other life. Doubtless what he had chiefly in mind was the cost of human life to the life
of plants and animals: which indeed is obvious. But Nietzsche went further, though his
words ought perhaps to be reserved for those having psychological penetration and
considerable knowledge of the deductions that seem to follow unavoidably from our
anthropologists’ conclusion that man is descended from a race of killer apes.”” He declared
that “life is essentially (that is, in its cardinal functions) something that functions by injuring,
oppressing, exploiting, and annihilating, and is absolutely inconceivable without such a
character.” 18 And again, “Here one must think profoundly to the very basis and resist all
sentimental weakness: life itself is essentially appropriation, injury, conquest of the strong
and weak, suppression, severity, obtrusion of peculiar forms, incorporation . . . “exploitation’
does not belong to a depraved, or imperfect and primitive society: it belongs to the rature of
the living being as a primary organic function; it is a consequence of the intrinsic Will to



Power, which is precisely the Will to Life . . . the fundamental fact of all history. . .” 1* That is,
“Living consists in living at the cost of others [not only at the cost of animals, but of other
humans as well. WGS]—he who has not grasped this fact, has not taken the first step toward
truth to himself.” 20

Indeed, there is a further extreme of Nietzsche’s thought, in the same direction, which it
seems best to state frankly, even though, without space to present it fully and to forestall
likely objections, there is danger of giving false impressions. Throughout the full span of
Nietzsche’s thinking, one finds a recognition that all real culture is necessarily built upon
some kind of slavery. To be sure, Nietzsche used the word “slavery” in a broad sense: to his
discriminating mind any man was essentially a slave whose life was not a “self-rolling wheel,”
who served something outside himself, who did not follow a direction of his own, who did
not both command and obey himself 2t Viewed from this angle, it is likely that the number
of really (that is, imunrdly) free men in any society has always been comparatively small.
Among the slaves would have to be counted not only the usual soldier, farmer, and factory-
hand, but also many a scientist, professional man, banker and statesman. Perhaps most men
have their price, and perhaps a large part of the population is really, in one way or another,
and even though not openly or directly, bought and sold. To one like Nietzsche, even our
own society, which talks so much of freedom, would certainly have appeared to consist very
largely of slaves. In other words, to a very considerable extent, for Nietzsche it was not a
matter of ordaining slavery, but rather of recognizing that already most men are more or less
of a slave nature; furthermore, that already most men serve the will of another, and have to,
and thereby reveal that in reality they are slaves now; and further that, provided their needs
are well cared for, they are better off, and their existence takes on a new and nobler meaning,
if they do serve the will of another, provided only it be the will of a man who is truly their
superior, and especially if they come to serve such a will voluntarily and by choice.

In view of the obvious latitude of this conception, it might be questioned whether Nietzsche
did not shoulder a quite unnecessary incubus of odium in sanctioning slavery. For much that
he recognized as slavery passes with most people as something innocuous enough. And this
question could be pressed with the more cogency when one learns that Nietzsche was never
indifferent to the welfare of the mass of the population. He said in one of his latest books
that “the workers? should one day live as the bourgeois [that is, the middle class] do now—
but above them, distinguishing themselves by the simplicity of their wants.” 2 Also, he
warned repeatedly against contempt for the average man;* pointed out that “a strongly and
soundly constituted mediocrity” was the “broad base” of the entire social pyramid;?
remarked that “it is possible that even yet there is more relatite nobility of taste, and more
tact for reverence among peasants, than among the newspaper—readmg dermi-nonde of
intellect, the culture class;” % and called fora magnammous consideration of the common

man. “When the exceptional man,” he says in one place, “treats the mediocre with more
tender care than he does himself or his equals, this is not mere courtesy of heart on his
part—but simply his duty.” 7 On the other hand, the assumption implicit in our modern
capitalism that a man has a right to direct and to exploit the labor of his fellowmen if only he
has money, this he resented and rejected so strongly that he once exclaimed, “When an
inferior man takes his foolish existence, his cattle-like stupid happiness as an end, he makes
the onlooker indignant; and when he goes so far as to oppress and use up other men for
ends of his own, he should be struck dead like a poisonous fly”; 2 Finally, it is evident



enough that Nietzsche’s very first avowal of the necessity of slavery violated his instinctive
humanity and gave him pain.

Nevertheless, Nietzsche did accept slavery even in the form in which it is repugnant to the
modern conscience: he accepted it, and he approved it. It is necessary to understand the
considerations that brought him to such a conclusion. Nietzsche felt that human existence
really had no value except as it produced culture—philosophy, science, and art of all kinds—
music, painting, sculpture, architecture, literature. But culture is the fruit of leisure, and
without leisure it is impossible. Moreover, the leisure requisite for creative work is
incompatible with “earning one’s living,” Experience taught Emerson the same lesson.
Anxious to support his opposition to slavery by act as well as by word, he undertook to tend
his own garden, and wrote, “He who does his work frees a slave.” But gradually he
discovered that the gardening hurt both his thinking and his writing; and in the end he
declared that “the writer shall not dig,” And he observes that all the members of the Brook
Farm experiment were “cured of their faith that scholarship and practical farming (I mean,
with one’s own hands) could be united.” 3 Emerson, however, continued to stand for the
abolition of slavery, whereas this experience ought to have made him realize, as Nietzsche
did without the experience, that great creative work and manual labor are incompatible, that
freedom for great creative work can be built only upon someone else’s doing more than his
share of manual labor. That is to say, if there is to be a great culture, it is necessary that there
be some kind of slavery in which many men, through being held to manual labor or menial
tasks of one sort or another, will be prevented from reaching their full stature, in order that
other men, of greater potentialities, may attain theirs. To put it at its baldest (as Salter does
once?), “The higher ranges of human life exist by more or less despoiling the lower ranges.”

And what justification can be offered for a doctrine that is at first glance so repugnant? One
can only repeat and amplify what I have already said. First, there is the stark fact (or what
Nietzsche believed to be the stark fact) that otherwise culture is impossible, human existence
is rendered meaningless and worthless, higher men are dragged down and smothered in the
mass, palace and temple are as it were invaded by swine, and the mob takes possession of
the Earth. Even slavery, especially if humanity and enlightenment determine its form, cannot
be so abhorrent as the chaos and brutishness of universal mass-rule. Our age of equalitarian
assumptions needs to be everlastingly reminded that the vaunted Athenian “democracy,”
even of the age of Pericles, was built upon a huge substratum of slavery: only about one-
tenth of the total population had political rights. Secondly, to very many men subjection to
the will of another does not necessarily do any injury, or involve any degradation. For most
men, perhaps, really have no ideas of their own anyway, have little aspiration to become
more than they now are, and are happiest when they do not have to think and decide, but
may surrender the direction of their lives to others, and then simply do as they are told.
Indeed, if the men whose orders they obey are in fact their superiors, then mean and
mediocre lives, through their very subjection, through the fact that they help to make higher
men possible and to further their ends, may acquire a dignity, an elevation, and a significance
that they could never know in any other way. But indeed happiness should not be the
criterion by which the issue is decided. When it is a question of whether or not a people shall
produce great men, and crown itself with the highest culture, it is not vitally important who
is happy and who is not happy. In any case, it is doubtless higher men, those who face the
severest tasks and must bear the heaviest responsibility, who always suffer most. But again,



when the issue is the whole meaning of human existence, suffering is really aside from the
point. It is the price that often must be paid, which higher men will pay voluntarily and
gladly, and which other men, when they are not ready to pay it voluntarily and gladly, must
be made to pay. The law of sacrifice runs through all existence. Even in the evolution of an
organism, whenever there has been a development of the whole or of special higher
faculties, there has been some loss or diminution of importance in affected parts.
Occasionally, the diminution has meant the complete elimination, the actual perishing, of
affected parts. The lesser is sacrificed to the greater. And in society, if individuals sacrifice
themselves to the ends of higher men, and especially if they make the sacrifice voluntarily
and even with joy, as there is historic evidence that men have done, the sacrifice ennobles, if
it does not even, as the word itself implies, make holy.

But now let me submit a few passages in which Nietzsche himself states his position.

In one of the earliest of his papers we find this: “Culture, which is chiefly a real need for art,
rests upon a terrible foundation . . . In order that there may be a broad, deep, and fruitful soil
for the development of art, the enormous majority must, in the service of a minority, be
slavishly subjected to life’s struggle, to a grenter degree than their own wants necessitate . . .
Slazery is of the essence of adture” And again, “If it should be true that the Greeks perished
through their slavery, then another fact is much more certain, that we shall perish through
the ladc of slavery.” 3 And this position he confirmed, repeatedly, throughout his life. In The
Joyful Wisdom we find, “Every strengthening and elevation of the type ‘man’ also involves a
new form of slavery.” 3 And still later we come upon this: “Every elevation of the type ‘man’
has hitherto been the work of an aristocratic society—and so will it always be—a society
believing in a long scale of gradations of rank and difference of worth among human beings,
and requiring slavery in some form or other.” 3

The above paragraphs on Nietzsche’s views in regard to slavery were in explication and
application of his conviction that life was Will to Power, that as such it always involved a will
to nmster something, a will to achieve some kind of expansion and ascendancy; that in
operation all life was observed to live on other life, that human life could in no wise be
excepted from the prevailing rule; that, in fact, it was precisely the highest human life that
laid its levy upon other human life most heavily. We may or we may not like Nietzsche’s idea
at this point, but for the moment I am less concerned to win conviction than I am to make it
clear what his idea was.

The idea carried with it far-reaching and very significant implications. Its shadow fell across
Darwin’s theory of evolution. This “one-sided doctrine” he undertook to correct. Darwin
had said, “Life is struggle for existence.” Nietzsche replied, in effect, “Not at all. What does
not exist, cannot will. What does exist, cannot will to exist. It wills to power, to some sort of
mastery.” % Indeed, it was only the weak, clinging to life precariously, who were ever content
to seek mere self-preservation. Wherever life was strong, with energy in abundance and to
excess, it never aimed at mere self-maintenance, mere survival: it aimed at some extension of
its power. “. . . In nature it is not the state of distress that preurils, but superfluity, even
prodigality to the point of folly. The struggle for existence is only an exception, a temporary
restriction of the will to live; the struggle, be it great or small, turns everywhere on
predominance, on increase and expansion, on power, in conformity to the will to power,



which is the Will to live.” ¥ “A living thing seeks above all to disdurg its strength: “self-
preservation’ is only one of the results thereof.” 38

This idea of Nietzsche’s that life was will to some kind of mastery has a no less negative
bearing on several doctrines that are popular with equalitarians, pacifists, and psychiatrists.
For instance, he was contemptuous of the prevalent democratic prejudice that would make
environment a more determining influence than heredity.® Life was rot to be explained as
mere “adaptation” and “adjustment,” the result of giving in to environment, the fruit of
what might be called a policy of appeasement. Certainly strong life—and it is strong life
which alone is healthy and which alone, in the long run, matters—never conducts itself in
any such fashion. Strong life masters its environment, finds ways to exploit it and to use it to
its own advantage. Life remains—uull to pouer! «

The shadow of Nietzsche’s idea of life as will to power falls likewise across the significance
of “mutual aid,” one of the strongholds of those who would fain see the world purged of
conflict. In the lower orders of life, even the most casual observer is forced to recognize
how ruthless the struggle for mastery is. Everywhere, through countless aeons, the weak
have been pushed off the Earth by the strong, But as we rise in the scale of life, victory lies
more and more with those who are strong in their cunning, strong less in body than in mind.
Or, as Kropotkin pointed out in an exceedingly interesting book, it may be by mutual aid.+!
But even mutual aid is only a means by which the members of a group, whether animal or
human, increase their strength for combat. The necessity for struggle between individuals
may thereby be reduced, the area within which strife is eliminated may thereby be somewhat
widened, but always to the end that the strength of the goup may be increased; and it is a
strength that is used to fight enemies—and, if necessary, to kill them. Mutual aid is always a
means to a group nustery. The issue remains a struggle for power—and in the struggle the
weak succumb.

Finally, Nietzsche saw will to power determining the values of every people. Throughout all
history, we witness the masterful conquering a given tetritory, setting up as hallowed
standards of conduct (“given by the gods”) those values that through long experience they
had come to believe essential, not only to their existence but to their greatness. They
hallowed the means by which they had hewed out a place for themselves in the face of their
environment and their enemies.2 Nietzsche felt that the needs for life behind a people’s will
to power were a more determining force than any concern for abstract truth. “. . . what after
all are man’s truths? They are his irrefutable errors.” 4 “Truth is that kind of error by which
a particular species has been able to survive. The value for Life is ultimately decisive.” #

But will to power interests us most as we detect it at work in the conduct of individuals and
groups in our own world today. Here Nietzsche saw it operating without fail and without
exception, continuously, in every individual, in every group. What a man undertakes to
master, and on what plane he undertakes to master, may vary widely, but to Nietzsche’s way
of thinking there were no exceptions. The object of your will to power may be a man, or a
woman, or a group of men, or a whole nation of mery; it may be acraft ora techmque you
may try to gain a following by intimidating men, by convincing their minds or by winning
their hearts; what you master may be yourself, an art, or the meaning of existence. But
Nietzsche believed that while you lived at all, you must manifest will to power of some kind,



on some plane, over some thing, A mother laying down her life for her child, or Jesus going
to the cross for mankind are as much examples of it as anyone else. If you deny that will to
power holds for you, it means only that #rough another philosophy you have found—iour way to
power. For philosophy, too, is but an instrument in the hands of the will to power, a means
by which a man undertakes, consciously or unconsciously, to increase his power over others,
or to make himself feel more secure in the universe. Jesus said, “He who humbleth himself
shall be exalted,” but Nietzsche replied, mischievously, “He that humbleth himself uarnfs to
be exalted.” + That is why he humbled himself. It is easy to see that among people who
value humility, a reputation for humility will be a means for climbing above others.

Once more—Tlet me repeat, according to Nietzsche, so long as any man lives, he manifests
will to power, and cannot do otherwise.

But there was one kind of people whose will to power came to be of peculiar interest to
Nietzsche. As he looked abroad over Europe, he suddenly smelled a great smell, and upon
investigation discovered that it arose from the morality of the decadent. Their kirnd of
morality proved to be characteristic of the will to power of life in a state of decay.

The decadent, in Nietzsche’s thought, are the weak and sickly, those who are badly put
together, a hodgepodge of conflicting instincts. They are the botched and ill-favored, the
exhausted and beaten.

In inferior people of every sort, the will to power is easily frustrated. They are not able to
take their full natural shape. Consequently, in them the will to power seeks its ends through
devious, underground ways, by burrowing, or by stealing up backstairs and climbing in back
windows. Like all people they create that kind of morality that will serve their needs—in this
case, the needs of the weak, sickly, and botched. Having no strength in themselves as
individuals, they turn upside down all sound valuation of life, and pronounce the virtues of
superior men evil, and turn their own weaknesses into virtues. On the one hand, out of envy
and fear and hatred, they disparage and condemn those qualities of their masters that they do
not possess and, because of the limits set by heredity, cannot acquire. They depreciate
beauty, health, good birth, and great strength; and they deprecate self-reliance, independence,
boldness, iron will, and prodigality. All the lion in man that might make him formidable, all
that might lift him above them like a towering mountain peak, sources of storms,
earthquakes and volcanic eruptions, they cry down and call evil. They would fain undermine
his belief in and reverence toward himself, and thus disintegrate the forming core within
him, which, if not nipped in time, might shape him into a powerful person, above their
understanding and beyond their control. The “voice of God” is made to speak always in
behalf of the “neighbor,” the other man, the mass. They would thus achieve a collective
strength great enough to overwhelm all superior men, and either prevent their appearance or
drag them down to their own level. Thus the “herd virtues” come to the fore—"brotherly
love,” for example. The ideal now is “unselfishness.” One must think first of others,
regardless of what happens to oneself, even to one’s deepest Self. The cry is, “Do everything
for the benefit of others. To be true to oneself is evil: it might give somebody pain. Besides,
it shows pride, a setting up of one’s own will in defiance of God. To find life, to “please
God,” one must bend one’s neck, deny oneself, forgive all injuries, love everybody, and show
it by always ‘doing good’ and ‘helping others.”” Why? To what end? That thus it may become



ever easier, more pleasant, more secure, for the kind of people who preach this doctrine—
that is, for the weak, the sickly, and the mediocre—in short, for the ordinary man and the
mass.

Nietzche's supreme example of decadence was Christianity. It is historic fact that the
Christian Church took root in the scum and ghetto of the decaying Roman Empire. We have
already noted that the Apostle Paul himself once boasted that among the Christians there
were none of great wisdom, of high social standing, or of good birth (I Cor. 1:26). C.G. Jung
speaks of the “explosive spread of Christianity which, so to speak, sprang out of the sewers
of Rome,” 4 and Gibbon’s great history presents much the same picture. Houston Stewart
Chamberlain says that “all the foundations for the structure of historical Christianity were
laid and built up by this mongrel population.”  Merejkowsky, in his Death of The Gods, makes
one feel that the early Christians were veritable vermin. And such people cannot look out
upon the wholesome things of life except through jaundiced eyes. Instinctively, they want to
bring all beautiful things down to their own level. Nietzsche condemned Christianity. He
linked it with alcoholism as one of “the two great European narcotics.” 4 He condemned
Christianity for exactly the same reason that Jesus condemned the Pharisees—as an enerny of
life. He condemned it because it diverted attention from, and poisoned belief in, strong and
beautiful life here and now on the Earth. But above all, he condemned it as a gospel by
which the uark shall inherit the Earth—the weak, the sickly, the mediocre. As confirmation
of his insight, no matter where in the Western world one today turns one’s gaze, one finds
the Earth possessed by the mob. And in the hands of such people no nation, no culture, and
no civilization, can long hold together. In the years since I first wrote these words I have
come gradually to believe that Christianity unfits any people for surunl. The malady, of which the
whole White man’s world is dying, is Christianity.+

“With Nietzsche,” it has been said, “the conscience of Europe awoke.” Some people at least
awoke to what had been happening. And wherever men awake to a realization of how
Christianity has poisoned our whole life, there will be need to study the effort that Nietzsche
made to point out the way by which mankind, or at least and certainly our kind, might get
back onto the path to ever more exalted life. For accomplishing all this, nothing could be
more important than the regimen and the new morality that Nietzsche prescribed for those
strong, well-constituted and loving men who know not how to live at all except as “down-
goers,” who would fain lay down their lives, if only thereby they may help to build the path
by which man may ascend to Superman. First, therefore, let me submit a few words about
the social provision for such men.

Under ideal conditions, there would be throughout every level of the social order a constant
alertness for any sign of emergent superiority. And superiority would at once be exempted
from some of the ordinary duties and be given the privilege of every bit of educational
opportunity by which it showed itself capable of benefiting. The cream of the youth would
be given the cream of the teachers. The youthful elite of the whole land, gathered into small
groups, would sit for years at the feet of the greatest minds and souls that the land afforded.
Here they would be initiated into the wisdom of life, and under severe discipline specifically
trained for the responsibilities that they would eventually assume.



The morality by which these young men would be shaped would be vastly different from
that prescribed for the rank and file, or even for the rulers. Obviously it would be for the
very few. Incidentally, as I have read the words that Nietzsche would address to them, I have
been reminded at some points of Jesus” “Sermon on the Mount.” But that such
resemblances may be the more easily noted, though above all in the interest of general
understanding, I must preface what I want to say with a few remarks about egoism.

Nietzsche believed that “altruism,” in any strict sense, was “impossible,” and called it “the
most mendacious form of egoism.” * He declared flatly that “the individual [does not study]
the interests of the spedes, or of posterity, at the cost of his own advantage: all this is only
apparent.” 5 It is, to be sure, possible to choose the plane on uhich you undertake to seek
increase in your own life, as Jesus did when he set his face to go to Jerusalem, but to strip
every motive of all concern for what, on one plane or another, will berfit oneself, is as utterly
impossible as to remain alive without breathing. If we lost this sense of what, in one way or
another, would mean increase of life in ourselves, we would not know our food from our
poison. Here is the very core of the instinct for life. He who loses that has become decadent
indeed.

Nietzsche went further and declared “the ego wholesome and holy, and selfishness blessed.”
52 But in an effort to prevent misunderstanding he added, “That 1our very Self be in your
action, as the mother is in the child—let that be our formuila of virtue!” = And while he thus
sanctioned egoisim, yet he was very careful not to include any and every ego. “Another
selfishness is there,” he said, “an all-too-poor and hungry kind, which would always steal—
the selfishness of the sick, the sickly selfishness.” He called this a “larcenous craving,” and
declared “. . . a horror to us is the degenerating sense which says “all for myself.”” 5 It is easy
to see why Nietzsche had thus to speak out in defense of what, for lack of a better word, he
called “egoism.” Life is in individual men and women, or it isn’t anywhere. And yet, on every
side, the actual life in men, all that could give their life any meaning, was being beguiled or
beaten out of them in the name of some virtue or God that was ultimately nothing but an
abstraction. The life of the whole world could be exalted only as the life in the individuals
composing it was enriched and exalted. At all costs, therefore, men must be given new
courage, in the face of all social pressures, to reverence and to trust and to obey their own
impulses.

It is to be noted, however, and pondered well, that Nietzsche was not less discriminating
than Jesus in regard to the impulses that he undertook to follow and told other men to
follow. What is apt to confuse us is that he abandoned the metaphysical as a cobweb tissue
of lies and cowardice, and undertook to confine himself to what he was sure of neither by
tradition nor by speculation but by experience. And what Jesus called “God,” when looked
at from the standpoint of psychology, is exactly what Nietzsche called “Self.” For Nietzsche,
both what Jesus called “God,” which it was life to love and obey, and what Jesus called “self”
(with a small “s”), which he urged men to deny, uere inpuilses of one’s oun being That is to say,
wou were not to be identified with the smallness and weakness within you, and your life was
not to be found by denying all this in the name of some other-than-yourself, however
“divine” it may be. It was your own nature at its best that was divine, and what was to be
sacrificed was not yourself, but only that side of yourself that stood in the way of your truest
and highest. In any realistic sense, therefore, there was no sacrifice. You only gave up your



lesser desires to get what you wanted most. And what you wanted most, that most
inescapable, unalterable, and unappeasable wanting within you, the wanting which, satisfied,
was Life, and unsatisfied, was at best but a living death, that very are of you, was what Jesus
called God.

After this preface, I will now make bold to present Nietzsche’s gospel for those higher men,
those few most loving men, who would fain live as “bridges to Superman.”

1. “Dare only to believe in thyself—in thyself and in thine inward parts! He who doth not
believe in himself always lieth!” 56 “What saith thy Conscience?—"Thou shalt become u#uat
thou art.”” 57 But over and over again Nietzsche stressed the diffiaulty of “finding oneself,” of
tinding within one’s own being a hallowed center of direction and a source of strength that
would and could shape a man’s entire life, put it under orders, give it a destiny, and be to it a
god. The “way unto thyself” he pronounced “the way of thine affliction.” Inevitable
suffering and danger, even the danger of self-destruction, lurked about the path of the man
who set out on this quest. It would be easy for him to miss the path, and, missing it, he might
never find his way to the light, but instead spend all his days groping hopelessly through the
black depths of a labyrinth. Or, to put the matter differently, he would for a while and
maybe for a long while have to bear a constant and bitter struggle with all the refractory
elements within himself, which refused to take orders from any god, which in fact would fain
set up as gods themselves, and would at the least throw themselves across the path of
obedience to any other. Worse yet, he would have to be equal to giving pain to those nearest
to him, who could not understand or who disapproved: it might become necessary for him
to cut off the hands of those dear ones who were determined to hold him back. Sooner or
later, he would have to throw away, one by one, every crutch of dependence upon tradition,
authority, and the experience of other men. He must be prepared, as the final price of his
integrity, to endure the icy breath of an inner aloneness like that of the Polar wastes, or of a
star projected into desert space.5s

Needless to say, therefore, it was something vastly different from the doctrine implied in the
slogan “Be thyself” so airily held up by many today who really want only to throw off
irksome restraints. The common lusting after freedom repelled Nietzsche. Before a man set
out to find and follow the way unto himself, he demanded evidence that he had the strength
for it, and the inner authority and necessity. “Free, dost thou call thyself? Thy ruling thought
would I hear of, and not that thou hast escaped from a yoke. Art thou one entitled to escape
from a yoke? Many a one hath cast away his final worth when he hath cast away his
servitude. Free from what? What doth that matter to Zarathustra? Clearly, however, shall
thine eye show unto me: free for what? Canst thou give unto thyself thy bad and thy good,
and set up thy will as a law over thee? Canst thou be judge for thyself, and avenger of thy
laws? Canst thou bear with and master all that may come upon thee on thy path?” =

Words like these made it completely obvious that Nietzsche’s doctrine was intended for very
few; and he did his utmost to warn away all those who were not ready for it—as if it were
tire, by which they might get burned, or dynamite, by which they might do damage to others.

2. Implicit throughout the foregoing is the next injunction that we must believe Nietzsche
would press upon every man who would fain qualify as a “bridge to the Superman”—



namely, Master thipelf. Nietzsche may have called men, or at least some men, to a life that was
“beyond good and evil,” but though he may have called them away from the current
morality and have styled himself “the amoralist” and a “free spirit,” yet he deeply believed, as
must already be evident enough, that the life fo ufid: he called men required a morality more
difficult and self-discipline more austere than any he rejected. He believed that before ever a
man auld become an organic whole, before he could knowuhat he wanted most, and be able,
without strain, to do it, he must first have put himself under stern and prolonged discipline.
He who would bewre a free spirit must start at the bottom and advance from one stage of
mastery to the next. “He who wisheth one day to fly, must learn standing and walking and
running and climbing and dancing: one does not fly into flying.” © He declared that the kind
of freedom in which he did 1ot believe was what is often called “following one’s instincts.”
“In an age like the present,” he said, “it simply adds to one’s perils to be left to one’s
instincts. The instincts contradict, disturb and destroy each other . . . A reasonable system of
education would insist upon at least one of these instinct systems’ being paralyzed under an
iron pressure, in order to allow others to assert themselves, grow strong and dominate.” ¢!
Elements in one’s nature that one could neither win nor persuade to voluntary subordination
to one’s innermost being, one must be ready even to kill.©2 He directed those who were
qualified, to a life of moderate, voluntary poverty, of great simplicity, and of much solitude.

3. The third injunction that Nietzsche would lay upon all those who would be “bridges to
the Superman,” who must undertake to create beyond themselves even though they go to
pieces in the attempt, is: Lote thself. But he added, and emphasized, let it be “with great
love,” “with great antempt.” & “Not, to be sure, with the love of the sick and infected, for
with them stinketh even self-love! One must learn to love oneself—with a wholesome and
healthy love, that one may endure to be with oneself, and not go roving about. Such roving
about christeneth itself ‘brotherly love’; with these words hath there hitherto been the best
lying and dissembling. . . And verily it is no commandment for today and tomorrow to learn
to love oneself. Rather is it of all arts the finest, subtlest, last and patientest.” ¢+ And he cries,
“Where is beauty? Where I rmust will with my whole Will; where I will love and perish, that an
image may not remain merely an image. Loving and perishing: these have rhymed from
eternity. Will to love: that is to be ready also for death.” & “Ready must thou be to burn
thyself in thine own flame. How could thou become new if thou have not first become
ashes?” ¢ “Only where there are graves are there resurrections.” 6

4. But Nietzsche’s “Love thyself” had a corollary and counterpart that is homologous to the
like injunction with which Jesus followed his primary teaching. Jesus had hinged everything
on love to one’s God and one’s neighbor, but then, to avoid misunderstanding as to what
this entailed, he said also, “If any man cometh unto me and doth not hate—his father, and
mother, and wife and children . . . he can be no disciple of mine.” And in the same spirit
Nietzsche enjoined, “Be not considerate of thy neighbor.” ¢ And again, “My brethren, I
advise you not to neighbor-love—I advise you to furthest love!—Let the future and the
turthest be the motive of thy to-day; in thy friend shalt thou love the Superman as thy
motive.” @ That is, Nietzsche certainly, and perhaps Nietzsche and Jesus both, addressed
themselves to a life in which they undertook to lift the eyes of mankind to a new elevation
and a new destiny. This hope and this dream possessed them utterly. They gave themselves
to it with a purity of devotion and an abandon such as humans are privileged to see only too
seldom, and must hush into awed silence and profoundest reverence all who really



comprehend what it meant. They felt that the realization of mankind's highest hope hinged
in some very real and terrible way upon their own utter fidelity. They could feel looking to
them and depending on them, all those higher men about them and yet to come, some
struggling to be born, some struggling to get on their feet and to find their way, others
struggling to foreshadow in their own persons a new future for humankind and showing in
their faces the distant light of the Great Noontide toward which their eyes were lifted and
their feet set. That is, in the man who would prove worthy of so high a calling there must be
something undissuadable, which will not allow him to betray himself and the higher mankind-
to-come-for anything. He must beware lest the very tenderness and sympathy of his heart
seduce him into infidelity.

But let me put Nietzsche’s own words before you.

“Higher than love to your neighbour is love to the furthest and future ones; higher still than
love to man is love to things and phantoms. The phantom that runneth on before thee, my
brother, is fairer than thou; why dost thou not give unto it thy flesh and thy bones? But thou
fearest, and runnest to thy neighbour.”

“Woe unto all loving ones who have not an elevation which is above their pity’ . . . All great
love is above all its pity: for it seeketh to create what is loved! ‘Myself do I offer unto my
love, and my neighbour as miselfl — such is the language of all creators. All creators, however,
are hard!” 7

And again:

“Who can attain to anything great if he does not feel in himself the force and will to inflict
great pain? The ability to suffer is a small matter . . . But not to perish from internal distress
and doubt when one inflicts great suffering and hears the cry of it—that is great, that
belongs to greatness.” 72

And yet again, this:

“‘Why so hard!” — said to the diamond one day the charcoal: ‘are we then not near
relatives?” —

“Why so soft? O my brethren; thus do I ask you: are ye then not — my brethren?

“Why so soft; so submissive and yielding? Why is there so much negation and abnegation in
your hearts? Why is there so little fate in your looks?

“And if ye will not be fates and inexorable ones, how can ye one day — conquer with me?
“And if your hardness will not glance and cut and chip to pieces, how can ye one day —
create with me?

“For the creators are hard. And blessedness must it seem to you to press your hand upon
millenniums as upon wax, —

“Blessedness to write upon the will of millenniums as upon brass—harder than brass, nobler
than brass. Entirely hard is only the noblest.

“This new table, O my brethren, put I up over you: Bewne hard! —" 7



5. But the end of all such hardness is that a man should obey hinzclf. He who cannot obey
himself will have to obey the will of another, or the Garden of the Lord would soon be
trampled to ruin by runaway cattle and swine. But every potential creator, who would fain
tulfill his destiny, and every man who would know the wholeness that waits upon the
flowering and coordination of all his powers, must learn to take his orders from that inmermost
are of uhat he is. He must, in the profoundest sense, be true to himself.

That a man may learn to obey himself Nietzsche, like Blake, would have him ignore all moral
rules, or codified standards of conduct, whether they be the Ten Commandments, the
Sermon on the Mount, the teaching of Jesus as a whole, or anything else whatever that can
be made into an external, uniform moral deadhand. William Blake was completely right
when he declared, “I tell you no virtue can exist but by breaking these Ten Commandments.
Jesus was all virtue and lived by impulse, not by rules.” 7 He who lives by rules can only
become the Pharisee, the man who lacks the courage and the honesty to accept, and avow,
and obey himself. There can be no reil virtue, no personal worth that is vital and integral
with one’s own innermost being, something more than a mere “skin or a cloak,” except as
one’s very Self be in one’s action “as the mother is in the child.” “Let that,” Nietzsche urged,
“be your formula of virtue!” 7 Let it be your whole virtue that your innermost being shows its
face in your conduct.

6. One thing more is to be made explicit. I need not undertake to quote passages where the
idea may be found. Perhaps indeed it is something that a man of insight senses in, and distills
from, his memories of the whole body of Nietzsche’s writing, It is this: In undertaking to
obey thyself, do not anfuse the Self, uhidh thou art to obey, with thy reason.

But this admonition, though very definitely to be taken to heart by all intellectuals, is not for
a moment to be misunderstood as any counsel to flout the rational faculty in favor of
vagaries and willfulness. Those who have followed my story thus far must recognize the
great respect that I pay to the scientific evidence on any issue, and the emphasis that I have
placed on accumulating a sufficient body of knowledge to form a solid basis for any
important decision. And through all my intense probing of the mystical experience, I have
seen to it that reason and all that goes with it, facts, analysis, deduction, discrimination, and
endorsement or veto, are given their day in court, where the invisible judge, the Self, which is
the concentrated center of life (impulse, desire, and will), listens with its many ears, before it
retires into its sanctum of inner stillness to review the matter in its entirety and to render a
verdict. Reason is thus an indispensable check and aid. But reason of itself is not alive.
Everything is dead and nothing stirs until impulse comes in. Nothing stirs until one or more
of the moving powers that reside in the Self begin to assert themselves. And even reason’s
veto cannot be accepted as final. On occasion, under exceptional circumstances, the Self may
decide to override reason’s veto—on a basis of its own.

And there are other activities of the rational faculty against which the Self needs to be even
more on its guard. It generally tends to become the servant of the little self, and very expert
at pulling forth reasons for why a man ought to do what in fact he wants to do only for the
sake of such paltry things as security, comfort, name, and influence, by which he is tied to
his past, what he has been, instead of being lured and driven toward his future, what he has
it in him to become, his destiny.



Anyone in whom life is a great expansive, propelling force, therefore, has need to beware of
reason as a great restrainer and paralyzer, a potential strait jacket. Blake realized this as clearly
as Nietzsche did. Near the beginning of his “The Marriage of Heaven and Hell” he has this
famous passage:

“Those who restrain desire, do so because theirs is weak enough to be restrained; and the
restrainer or reason usurps its place and governs the unwilling,

“And being restrained, it by degrees becomes passive, till it is only the shadow of desire.”

Thus reason can become the great deadener, the great killer of the divine possibilities in
men. He who is resolved to become what he is must early learn to free himself from all
undue respect for precedent and from all concern for consistency. What one does today
requires no reconciliation with what one did a year ago, or even yesterday. Each set of
circumstances is new and must be faced as if it had never been faced before.

But perhaps the rational faculty is to be guarded against most of all, especially among
intellectuals, for its tendency to shape, dress up, organize, and press upon our consciousness
patterns of ondud, even a whole series of correlated patterns, as ideas, theories, and ideals, into
which we try to force our living impulses and desires. But our living impulses and desires
have their own form of expression, which belongs to them, and which they take
spontaneously. And when we try to force them into the dead mold of any pattern
preconceived by the mind, they die. Ideas and ideals are only abstractions. They have their
place, but they are without roots in one’s innermost being. And an attempt to lize by them, to
live not by what one deeply feels but by what one merely thinks, can be only withdrawal
from life, an evasion and denial of life. It will always be artificial, forced, and in the last
analysis false, a putting on of something one really is not. One could be surer of touching the
springs of vitality if one undertook to “live by one’s bowels” than if one allowed oneself to
be put through motions by one’s head!

But all this can be no more than general warning, In the last analysis the problem of each
man who wants really to live, is individual and personal. He must find his way to the vital
quick within him that is the core of himself, and live in the most intimate and instant
obedience to it. As for Nietzsche himself, however, he said that his “most terrible mistress”
was that which “spoke” unto him “without voice,” in the hour of his abysmal stillness.
Listen for that Word, and when it has been vouchsafed unto you, heed it.

Very evidently, however, this is an experience that very few men, in mankind’s present stage
of development, can ever know. Most of all it is alien to those whom Nietzsche called “the
good and the just.” For to have gained the social approval that these labels imply, they must
have shaped their conduct to the external, stereotyped, and largely alien requirements of the
prevailing moral codes and convictions. They must have made themselves compliant,
submissive, and obedient. But—in Nietzsche’s words, “he . . . who obeyeth [in the sense,
that is, of conforming—WGS], doth not listen to hinself!” 7 Nay, by having more and more
turned away from the behest of his own soul, he has put his soul to sleep, and must in the
end even put it to death, until in effect he has no soul, and his conduct is quite unillumined
and unguided by any light from an innermost being of his own.



Such are the people “who say and feel in their hearts: ‘We already know what is good and
just, we possess it also; woe to those who still seek thereafter!” ” And it was precisely these
people whom Nietzsche pronounced “the greatest danger to the whole human future.” He
declared, much as Jesus had before him, that “whatever harm the wicked may do, the harm
of the good is the harmfulest harm! And whatever harm the world-maligners may do, the
harm of the good is the harmfulest harm.” 77 For they are the Pharisees, and Pharisees must
they be. Moreover, him who deviseth his our virtue, who goes a way of his own, which is
unfolded from within himself, him must the Pharisees ever crucify. For he makes the very
earth they stand on to rock by asking what is good, and breaks up the old tables and the old
values by setting up a new good, which is above and beyond the old. Jesus had only to say,
“Moses and the prophets told you so and so, but I tell you otherwise” and “Except your
righteousness shall exaad the righteousness of the Scribes and Pharisees, . . .”—and after that
the “good and just” went out and put their heads together to destroy him. To them must
such a man ever seem their most deadly foe and a veritable demon. And ever will they cry,
“Give us Barabbas rather than this Jesus. Better the malefactor, who only breiks our law,
than this innovator who not only breaks it but supplants it.”

And yet, asserted Nietzsche, “All that is called evil by the good, must come together in order
that one truth may be born . . . The daring venture, the prolonged distrust, the cruel Nay, the
tedium, the cutting-into-the-quick: how seldom do these come together? Out of such seed,
however—is truth produced!” 7

7. There is yet one more body of counsel to be presented here, and with this I may well
conclude my attempt to summarize Nietzsche’s admonitions to those who would fain
become “bridges to Superman.” It might perhaps be epitomized in the three words: “Don’t
resist evil.” Just what was the meaning that Jesus put into these same words, or the body of
his experience that dictated their utterance, it is now impossible to know. In the context
given to the injunction in the Gospel of Matthew it is a matter of turning the other cheek.
But “overcoming evil with good” and heaping coals of fire on one’s enemy’s head, which it
is commonly interpreted to mean, may be nothing but the most refined and exquisite
revenge. And as there is considerable reason to believe that all such was at the utmost
remove from Jesus’ spirit, it may be that the substance of his teaching at this point, and the
motive behind it, were much closer to Nietzsche’s counsel than is at once apparent. But, at
any rate, with Nietzsche the object was to help higher men to avoid allowing their creative
powers to be diverted into, and frittered away and wasted by, mere negative resistance to
evil. Necessary as it might be for other, non-creative men to attack evil with all the powers at
their command, such struggle was something in which the truly creative man must see his
very dire peril. Somehow he must prevent his being drawn into it. He must even seek an air,
an altitude, and a fellowship in which the pressure of evil upon him will not so much as
require his resistance. He must undertake to provide himself with every circumstance that
will favor the happy fruition of his pregnancy, the fulfillment of his destiny.

But again, let Nietzsche speak for himself.
In his Genealogy Of Morls, written next to the last year of his real mental life, he notes how

every sort of revengeful human misery presses into the consciousness of happy and healthy
people and resists their right to be happy, even making them ashamed to be happy. In the



tace of this and as a warning to all those of decidedly superior giftedness, that they should
not allow themselves to make a virtue and a mission out of trying to alleviate the handicaps
and miseries of the sick, the broken, the retarded, defective or disabled, Nietzsche exclaimed:

“But there could not possibly he a greater and more fatal misunderstanding than when the
happy, the well-constituted, the strong in body and soul, begin in this way to doubt their right
to happiness. Away with this “perverted world"! Away with this shameful enervation of feeling]
That the sick should not make the healthy sick—and that is what such an enervation would
come to—this ought to be our supreme object on Earth—buit for this it is above all essential
that the healthy should remain sgparated from the sick, that they should guard themselves
even from the look of the sick, that they should not even associate with the sick. Or might it
be, perchance, their mission to be nurses and doctors? But they could not in a worse way
misunderstand and slander their mission—the higher rust not degrade itself to be the tool of
the lower, the pathos of distance must also to all eternity keep their missions separate. The
right of the happy to existence, the prior right of bells with a full tone over the discordant
cracked bells, is verily a thousand times greater: they alone are the sureties of the future, they
alone are under bourden duty to the future of man. What they can, what they should do, that
could the sick never do, and never should do. But in order that they may be able to do what
only they ought to do,” how can they possibly be free to play the doctor, the comforter, the
‘saviour’ of the sick? . . . And therefore, good air! good air! and away, at any rate, from the
neighborhood of all the madhouses and hospitals of culture! And therefore good company,
our oun company, or solitude, if it must be so! but at any rate, away from the evil fumes of
inner corruption and the secret worm-eaten-ness of the sick!” &

But there is yet another, even more illuminating passage, taken from one of his earlier books,
which I consider to be one of the most profoundly wise and infinitely precious pieces of
counsel that any creative man can lay to heart, especially in a day of decay like our own. It is
entitled “Not to Be A Soldier of Culture Without Necessity,” and reads as follows:

“At last people are learning what it costs us so dear not to know in our youth—that we must
tirst do superior actions and secondly seek the superior wherever and under whatever names
it is to be found; that we must at once go out of the way of all badness and mediocrity without
fighting it; and that even doubt as to the excellence of a thing (such as quickly arises in one of
practised taste) should rank as an argument against it and a reason for completely avoiding it.
We must not shrink from the danger of occasionally making a mistake and confounding the
less accessible good with the bad and imperfect. Only he uho ain do nothing better should attadk the
world's euls as the soldier of aulture. (Emphasis added.) But those who should support culture and
spread its teachings ruin themselves if they go about armed, and by precautions,
nightwatches, and bad dreams turn the peace of their domestic and artistic life into sinister
unrest.” 81

But perhaps the following passage, from the New Year’s resolution with which Nietzsche
entered upon the year 1882, when he was 38 years old, most fully reveals the entirely positive
direction in which his spirit willed to move, and which he believed essential to the rearing of
all higher men.



“... T also mean to tell what I have wished for myself to-day, and what thought first crossed
my mind this year,—a thought which ought to be the basis, and pledge and sweetening of all
my future life! I want more and more to perceive the necessary characters in things as the
beautiful: —I shall thus be one of those who beautify things. Armor fati: let that henceforth be
my love! I do not want to wage war with the ugly. I do not want to accuse, I do not want
even to accuse the accusers. Lookingaside, let that be my sole negation! And all in all, to sum
up: I wish to be at any time hereafter only a yea-sayer!” &

It may, of course, be pointed out, and with complete justice, that Nietzsche was a long way
from holding to this resolution for the rest of his life. Nevertheless, it is certain that the
resolution was not a pretty but passing notion that he merely toyed with. Rather, do we here
touch the quick of his innermost being, one of the most poignant issues of his entire life.
Behind this resolution was the persistent, inextinguishable yearning of his soul, one of those
unfinished fights where to the end the tide of battle rolls now forward, now backward.

In his autobiography, Nietzsche confesses that “the loathing of mankind, of the rabble, was
always my greatest danger.” 8 It may come as a shock, as utterly incongruous and
impossible, that any man of real nobility could feel such an emotion as loathing, especially
loathing toward other human beings. But Walter Pater once said, “The way to perfection is
through a series of disgusts.” And must not he, who strives toward the stars, struggle long
with a feeling of loathing for the swamp that denies him footing and constantly sucks him
down? Is not this very loathing an expression of his will to free himself from his past, to
break its hold upon him, and to rise above it? And Nietzsche did will to shake off his past
and rise above it; to free himself from the chrysalis and take to wings. And he knew that this
could not be accomplished until his disgust at man’s usual smallness and meanness had been
left behind. As we have seen, his Zarathustra, who was so largely the projection of
Nietzsche’s own soul, is described as one about whose mouth no loathing lurked,® as “the
surmounter of the great disgust.” & And if it be true that a man is revealed less by what he is
than by what he would be, then, I beg you, listen to what follows, for here is unveiled the
pathos of Nietzsche’s very soul:

“All loathing did I once vow to renounce: then did ye (those whom he has referred to as his
‘enemies’) change my nigh ones and nearest ones into ulcerations. Ah, whither did my
noblest vow then flee?” s

The chapter from which this is taken, entitled “The Grave Song,” one of the most moving in
all Zarathustra and one of the most intimately revealing of Nietzsche, should be read in its
entirety. And again:

“I, however, am a blesser and a Yea-sayer, if thou but be around me, thou pure, thou
luminous heaven! Thou abyss of light! — into all abysses do I then carry my beneficient Yea-

saying,

“A blesser have I become and a Yea-sayer: and therefore strove I long and was a striver, that
I might one day get my hands free for blessing;



“This, however, is my blessing; to stand above everything as its own heaven, its round roof,
its azure bell and eternal security: and blessed is he who thus blesseth!

“For all things are baptized at the font of eternity, and beyond good and evil . . .” &

Let the little critics have their point: much of the time, let us even say most of the time,
Nietzsche did not hold to his resolution. Yet it is no less evident that Jesus also fell short of
his avowed ideals and violated his own teaching, And indeed, who has not? Moreover, 1
might list extenuating circumstances, of which there were many. Poignant experience of my
own has forced me to recognize, in the face of all theory and idealizing, that sometimes, in
order to make oneself quite clear, it seems necessary to say No as well as Yes, to declare not
only what one’s meaning is but also what is the denial of it, and to expose and attack its
enemies. Often it seems that before one ain very well hold oneself singly and severely to the
positive and constructive, and build, it is necessary to raze the old, and to clear the ground,
in order to get room for so much as one’s foundations.

But in my judgment it is better to attempt 1o defense. Let it be admitted that Nietzsche’s
work would have been even greater than it was, and more of it of enduring value, if he could
more steadily have lived up to his ideal for himself, and held to that New Year’s resolution.
Or, if it must be conceded that what he did had to be done by somebody, and that he
tulfilled his task with magnificent rectitude and strength, then let it be conceded also that he
was but a Moses, who viewed the Promised Land from a mountain-top, but always from
afar, and never entered in. Nietzsche himself—there is evidence of this—would have been
very ready to admit as much. He was but a way-shower, a cry in the wilderness, a light in the
night. He was building the bridg to Superman, aye, was a wayfarer on the bridge, but yet one
that must at times falter and stumble. Superman he was not. That he knew full well. It was
precisely because his reach exceeded his grasp, because he could see better than he could do
and farther than he could go, that he created his Zarathustra, who thus became essentially
the personification of his vision and the voice of his innermost soul, of his love, his dream,
and his hope. There had thus far been no one, out of our entire human past, who in his eyes
qualified as Superman.ss The Superman was yet to come—not, however, as the Jews have
waited for their Messiah, but to be the object of the concentrated search and struggle of the
loftiest of human spirits. And Nietzsche, better than any other man that I have come upon,
saw the way thereto, and made it clear—the stars to steer by, the pittalls to be on one’s guard
against, the regimen to be followed to acquire the requisite strength. And any of us who may
have been gifted with creative powers, and who feels the necessity to set his own feet in the
direction of Superman, for mankind’s sake as much as for his own, will do well, instead of
reproaching Nietzsche that he fell short of his own ideal, to give close heed to his counsel.
For it was the expression of a sensitiveness of insight, a range of vision, and a depth and
integrity of experience such as has never before, perhaps, in like combination, been achieved.
And one of the most precious parts of it all is this advice to go out of the way of all evil, lest
that within us which was meant to be, and which could become a swelling river sweeping on
to give life and power wherever it went, should lose itself in the desert sands of mere
resistance.

With some such counsel as this, which I have ventured to conjure up before you, would
Nietzsche have sketched the skeletal structure of the morality that he would give to the small



part of each oncoming generation who were to be reared to direct the ascending life of a
healthy society. Let me briefly review it.

1. Learn to hear the Voice in which, out of thy deepest stillness, thine innermost Self would
speak to thee; and when thou hast heard it, believe in it, trust it.

2. Through discipline, bring all the recalcitrant elements within thee to do the will of thine
innermost Self, until thou hast become a holy Yea to Life, a new beginning, a self-rolling
wheel, a creating one.

3. And love thy Self—with thine entire love, and with all the reverence thou hast in thee.

4. Love it and hold to it even when it commands thee to do what will give others pain, even
when it may cause others injury. Thy love cannot be true, nor safe, until it is above all thy
pity. Learn to be hard.

5. Obey thy Self. Make sure that it is thy Self, but then—simply accept it. Do not try to
change it, or to improve it, but rest in it. Rest in what you are as men heretofore have been
taught to rest in “the will of God.” Put aside all considerations of advantage or disadvantage,
and likewise all the claims of “right” and “wrong” and those of reason.

6. Resist not evil. Go out of the way of all evil. Seek thee out circumstances in which thine
innermost Self can unfold in thy life, in all its fullness, without having to struggle for breath
in foul air or to meet the pressure of alien influences. Until at last thou becometh what thou
art, and thy holy Yea to Life is spoken with full voice, and thou seemest to be “carved from
one integral block, which is hard, sweet, and fragrant.”

It strikes me that any person of insight, upon reading these words, must often be reminded
of the teaching of Jesus. For me this is not surprising, for I am inclined to think that where
the two men'’s words relate to the same fields of experience, they may very largely agree.
Unfortunately they are the two most misunderstood great men of whom I know.
Consequently;, it is in large part the falsification of Jesus that clashes with the
misunderstanding and distortion of Nietzsche. To my mind, Jesus was as terrible as he was
tender; and Nietzsche was not less tender than he was severe.

Perhaps you think that Jesus was more considerate of others than Nietzsche, but we must
not forget Jesus’ injunctions in regard to family loyalties, which seem to me the severest that
have ever crossed the lips of man. On the other hand, perhaps I have never encountered
consideration for the feelings of other people quite so exquisite as Nietzsche showed when
he enjoined that we should avoid abashing anyone—that is, avoid causing any personal
humiliation or loss of self-possession.s> Or do you think that Jesus was more concerned for
the masses? I can only ask: Where is your evidence? It seems to me he never slowed his pace
for the weak or lowered his hurdles to make it easier for the sheep to enter his fold. He
always went ahead as far as he could and as fast as he had it in him; let those come after him
who were able. And as for those who had neither “ears to hear” nor “eyes to see”—that is,
those who could not “bear fruit,” did he not at one time compare them to “swine” and
“dogs,” and say of them again and again that they were like trees that were good only to be



cut down and burned? Apparently, as far as his purpose was concerned, they were only
obstacles in the way.

And if anyone still thinks that Jesus was humble, I would ask him what evidence of it he can
point to. I myself cannot recall one thing Jesus ever said or did that I should call humble.
William Blake understood him aright, as shown in a passage from one of his poems that I
quoted in my last chapter. Having raised the question: “Was Jesus humble?” he declared that
the course Jesus followed was a matter of “humble to God, haughty to man,” And he clinches
the matter by making God pronounce: “If thou humblest thyself, thou humblest Me; Thou
also dwell’st in eternity.” And in “The Stillest Hour,” that deeply moving chapter in his
Zarathustra, Nietzsche makes precisely the same point.»

No, in their combination of tenderness and hardness, in their refusal to adjust their pace to
the pace of the crowd, in the placing of their humility, and indeed (with due allowance for
difference in terms) in their fundamental understanding of the inner life of man, I think the
two men may have been very much the same. Moreover, both were mystics. That Nietzsche,
for all he said against many kinds of mysticism, was essentially a mystic himself, seems to me
beyond question. This was recognized, for instance, by my friend Miss Emily S. Hamblen,
pethaps the first person in America to write on Nietzsche, and also by Ananda K.
Coomaraswamy, one of the outstanding interpreters of the East to the West, and a man with
wide knowledge of things mystical. In his The Dan of Siur he declares that “Nietzsche was in
the direct line of European mysticism along with Blake and Whitman.” 1

Indeed, Nietzsche’s mysticism is more congenial to me than what I can deduce concerning
that of Jesus. As my reader will recall, the collapse of my Franciscan venture was followed by
a period of disillusionment. I felt that I had been led into a dead-end by my obedience to
that still small voice within me, which I had called God. As a result, my faith in that kind of
leading had been shaken. I found it necessary to look behind the scenes. I said to myself,
recollecting my past experience, “Something spoke within me. I ailled it God. But what grournd
had I for calling it God?” I came to believe that I had no ground. And though in time I was
able to believe again in the validity of the mystical experience and once again undertook to
devote myself to an obedience to my still small voice as implicit and literal as before, I
thenceforward looked upon it from a psychological point of view. What spoke in me at any
given time was a synthesis of all my highest perceptive faculties. It represented the highest
wisdom, in regard to the situation then before me, that was able to reach my consciousness
at that stage in my development. But I was no longer able to put behind it that omniscience,
omnipotence, and the like, that most people connect with the idea of God. Indeed, from
that day to this I have remained utterly agnostic about all absolutes and ultimates. I know
nothing about a “moral order of the universe”: I admit that I do not. I have no means by
which to explore the universe or to get beyond the content of my own consciousness. I have
come to feel that the belief in a metaphysical God (that is, the common belief in God) has
no solid foundation. But I find within myself a wisdom and a strength by which I am able to
walk without dependence upon these crutches that I once found so necessary. And likewise
Nietzsche, in referring to his mystical experience, limits himself to what Professor Leuba
referred to as its “raw stuff,” and says only, “Then was there spoken unto me without voice .
..”” 92 He holds himself close to what, if anything, he knous. For me this is solid ground. Here
I am at home with Nietzsche, as I am not with Jesus.



Finally, and by no means least, Jesus and Nietzsche are alike in that both went to a kind of
crucifixion. The suffering that Nietzsche bore during the last ten years of his thinking life,
together with his final mental breakdown, in some ways constitutes a crucifixion more
terrible than the more literal one of Jesus. In any case, I find in the price that both paid the
tinal seal they put upon their conviction that the message they had delivered was true, and at
the same time an evidence of the measure of their devotion to humankind. I know well that
a man’s willingness to suffer proves nothing as to the worth of his cause. And yet I
confess—let it be written down as my weakness if that is what it be—that I am not moved
to my depths until I have seen a man lay down his all. Blake, I believe, died singing, and
therein I feel the triumph of his spirit. And yet I wonder if he would have had quite so much
breath for singing if he had thrown himself with more abandon into the thick of the fight, or
if he had made himself more fully one with the soul of struggling humanity. But Nietzsche
wrote, “As deeply as man looketh into life, so deeply doth he look into suffering.” % He
cried to the potentially “higher men,” whose ear he hoped to catch, “Ye do not yet suffer
enough for me! For ye suffer from yourselves, ye have not yet suffered from nuan! Ye would
lie if ye spake otherwise! None of you suffereth from what I have suffered.” # He foresaw all
the pressures that could be, and would be, brought to bear upon them to yield, but he called
upon them that they should “rather despair than submit.” “And verily, I love you, because ye
know not to-day how to live, ye higher men! For thus do ye live—best!” % He knew that
higher men must “always have it worse and harder. . . Thus only groweth man aloft to the
height where the lightning striketh and shattereth him.” % Like Jesus, Nietzsche knew that he
was a “firstling,” and that “a firstling is ever sacrificed.” * He felt his long loneliness and the
burden of his task breaking him—but he went on. He saw the lightning poised over his
head—but he went on—until it struck.

All through his greatest book, his Zamthustra, runs the call to surrender oneself to one’s
highest love. “I love those who know not how to live except as down-goers, for they are the
over-goers.” % “What matter about thyself! Speak thy word, and succumb!” * “Loving and
perishing; these have rhymed from eternity.” 1 “Ready must thou be to burn thyself in thine
own flame.” 101 “T Jove him who seeketh to create beyond himself, and thus succumbeth.” 102
“I love those who do not wish to preserve themselves, the down-going ones do I love with
mine entire love.” 16 “T Jove him whose soul is lavish, who wanteth no thanks and doth not
give back: for he always bestoweth, and desireth not to keep for himself.” “I love those who
do not first seek a reason beyond the stars for going down and being sacrifices, but sacrifice
themselves to the Earth, that the Earth of the Superman may hereafter arrive.” “I love all
who are like heavy drops falling one by one out of the dark cloud that lowereth over man:
they herald the coming of the lightning, and succumb as heralds . . . the lightning, however,
is the Supernan.” 104

And it is men of this kind that I love, too. To them goeth out my entire love. In my heart, I
kneel before them, in long silence. But above all, before Nietzsche. Yes, I came at last to the
place where I had to put Nietzsche before Jesus. As I maintained in my last chapter, Jesus
lived too long ago. His force is now too largely lost in quibbles over his words, what they
mean, whether he meant literally what he obviously said, whether he would say the same
things if he were confronted by the world of today. Moreover, his “hard sayings”"—and it is
of them that we are in direst need—have so long been overgrown with an utterly false
conception of Jesus that they are almost completely ignored. Most people do not even know



they exist. To be sure they are read, but that has only made it the worse, for their reading has
usually been but a mumbling, utterly devoid of any comprehension of what the words mean.
If only once in a while the words would explode in the reader’s face! But they don’t. The
droning has gone on. Long ago, they became little better than dead duds. I doubt if anything
can ever make them again the fire and sword and light and lightning that they were when
Jesus spoke them.

But Nietzsche’s words are still alive. They have not yet become buried or had their charge
drawn. They cut, pierce, dig, blast, pry open windows and doors, flood whole landscapes
with light, paint rainbows, and dance on sunbeams. No one can read them and forget
them—or lightly set them aside. Moreover, his teaching is not so fragmentary as that of
Jesus. It is no mere handful of sayings. The same problem is approached from many sides,
and again and again, through sixteen volumes. The words pile up into arrows and ever-
recurring road-signs, the direction of which no man with eyes in his head can mistake.
Moreover, the world in which Nietzsche set up his signposts is a much larger one than that
which Jesus seems to have wrestled with. Above all, it is our own world—a world of science,
industrialism, organized labor, cities, banks, democracy, socialism, nationalism, the octopus
state, mechanized war; a world of “evolution” and “progress,” of anthropology, genetics,
psychology, sociology; of books, newspapers, and universities—all but radios, movies, and
television. This is the world whose problems we must somehow solve, or perish. But for
Jesus this world did not even exist. It had not come into being; Indeed, so far as I can see he
did not concern himself even with “the world” that uzs all about him—slavery, poverty,
prostitution, a conquered Palestine, Caesar, war. There is no call to social reform. There is
not a word about “advancing” the Kingdom of God.

Apparently he saw the world as a collection of individuals, and he confined himself to the
inner life of individuals and their relations to one another. That the quality of life in our
individual men and women must determine the health of our society, as the health of an
organism must depend on the state of the cells that compose it, I will at once concede, and,
at the same time, that it constitutes the very core of our problem. But I have become
convinced that it is by no means our whole problem. It is possible for a people so to ignore
the “differential birthrate” and the laws of genetics in general, that they breed out of
existence the people of that capacity to think, to feel, and to aspire, who alone can make
anything of the inner life of man. Of what conceivable use is any high teaching to a race of
near-morons? Apparently, Jesus was so intent on his task with individuals, and with the
present, that he never perceived this problem or reckoned with the future. Nietzsche,
however, faced the whole range of modern problems with a completeness and a rigor
unmatched, to my knowledge, in any other man. He not only gave an answer to the
problems of the inner life of the superior individual (the chief problem that Jesus undertook
to face), but he also pointed out with unmistakable clearness and moving earnestness what
steps must be taken to make the appearance of such persons both possible and more
frequent. Indeed, he at once pointed out how our vaunted “modernism” was but a steady
slipping into decadence, and gave us a means by which the bedwarfing and debauching of
man might be arrested, and a whole people be taken in hand, disciplined, groomed, and set
on its way to heights of strength, and beauty, and majesty never before known.



And there we must leave him. He staked his all on his conviction that his teaching contained
the way to life, both for the individual and for society. What will come therefrom, it is yet
too soon to say. He believed that it would, as he put it, “break history in half,” even as Jesus
broke it in half—that he was “the second one” (in point of time) as he recognized that Jesus
was the first. But whether his foresight was as clear as his insight yet remains to be
discovered. Sometimes, I fear that mob-mindedness has too largely possessed even the best
of us—even those who must do most of our thinking and leading; we have become too
smug, too comfortable, too soft and sentimental, to be equal to the stern measures that alone
could arrest our descent and yet save us. Where shall we now find the necessary iron, the
honesty, and the capacity both to suffer and to initiate measures that will bring suffering to
others? But—more than any other man I know—Nietzsche has shown the way to Life. The
chief question before us is: Do ue have the will thereto?

1944, 1968.
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Chapter 5.

An Added Faculty of Perception.

In the foregoing pages I have maintained not only that Jesus was a mystic, and that only
mysticism could adequately explain both his life and his teaching, but also that Nietzsche, for
all his rapier mind and his many attacks on mysticism, was nevertheless pretty much a mystic
himself. And these two men have been my chief teachers and inspirers. Moreover, from at
least 1920 until 1940, my life was centered and rooted in my mystical experience. Through all
of twenty years, I picked my way through the most delicate, difficult and far-reaching
decisions of my own life by an expansion of inner vision and an inner compelling force that
I freely called mystical then and, even after years of the most searching skeptical scrutiny,
freely call mystical still. It is time, therefore, that I make it clear what to me mysticism is.

This is all the more necessary because the mystic today is out of favor. The great bulk of the
scientists, who so largely give our society its tone, quite evidently believe that the mystic’s
experience has little if any social value, and that his interpretation of his experience is as
unsound as his generalizations on the basis of it are loose. And probably most other thinking
men see in him a victim of self-deception running away from reality. Even organized religion
looks at it coldly and suspiciously. The Catholic Church, to be sure, has preserved the
tradition, but only in spots. And though the Quakers also have the tradition, they now
generally keep their mystical experience so consistently and safely within the bounds of
respectability, practicality, and general ordinariness, that one can hardly believe it any longer
possesses much vitality or significance. For the most part, organized religion, like everything
else in our Western world today, bows the knee only to Reason and Materialism.

Indeed, at my own hands too, mystics and the mystical have come in for a good deal of
criticism. For example, much that is said against them in Prof. James H. Leuba’s Psydology Of
Religious Mipticism,! written from a strictly rationalistic and avowedly atheistic point of view,
seems to me entirely justified, especially as regards that brand of them who were too frothy
in their emotions or too morbid in their self-mortification, and those whose ecstasies, the
women’s with Jesus, the men’s with the Virgin Mary, are only too obviously an
etherealization of the very sexual instinct they abhorred and deluded themselves into
thinking that they had escaped. But it is only fair to note (1) that most of the mystics whose
experience Leuba examined were of precisely this neurotic, neurasthenic, and socially
inconsequential and useless type, and (2) that the really great mystics received little or no
attention.

There was a time, however, when I was as naive as the rest of them. During the nine-year
period when I lived the life of a free-lance Franciscan, what spoke within me (to be sure,
under certain recognized and definite conditions) I accepted as, and frankly called, “the voice
of God.” And to this I tended to pass all responsibility. I myself was but a soldier under
orders. As such, my whole obligation was to do faithfully what I had found myself
commanded. If people did not like things I did, my inclination was to tell them that they
should present their objections not to me but to God.



In the fall of 1929, however, this kind of life in me began to break up. There then intervened
that period of devastating skepticism of which I have written in a previous chapter. It was a
time of strong resurgence on the part of my reasoning mind. I doubted everything that I had
once so firmly believed. I questioned even those assumptions on which had rested my sense
of peace and security in the face of the universe, my certainty of direction in life, and all the
position of influence among men that had come to me through nine years of strenuous
experience. I asked what men knew, or ever had known, or could know; about this universe
in which our lot is cast, about any ultimate reality or any absolutes. What reason was there to
think that the yardstick of our human values had any reference to such things? Where was
the evidence that the universe was rational, or had a purpose, or was guided and permeated
by love—in particular, by any special love toward man? What was the evidence of the “moral
order in the universe” that the preachers love to talk about? To be sure, for ages men have
talked about these things as though they uere sure, as though certainty were not only possible
but actually achieved. They have even declared that “God” (by which I suppose, whatever
else they mean, they mean “ultimate reality”) was “spirit, infinite, eternal and unchangeable,
in his being wisdom, power, holiness, justice, goodness and truth.” 2 They have talked about
God, and to this day they talk about him, in the churches and everywhere, not only thus in
general, but more in particular—about the “plan of God for salvation,” even about the “plan
of God for the salvation of China.” They talk about him as though they had hobnobbed
with him since they were schoolboys together, talk about him until I grow nauseated with
the hearing of their talk. And now, when they begin, there commonly arises in my mind the
picture of two bullfrogs pulling themselves at daybreak from the depths of their little pool,
which was the only world they really knew, and lifting themselves up onto their hind legs and
with an air of great wisdom discussing together why the sun comes up, and what it is, and
whither it goes. As though they ever could know.

And what more can man know about ultimates and absolutes? These big words he uses to
talk about them—"infinite,” “eternal,” “unchangeable,” “truth”—what are they but a means
by which man hides, even from himself, the fact that he does not know about such things,
and cannot know about them—that knowledge about such things simply is not given to
man. Most men believe because without believing they could not live. They would go into a
panic at the thought of undertaking, amidst uncertainty all around them, to make sure of
their course in life by a certainty and a strength that they found only inside themselves. Their
beliefs about ultimates are an unconscious device by which they hide the inscrutableness of
existence from their own eyes, and hide from themselves, also, the fact that they are hiding,
the fact that they are afraid and weak, and are running for cover.

But my search for reality was pitiless. I was willing, I thought, to pay any price. I wanted no
fool’s paradise, nor any saint’s. I could not stand the thought of buying peace at the cost of
honesty. My search might lead me to a regjon where life would be more austere and more
stark. That I should not mind. But if there were, amid the shifting sands of human existence,
any rock that so ran down into the very foundations of the universe that it could be counted
on to withstand any storm that all the fury of the elements might hurl against it, then I
wanted to find it. Was it to be found in the mystical experience?



So now this also came under my critical eye. I had read some psychology: I now read more. I
was resolved that my mind should be free to examine and to criticize any side whatever of
my total experience.

So now | gave it free rein with the mystical. I ventured to look behind the scenes. I
undertook to separate the “raw stuft” of my experience from any interpretation that I might
have put upon it. Admittedly there had long been that within me which, in the deepest
stillness of my being, always spoke to me, and, in the face of any situation, told me very
explicitly just what I should do. But I said to myself, “What is this that has spoken? If it is
not God, what is it? And what value does it have? Or reliability? Or authority?”

Thus I asked myself. And this asking, and the thinking I did in consequence, had its effects. I
suppose, for one thing, I am somewhat less of a mystic than I might have been. This thing
of pulling up your roots to examine them is not entirely wholesome. But being the kind of
man I was, and living in an age like ours in which every value, standard, and practice is being
challenged, criticized, experimented with, and more or less widely rejected, until there is
almost no certainty left, I simply could not afford to go on building my house without
subjecting the soundness of my foundations to every test within the reach of my capacities
and my resources. And this test I made. I had to make it. And I am glad that I made it.

I may be less of a mystic than I might have been. But my having made sure of the ground
under me may enable another man to go farther than I can now. And, in any case, what
mysticism I have, I am sure of. I may not be flying so high, but there is less chance of my
being brought down altogether. I already have faced the worst. I have no reason to fear
light—any light. There is nothing at which I am afraid to look, full and straight. Prove to me
that what is commonly ailled “God” does not exist: ultimately, it would not disturb me. I
believe that I am prepared at any time to cast all that I need to say about the mystical
experience into terms of psychology. Moreover, let me add that even now I rather avoid
using the uord “God” for the simple reason that to different people it has such vastly
different meanings that there could be no certainty about what people would be taking me to
be saying. But let no reader of mine, on this account, take it into his head that I am any
atheist. If he could but peer into my heart and sense the communion there between my
innermost being and That-Which-Is-Beyond-All-Words, he would perhaps realize that I
have within me the counterpart of all the God that any man ever has had as a matter of his
own firsthand experience.

In short, if there was any one thing that came through the fires of my prolonged skepticism
more unscathed than another, it was my mystical experience. I believe that in this a man
comes the nearest to bedrock that human existence can reach. Here he can find what will
aeate rock, and give him firm footing amidst, and through, any situation whatever. Where
everything else is uncertain, he can be certain in himself. And, though my understanding of
the experience is now quite different, and although I claim for what speaks in the deepest
stillness of my being neither absoluteness nor infallibility, nevertheless what spoke to me
before speaks to me still, and now as before I undertake to obey it as implicitly as a child.
For reasons that I shall state in due time, I undertake to obey it as though it uere both
absolute and infallible, even though I definitely believe it to be neither. In short, the mystical
experience remains the center of my life. For me, it is not a device by which to escape from



reality, but the best means by which a man may see quickly and surely what he should do in
the world, so that he can do it with all his powers. I hold to it not for any agreeable feeling
that may accompany the experience, but for the more sustained and consistent certainty that
it brings, and for the greater wholeness that it leads toward. Even in its simpler
manifestations, I see it as a means to personal integration, direction, and increased power.

It may be that my kind of mysticism will be acceptable neither to the mystics nor to the
scientist. To the scientist, I am not scientific; and to the mystics I am hardly a mystic. Then
so be it. I do not find it necessary to be acceptable to anybody. It is enough that it be
acceptable to me. It has given me that by which I believe I am able really to live—which is a
good deal more, perhaps, than can be said for most of the scientists with their science.

However, and be all that as it may; it is time now for me to try to state what I mean by the
mystical, and what I do not mean.

I do not mean the psychic.

The psychic relates chiefly to the perception of phenomena essentially of a sersory order, even
though without the aid of the senses. It may also relate to the non-sensory communication
of thought. It brings us experiences that reach us ordinarily only through the five senses, and
which are not beyond what could reach us and have reached us through these senses. Even
when, as in so-called clairvoyance or clairaudience, a person is “seen” or “heard” who is
known to be dead, the experience is of a face and a body or a voice that answers to our
sensory experience of the person when he was alive. As such its significance is limited to that
of our sensory apparatus, of which it might be considered an extension. The mystical, on the
other hand, has to do with relations between things sensed, with meanings, mlues, and
disariminations betueen more real and less real. In its simplest manifestations, it is an instrument in
the service of quality of life. It is the subtlest and yet the most exact and surest instrument by
which a man can effect a sound and masterful orientation both to the world in which he
lives and to the universe. It is not at the service of the personal ego. It serves best the man
who is willing to succumb in an effort to create beyond himself.

This leads directly to the other distinction I want to make here. The appearance of psychic
powers is morally quite unconditioned. Clairvoyance, clairaudience, mental telepathy,
mediumship, and the like, appear in people of no spiritual aspiration or moral earnestness
whatever. The woman who, as a medium, wrote the book entitled The Sorry Tale, was, I am
informed by a man who knew her, a mere social butterfly. The mystical, on the other hand,
usually if not always (and without any exception in the case of the best exemplars) supervenes
only upon a long moral struggle in which, at last, a man has so exhausted all his resources
that unless he find the light and strength by which to effect a new synthesis on a higher level,
he must go under. It is the necessary “more” for the man who already has faithfully used all
his powers thus far developed. The psychic, on the other hand, may come to a man whose
life has been without moral effort. It is morally and spiritually colorless. It comes neither as a
sign that one has moral capacity, nor as a reward for having put one’s capacity to faithful
use. From the point of view of quality of life it has no meaning whatever. The mystical,
however, is the very quick of such life.



But though I would thus set the mystical sharply apart from the psychic, I would maintain
that there is nothing worthy of the name spiritual or religious that does not have the mystical
at its heart. A man may be ever so moral and idealistic, but if he is not at least somewhat
mystical, I should deny that he could be really spiritual at all.> And likewise of religious. We
too readily forget, what after all is historically demonstrable, that every great religion has
taken its departure from the mystical experience of some great man. And if we now use the
word “religious” to apply to the manifold forms into which the burning eruption of his life
has fina]ly cooled and set, dead scoriae of ritual and ceremony, of meetings, readings,
prayings, bendings of knee and head—then we should have some other word to apply to the
experience of the great seers. For those forms belong to the life of those who do 1ot have
eyes, who do 1ot have ears, who are incapable of what I should call rail religion. What we
should never forget is that the lion-hearted leaders and the pious-hearted sheep lived by
totally different principles. But in any case, the mystical belongs to the experience of the
leaders, the great spiritual originators, and no less to the experience of all those who
undertake to press after them.

Large things are often claimed for the mystical experience of these great ones. Some of these
I like; some I do not. Some of them I believe, and some I simply cannot. I do not believe
that any mystic’s experience, whether that of Jesus, Buddha, or any other, was ever a matter
of a “conscious union with a living Absolute,” to use a definition of Evelyn Underhill, a
popular authority on mysticisim; or that it was any “science of ultimates,” to use another; or
that in it the mystic “touched the substantial Being of Deity, not merely its manifestation in
life,” to use still a third. I believe it is not given to man to reach any absolutes or ultimates.
The emotional tone of an experience is no necessary indication of its profundity. The
“substantial Being of Deity” has never been experienced by any man. Every minute on every
side, I presume that ultimate reality stares every man in the face, and this that we call stick,
stone, star, and all the relations of things, are only the best that each man, according to his
faculties, is able to make of this reality. But no man, not the greatest mystic in his deepest
penetration, ever found himself face to face with “God,” with the unveiled abysmal reality of
the universe, but rather with appearances—indeed not the same appearances that flood the
consciousness of the ordinary man, but nonetheless face to face with what in the last analysis
was the phenomenal world: appearances. Beyond this, it never has been possible for man to
go. Likely, to face reality nakedly would destroy us.

Again, [ resist strenuously the talk common among mystics (Hindus and Moslem Sufis, for
example) about the “absorption” of the individual in “God,” in the Absolute, in the
Universal-All, and the like. For them, individual existence is illusory, and the aim of one’s life
is to lose one’s identity, to escape from individual existence. Even Walt Whitman talks about
“merging” and seems fond of the phrase “en nmsse,” though this was probably a survival
from his reading of oriental literature, without his realizing the inconsistency of such phrases
with the thoroughgoing individualism of his own make-up. Now it is one thing, and for me
not only all right but even necessary for fulfillment and elevation of life, to have sympathy
for other creatures, and at last a sense of unity in which one perceives that everything and
everybody, without exception, in the whole universe is an extension of one’s own self. I
rejoice in a sense of unity that makes us feel one with all people and all things somewhat as
the continents and mid-sea islands run deep down under the ocean and become one in the
Earth. Yet this particular kind of unity does not alter the fact, or the recognition of the fact,



that some are big and others are little, that some are high while others are comparatively low.
In this kind of unity, there is no loss of identity, no confusion of function, no illusion of
equality. And only in this way can I apply the idea to humans. I am willing enough to
become “one with God,” if these “absorption” mystics want me to, and if by that they mean
become at one with the source of all life, and especially if they mean integrated with the
deepest springs of my own being, But if they begin trying to efface the “hard wiry line”
(Blake) that determines, at least for practical purposes, where my individual personality
begins and ends, even as my skin determines where my body begins and ends, then I am
ready to fight, and to become as ugly as may prove necessary, in order to hold off this living
death. And Blake and Nietzsche, at least, were two mystics who felt the same way. I should
say that Jesus was another. What were all his “hard sayings” but the results of a struggle to
keep other people, near and dear people (all the more because they were soft and softening,
lending themselves easily to “merging”), from absorbing his life into theirs?

And yet I can assure my reader that I do not like any better a mysticism that involves a
settled isolation from the world. For some few people, perhaps, this is all right. I do not like
to dogmatize about life. And for many people for a period, while they seek to tap their
deepest levels, yes. For “Great things are done when Men and Mountains meet; This is not
done by jostling in the Street.” (Blake) And it is said of Jesus, “the Spirit driveth him into the
wilderness”: for the time being, he was incapacitated for carrying on the ordinary work of
life. Again and again, he retired to the solitary places for a breathing spell, for a chance to
make sure of his bearings and his course, and to drink from the deeper springs within him.
But, with all that accomplished, he went back to where the people were. For the place for
the yeast is not on the pantry shelf, but in the dough. And the true seers are leaven—leaven,
ferment, light, and flaming sword. Nearly always, they have to struggle to find some effective
way to reach the life of the people. They speak, they write, they do. But they refuse to run
away from life.

Nor, finally, do I like the “desirelessness” so often held up as the aim of the mystic’s
aspiration, especially perhaps among Hindus. For without desire nothing motes. One could not
move even toward desirelessness except by desire. And when one reached desirelessness,
one would not be far from dead. Desire for desirelessness is, at bottom, desire for death, and
as such it is evidence of decadence, evidence that life is weary, beaten, poisoned, and has
turned against itself. The aim should never be desirelessness but, rather, the recognition of
one’s dominant desire as the core of one’s being, one’s center of potential integration, and,
with this, the effort to subordinate every other desire to that one. Desirelessness leads to a
kind of general emaciation, whereas the effort to make one’s dominant desire regnant leads
to an integration of force and to an increase of effective power.

Having thus disposed of some of the current conceptions of the mystical that I find more or
less unacceptable, I may now, on the positive side, attempt a definition of my own.

The mystical, for me, is a matter of an added sensitiveness to relations and values, such that
one is suddenly aware of what a body of ascertained facts adds up to in the realm of truth, or
of its significance in the world of values, whether for oneself or for society, or for both.
Moreover, it is a means for integrating the truth that one has become aware of with life, with
one’s own life, a revelation of what one must do about the truth. Thereafter it becomes



impossible to be one who merely plays with ideas and bandies words about after the manner
of the modern intellectual. Thought, moral imperatives and action are brought together to
form a unified whole. One cannot stop short with thinking; one must do something about
what one thinks. And thus one grows steadily into the independence and self-reliance, the
sure vision, the inner harmony, and the quiet strength of the fully integrated personality.

If I am right in this, then anyone can see that the mystical, even in its more rudimentary
manifestations, must commonly prove to be an inestimable aid to making sure of one’s
course in life and to finding strength to follow it. And on its higher levels (as we shall see in
a later chapter), it may come to its consummation in what is no less than a different order of
ONSAOUSTIESS.

In its effects we may say that it is like the acquisition of a new faculty of perception. In its
development, it is as though we were experiencing the evolution of an inner eye. At the
beginning there is only, as it were, a sensitive spot, able to distinguish between night and day.
But gradually, as we use this sensitiveness, we find that it increases, it becomes subtly
sensitive not only (let us say) to a wider range of gradations of light, but to color, and to ever
more exquisite shades of difference in color, and with ever-increasing sharpness of
definition. The sensitive spot has become a full-grown and petfected eye. On its emotional
side, the experience is accompanied from the very first appearance of this sensitiveness, even
in its more elementary forms, with a feeling of elation, as over the recognition that the life
within us is expanding, reaching, pushing out to the more effective mastery of our
environment. And there is the wistful, more or less awe-filled apprehension that behind this
sensitiveness lies life in new fullness and meaning, that this sensitiveness is to be trusted and
followed, and that in some fateful way one’s destiny is hinging on whether one does trust it
or not. And if one does trust it there follows—I think, always, on any level at which this
sensitiveness may make its appeal—a feeling of exaltation and of joy. This is due partly to
the mastery of the fears and other weaknesses that have been holding one back; partly to the
new feeling of freedom from division and the consequent greater inner ease and increased
possibilities of concentrated force. But what the experience is treasured for is not the “good
teeling” of it, but for the new light on one’s way and for the new power to follow that way
and do things on it. In fact, so determining has been the effect of the mystical experience of
the world's greatest seers, with whom it has been no less than what I have called a new order
of consciousness, that I am convinced that this alone can adequately explain their difficulties,
their performance, their power, and their social significance.

This may become more obvious when I begin to examine the mystical experience in the light
of psychology, but I think that probably, for many people, there is no way in which I can
throw more light on its nature and on how it starts and on what it may lead to, than by
telling how I myself, from rather rationalistic beginnings, came to be somewhat mystical. My
own mystical experience had its origin in, and I think has always been chiefly, what perhaps
might be called the pocket-compass variety. That is, it seems that with me it usually has had
an immediate and practical bearing, It has been, first of all, a means of getting my bearings
on a dark night, of knowing which way to go when the path forked, and of tapping
undiscovered resources within me at times of crisis.



But my mystical bent was late in showing itself. I grew up in a Fundamentalist Presbyterian
home, and the Presbyterians, of course, have always had a strongly rationalistic tradition. So
it was natural, when at the age of twenty-eight I came to the drastic break I then made with
my own past and current practice, that I did not trust myself to embark upon so momentous
a venture until I had set down in black and white just what I was going to do and all my
reasons for it. Throughout much of the following year I was very busy, Tolstoy-like, in
providing a rational basis and justification for each of my departures from conventional
ethics and practice.

But it happened that through this first year, which was one of ceaseless inner conflict, I was
closely associated with a young Quakeress; and of course the Quakers have the opposed
mystical tradition. One evening she said to me, “Bill, you go at things so hard. You sort of
chew your way through everything. But I think there is a more natural way. Some time when
you have a decision to make, why don't you try simply to be utterly still inside, and in that
stillness absolutely willing to go any way, and see if you don’t just knowwhat you should do?”
And so, a few nights later, having a small decision to make, and perhaps with all the more
readiness because the decision was not of any great moment, I tried what she had said. And I
found that it was even as she had assured me it would be. As soon as I was genuinely willing
to go any way whatever, I somehow knew what I should do. And this way of getting a sense
of direction was indeed so simple, and, by all the tests of subsequent experience proved so
sound and satisfying, that I gradually got into the habit of making all my decisions thus. And
there are two observations on my subsequent experience that I feel that I should make.

1. Through over twenty years of making decisions in this way,* I believe that never once,
when confronted with the necessity of a choice, have I become utterly still inside without
being given a clear realization of what I should do. My emotions might be so beyond my
control that it would take me months to reach that state of utter willingness, but once it was
reached, there always came a crystal clear sense of what the answer for me was. I believe that
the chief reason most people have difficulty in reaching a decision is in the strength of their
uncoordinated emotions. They have a canny sense of where their deepest life wants to go, of
where they would find themselves inwardly commanded to go if they stopped resisting, but
the focus of the desires with which they have identified themselves does not want to go that
way, is afraid to go that way, demands things that simply do not fit in with going that way.
So this focus of desires with which they have identified themselves, this mutinous self,
resists, fights, argues, refuses, and runs for its life. And yet if, finally, in one way or another,
all these desires and fears are brought to stillness and if in all the depths of one’s being one is
no longer afraid of anything whatever, and is no longer hanging on to anything or trying to
get anything for oneself, not security, nor anyone’s respect or love or companionship, not
influence or name or one’s own peace, if at last one is genuinely and to one’s very depths
able to accept and to rest in what one really is, then there is always only one thing that one
should do. I never have known it to fail.

2. The second observation that I want to make is this. In these twenty-odd years, I have had
to make decisions that cut into the very bone, not only of my own life, but of the lives of
other people very near and dear to me. But I feel, as I look back, that not once in all these
years have I made a decision in this way that I now have reason to regret.5 And this, I
submiit, is a severe test. Not, of course, that everything I did, say ten years ago, I should do



still: I haven't lived ten years for nothing. But taking into account the fact that none of us
can escape himself, that each of us, if he begins at all, must begin where he is; taking into
account my whole past that lay before any particular decision—the kind of ancestors,
parents, and home that I had, the kind of schools that I had gone to and the books that I
had read, the whole course of the experience that had made me what I was at that moment, I
teel that through this means I have been describing, I got the next steps for the day and the
morrow and each other morrow as it followed, by which I might most quickly slough off all
the extraneous elements that I had picked up in my past, and most quickly and surely come
to the freeing of what I really was. Not that I have arrived. I have not. But despite all the
handicaps and limitations under which I have had to live, it has brought me so much that if I
were to die now, I should feel that life had been good, an eminently rich experience of
growth and fulfillment, and could call heartily for its repetition.

As for those to whom the way I went brought pain, I cannot be so sure. But I was not the
only one who saw the spirit in my father and mother so broadening and deepening that the
time came when it seemed that there was nothing that I should probably ever have to do
that would take me beyond the reach of their love. And the person who perhaps suffered
most under the course that I followed once came to me, years afterward, and said, “Bill, I
thank God for everything you have put me through. I see now that the way you have gone
has meant increased life for me just as surely as for yourself.” All this of course helped
greatly to sustain my faith in that which spoke within me.

Such an attitude must be understood or one can have no patience with it. Let us suppose,
therefore, that I am at this moment confronted with the necessity of a decision, and try to
take my reader into it with me.

If it be a problem involving some situation in society (such as education, the problem of the
Machine, the differential birthrate, or the consequences of crossing people of very different
races), then it behooves me to gain just as full and accurate a knowledge of all the relevant
facts as I am capable of getting. For that which speaks within me in my deepest stillness is
not something that “speaks out of the blue.” It is, rather, like a lantern that is passed over
the field of my knowledge, and what it will reveal will depend in part upon what I know. It is
important, therefore, that I know much. To this end, I must enlist every body of human
knowledge that bears on my problem—Dbiology, anthropology, sociology, history, and the
like.s Also, with what critical faculty I have, I will undertake to analyze the situation in which
I must act, pick it to pieces, grasp the relation of its parts, and single out the different ways
by which I might go from where I am. But when it comes to the actual choice of the way I
shall go, then I try to stop thinking altogether. My whole task then is narrowed down to an
effort to be willing to go any way whatever. I try to put my emotions quite aside, to prevent
any least fear or desire from putting any cast in my eye. I try to stand outside myself and to
look at the situation as though I were another man. I seek to watch which way the current of
life in me presses, as coldly as I might look to see which way the tide is flowing.

Thus I produce within my consciousness, as it were, a blank sheet for life to write what it
will. This utter willingness to go any way whatever creates within me a vast stillness, that
settles down into my very depths, and in that stillness there is that within me that draws very
near and speaks to me. It is not a voice that I can hear with my outer ears, but it is more real



and more commanding than any voice I ever did hear with my outer ears. And what it says
to me is no abstraction or generalization. It is not a word that is equally for everybody. It is
not even a word that is equally for all other times in my own life. It is a word that is spoken
to me for that one moment. And what it says is very concrete and explicit. Seeming to take into
account all the actualities of the situation before me, my father, mother, wife, child, security,
name, influence, everything, it says to me, ‘N-o0-w y-0-u d-o t-h-i-s.” And from that moment
the whole question of whether life in me increases or decreases, rises in quality or falls,
moves toward integration or toward dissipation and dispersion, depends upon whether or
not I can be child enough to obey.

One may wonder what would ever be able to reduce a person to such openness, willingness,
and obedience. I believe there is nothing that will prove equal to it except love. But I do not
mean that soft suffocating thing that I might call lovingness. Love, for me, must have
direction and edge. In this case, it is love for quality of life, which is as much quality of life for
all men as it is for oneself, in serving which one feels that one rises above one’s own
personal self and identifies one’s own life with the highest good of the race. For this one is willing
to live on, or to perish. And to this love, this utter devotion to advance in the life of the race,
one is ready to sacrifice one’s neighbor with oneself.

And yet I do not claim, for what may speak within a man, that it is anything either absolute
or infallible. For me it represents only the greatest wisdom about life that is capable of
reaching his consciousness at any one time. I regard it as being, in effect at least, a synthesis
of all his highest perceptive faculties. There is no way open to him by which he can improve
on the sense of direction that he gets thus.

But, though I believe that this core of what I am is neither absolute nor infallible, nor a
metaphysical God, nor even the voice of such a God, still I would undertake to give it as
implicit acceptance and obedience as if it were, verily, an absolute and infallible God, simply
because these “felt interior commands,” as Whitman called them, represent the only firm
and solid ground by which we can crawl out of the quicksand in which we were born. They
are the only footsteps to the sureness of oneself that alone offers a rock, rising impregnable
above the rushing waters of human existence, upon which we can build a house that will
stand. He who trifles with himself is lost. He who is true to himself only when it is safe,
respectable, expedient, effective, or reasonable to do so, will find sooner or later that life has
left him to go to one who will be more faithful. The old seers, many of them, may have
lacked the psychological understanding of themselves on which we are prone to pride
ourselves today, but their instinct for life did not betray them. Possibly we have more
understanding than they did, but we are certainly less alive. The very touch of most of us is
death. They knew that what spoke and moved within them in the deepest stillness of their
being was L ife, and that whether or not you called it God, it was a jealous master. In our
moment of deepest stillness is delivered to us what we must do if we want really to live. And
really to live means to become ever nore alive. One can never stand still. You advance or you
recede. You become more sensitive or you begin to harden and dry up. And somehow the
flow of sap is stopped, the electric current is broken, if a man departs by so much as a hair’s
breadth from what he is commanded to do. Thus certainly it always has been with me.
Probably this is because the very spirit of the thing, the circuit itself, is one’s attitude tounrd
the interior command. If you accept it and trust and obey it, like a child or like a soldier



under orders, then you are one with it, and the force flows all through you. But if you doubt,
and talk back, and argue, and require reasons, and seek to improve on the commands by
taking counsel from worldly wisdom, then your very doubt and resistance break the circuit.
All my experience confirms this.

Perhaps there is no way in which I can so make people understand with what literalness I
mean every word that I am saying, as by an incident out of my own life.

It was Christmas time in the winter of 1924. I was living in a small, hardly weatherproof
shanty in the backyard of a Polish fellow whose house I had helped to build. I knew that in
Central Europe, as a result of the dire poverty in which the people had been left by the War,
there were thousands, even of women and children, who had to walk the ice and snow
barefooted. All about me, warmly clad people were thronging the stores to buy mostly
superfluous Christmas presents, and on Sundays were gathering in the churches to talk about
God, and love, and brotherhood. But all I could see was the rich man who feasted while
Lazarus died of hunger at his back gate.

Yet I do not recall that I had made any conscious problem of what I should do about the
situation. It came to the last Sunday before Christmas. I was in my shanty, with some strange
restlessness upon me—some pain of inner compression, as from something swollen within
me that wanted to be born. In vain I tried to read or write. At last I put all such things aside
and gave myself over to an effort to be inwardly quiet enough to find out what it meant. And
then in the inner stillness that finally ensued, and to my utter consternation, a voice in me
said, “Take off your shoes, and walk barefoot to the center of Passaic [about a mile and a
half], and there cry to the people in the name of love.”

There was a long pause. And then I replied, “I cannot.” And my mind was quick to furnish
me with reasons why I could not. “My feet will freeze, and they will develop gangrene, so
that I shall lose them. And just how will that help anyone?” And I saw my mother, who
“never heard voices like these.” I foresaw all the anguish such a step would cause her. And I
said again, “I cannot do it.” And I saw too the effect that such a step would have on people’s
confidence in me. And I said, “If I do this, people will think I am crazy, and they will no
longer take me seriously in regard to anything,” This step looked to me dangerously near the
irrational, and I was anxious to prove myself, for all my extremes in some directions,
essentially well-balanced. Probably hours passed, the voice commanding and I resisting and
arguing, Until, at last, I came to what I believed my final answer: “No, I cannot. I will not.”

And yet I was left heart sick with that heart sickness that always overtook me whenever I
had not done what I had been commanded to do. And I soon discovered that the struggle
was not over. I had to leave town to fight it out. It was bitter, and there was no quarter.
After some days, I knew that this step I nust take, or spiritually I would die. So far, at least from
1920 on, when confronted with a crisis like this, I had never yet refused to obey. And I felt
that this time also I must obey, or I would break my contact with Life.

At last I saw that what I was commanded to do was nothing impossible. To take off my
shoes and walk in the snow the mile and a half to the center of Passaic, there to cry to the
people in the name of love, was perfectly possible if only I could rise above my fear of the



consequences. And presently it came over me that, the situation in the world being what it
was, and I being the kind of man that I was, there was something in me that even wanted to
do it. And, finally, I knew that I was going to do it.

On the afternoon of the last day before New Year’s I went back to my shanty to do what I
had been commanded. I took off my shoes and socks, stepped quietly out of my shanty door
into the snow, and with my eyes fixed on the ground all the way, walked the one-and-a-half
miles to the center of Passaic and there cried to the people in the name of love. Within a few
minutes, before I was through speaking, I was arrested on a charge of insanity. I saw the
New Year begin behind cell bars. The next morning, in a very quiet courtroom, a judge
listened to what I had to say, and to a few friends who had quickly rallied in my defense. At
last, though I explained that I auld not put on my shoes, and why, the judge said: “This is a
very unusual case. I dismiss it.” And I returned, barefooted, to my shanty.

“Well! and what do you think you accomplished by doing all that?!” the efficiency-minded
American will be sure to ask. That, however, was not the primary question with me then,
and it is not now. There are things in life that are worthwhile even though they have no
practical utility whatever. And this was a step that I never could have taken had I not been
able to accept the possibility that there would be no effects at all: the whole thing rigit be as
irrational as it then seemed. But, in fact, the Reason which, just then, I had to leave behind—
one of the few times in my life when I have—finally overtook me to give, in the end, the
blessing that it had withheld in the beginning, The step did have its effect, albeit a small one,
even for the suffering people of Europe.

Yet I am quite willing to concede that the effects of primary consequence were those that
took place in myself—and about these there is no question. Renan, as I recall, says
somewhere in his Life Of Jesus, that no man shall come to complete freedom of soul until he
has attained a supreme indifference to what men think of him. And this was the more
necessary in me because I cared too much for the good opinion of my fellows. But it was
more than this that had to go under foot before I could do such a thing. My concern for my
mother had to step down from any first place, and the desire of reason to dominate my life,
likewise; and no less my fear of physical suffering, of what might even prove physically
disastrous. If ever a man is to become a whole, so that wherever he goes all of him goes, and
whenever he hits, he hits with every bit of strength he has, it is necessary that there should
come to be in him just one recognized master, and that every recalcitrant element in him,
every potentially mutinous center, should either have been passed under the yoke and taught
to obey or else been so caught up under the spell of the master that it voluntarily enlists.
There cannot be two masters. And this task of gtting ore nuster recognized may be a bloody
business. For every one of these intransigent elements is alive and resists subjugation as
every living thing resists death. It will fight like a man, like a woman, like a child, like an
animal. It fights to win, and it will win any way it can. It has no principles, no scruples, and
no heart. It will attack, it will argue, it will plead, it will seduce—any way that will work. So
that a man’s “one-ing” is one of the hugest tasks that he ever essays, and the victory here the
greatest that he ever can win. And perhaps my reader will now see, without my saying any
more about it, that before I could do this thing that was required of me, a good many of the
most dangerous centers of rebellion in me had to surrender—at least for this one round!
When I took this step, I went a long way toward becoming an undivided whole. I was nearer



than I ever had been before to having ore anter from uhid: I took orders. And by this alone, even
though the step had accomplished rothing for the sufferers abroad, I believe it was entirely
justified.

But this realization came wholly in retrospect. At that time at least, to have done such a thing
for the sake of my own “one-ing”” would have been impossible. A step had to be “unselfish”
to be justified. I did not then have enough psychological insight to appreciate that no man
amn do anything whatever except for the sake of sorme kind of increase in his own life.” I did
not have large enough comprehension to see that there is a holy and hallowing selfishness
(men have blessed and sanctioned it by calling it “God”) that is as far removed from all the
petty meanness of what ordinarily passes for selfishness as is day from night, and which, for
all its impulses originate in the individual, is yet bent upon blessing mankind and will pursue
that end though it destroy the individual from whose heart it sprang. Nor did I then have the
strength to shoulder the full responsibility of doing everything avowedly for the sake of that
kind of selfishness, that high and holy, blessing and blessed, kind. I did not then dare say, “I
do this because, from the core of my being, I was made to do it, and I want to do it; and I
pronounce this necessity to be a holy necessity and this wanting a holy wanting,” No, at the
time, I took the step as an act of supreme devotion to my God. It was not I who wanted to
go barefoot—in the winter, in the snow—not, at least, in my ordinary consciousness. I
shrank from it as I might have shrunk from strangling. It was God’s will, not mine. I was
taking this step for one reason: if I did not, I should have to part company with all that for
me was God. To keep him, I should have to give up what then seemed to be everything I
had. The price was high, but I had paid it before—parted with what, at an earlier time, had
seemed my all, and I had rejoiced in the eventual results. There had proved to be no sacrifice
about it. All my “giving up” had come to be only a making of room for the real things. What
came to me in consequence was far more than all that I had parted with. God was fast
becoming all in all to me. I could no more turn from him than a plant can turn from the sun.
So, once again, I let him have his way with me. I took off my shoes and walked barefoot to
the center of Passaic.

And that night, as 1925 came in, I sang there in the Passaic jail as I never had sung before.
Softly, to be sure, but from a heart that danced in purest joy. For my love of my God had
been tested—as it were, at the point of a leveled gun, and I had not recanted. Back in 1920,
when I had begun my Franciscan venture, I had put my hand in his and vowed that come
what might I never would withdraw it. I would go wherever he might lead. I would never
turn back. I would draw no line beyond which I should refuse to go. I would stop at
nothing. Though he slew me, yet would I trust him. So I had told him. And what I had said I
had meant. I had been tested before and had not failed. But this time the test had been much
more severe, but still I hadn’t failed. No wonder that my God that night was the nearest
thing in all the world. I can well understand how Jesus, unconsciously interpreting his
experience, could call that which spoke within him his “Father,” or Kabir call it his
“Beloved.” I can understand that all of a sudden they could feel that the universe was a
home, a place one could feel unafraid in, a place long prepared, through a long absence, for
their eventual return. I can understand that day and night were for them the heartbeat of
their Beloved, and year after year his deep rhythmic breathing, and the changes of season but
the changes of vesture in which he came to court their love. I can understand their feeling
that there was within them no more division, and therefore no more sense of sin. They no



longer resisted their destiny, or attempted to argue with their God. At last there was no
longer left any least vestige of a partition between “my will” and “thy will.” “I and my Father
are one.” The hour of the Great Marriage had come. “Amor fati” had arrived. The nucleus
of the spiral nebula had gathered all the trailing elements into itself and become a sun. It was
the time of the great one-ing,

On its lower levels, then—that is, in its commoner manifestations—the mystical experience
is a matter of a new sensitiveness in regard to values and therefore to life-direction. If this
sensitiveness is followed it tends to lead to mystical experience in its higher manifestations,
where it amounts to a new order of consciousness, and admits those who possess it to whole
realms of meaning, of beauty, of value, which to those who lack it are utterly closed. Of this
last, however, I shall wait to write when I present the psychological significance of the
mystical experience.

In my next chapter, I will present the checks by which I believe it is important to test the
soundness of one’s inner leadings, partly to avoid going off at a tangent or wasting one’s life
up blind alleys, partly to avoid, just as much as possible, bringing needless suffering into the
lives of others. In Chapter VII, I will first develop the higher levels of mystical experience as
a matter of the evolution of mankind through a new order of consciousness, and then
appraise the whole experience from the point of history and science, particularly of

psychology.
1944, 1970.

1 Harcourt, 1925. Prof. Leuba was Professor of Psychology at Bryn Mawr College.
2 This is from the definition of “God” in the Presbiterian Westminister Shorter Catedhism.

3 Miss Emily S. Hamblen said to me in February 1949: “There is no spiritual life without
vision. And vision is not an imaginative picture: it is an opening up of the inner being,”

4 This was written in late 1944.

5 By 1954, nearly ten years after this writing, perhaps I could not have made this
generalization quite so sweeping,

¢ Understandably, therefore, my life took a decidedly different direction after my years of
study of anthropology, genetics, etc., than it had before.

7 This point of view is presented more fully in my Toward The Rising Sun, p. 68f.



Chapter 6.

Handbook for Explorers.

In this chapter, continuing my examination of the mystical experience (which I have called
an added faculty of perception), I wish to present, and to discuss, the checks by which one
may undertake to reduce to a minimum the possibility of error in following one’s Inner

Light.

At a small meeting that I had near Boston in the late Thirties, there was present a professor
of psychiatry in a nearby graduate school who was also a practicing psychiatrist on the staff
of a large Boston hospital. Having heard what I had said in my talk, during the question-
period that followed, he addressed me thus: “But how can you be sure enough to do such
things? An intelligent, responsible, loving person simply cannot break into the lives of other
people and cause them possibly disastrous suffering except in the service of some very high
end. Don’t you have some means designed to eliminate the possibility of self-deception or
other error?”

I welcomed the question. For I certainly have always wished to avoid encouraging anyone in
an attitude of irresponsibility, and I have had no respect for acting on a snap judgment when
the deepest welfare and happiness of other people are involved. I suppose that any
responsible person who really cares about those whose lives he affects will be forced by his
very love to exhaust every resource for making sure. In any case, I myself, who for years had
so many decisions of this kind to make, had gradually arrived at five distinct ways of making
sure of the soundness of my sense of direction.

My first check on the soundness of our insights, one already mentioned, is a rational one. If
we must act, in a given situation, it behooves us to get the most complete grasp possible of
what the situation is. Let us attempt, therefore, to grasp it with our minds. Let us get before
us every important pertinent fact. Every field of human research and experience that bears
upon our problem should be called in. With this done, we undertake to analyze the situation
in which we must act—to grasp the relations of its parts, to single out the possible ways in
which we might move from the place where we are, and anticipate what will be the likely
results of following each of these ways. In short, we will start by letting our reasoning minds
take us just as far as they have it in them to take us.

But when I come to the actual making of my decision, I am frank to confess that, in spite of
all this mental work in preparation, I then try to stop thinking altogether. My whole effort is
to free myself from any preference for one way over any other way, to be utterly willing to
go any way whatever.

This brings me to my second check, which I must present at some length, since for me it is
of primary and cardinal importance. This check is inner stillness, a state free of emotion, in
which neither fear nor desire disturbs one’s utter willingness to go any way one’s deepest life
may want to go; in which, as one is able, one prevents any idea, any word, or any picture
from crossing the field of one’s consciousness. Thus one creates an utter emptiness, a total



blank, and profound silence, in which one waits until one’s deepest life draws near and
speaks.

This is not a state that can be reached easily or quickly. Many people trifle with the
requirements, and seem to think that the first impulse that comes to them after only a few
minutes of stillness must be “the will of God.” This is more likely to be only a most
superficial whim or a rationalized fear. It is necessary to point out that we can be still, and
more still, and to stress the importance of becoming utterly still. It is only when we plumb,
as it were, to the ocean floor of our being that we contact a current that moves with the
utmost vastness, steadiness, and power.

It follows from the utter surrender of the ego, which abysmal stillness involves, that we must
tace the commands of our deepest life with the uttermost reverence, loyalty, and devotion,
without any restrictions from convention, from moral code, or from concern for precedent
or for consequence. We must have no preconceived ideas as to ways in which our life must
1ot go. We musst leave our deepest life to flow free. It is not for us to try to keep our conduct
within the moral stockade of what is commonly considered “good.” Our part is to take
orders, not to give them. The “good” is usually one of the worst enemies of potentially
superior men. There are times when they must break through its stockade, or climb over it,
or even burn it down. Jesus dared flatly to contradict Moses and the Prophets, who were to
his day what he is to ours, and declared it necessary to go beyond the righteousness of the
Scribes and Pharisees. And Nietzsche challenged all higher men to “break up, break up the
tables of the good and just,” whose “good” must ever be “the greatest danger to the whole
human future.” To be “good” one must live by rules, and whoever lives by rules cannot
escape being false to himself. That is why “the good” must be Pharisees. That is why the man
who would find the way unto himself, that strait and narrow way, narrow as a razor’s edge,
which leadeth him out he knoweth not whither, save that it be to something unique and
unprecedented, must in a very real sense simply close his eyes and trust blindly, knowing
nothing about “good” or “bad,” knowing nothing about whither he should go or should not
go. He must hold himself firmly and steadfastly limp in the hands of that life-in-him-deeper-
than-his-consciousness, which alone gives him his good and /s evil, and which step by step,
unfolds to him the way unto his full stature and the fulfillment of his lifework.

From what I have said, it must be evident that the purpose for which I turn to this second
check to “make sure,” is by no means what anxious “good” people would call to “make
safe”—that is, to hold within bounds, to render innocuous, to keep socially acceptable. With
all of that, I have nothing to do. One of the very things the inner stillness that I counsel is
intended to rermore, is every vestige of concern as to what people may call what you do.
Forget it. This has nothing to do with life. I wish to avoid disturbing people needlessly, but I
would set myself as free from any fear of hurting them as I would from any desire for their
approval.

Hurting people “needlessly”—what is behind that word? This is behind it: I wish to avoid
causing the pain to loved ones and friends that would result from my mistaking myself and
going off at a tangent to what I really am. I must know what is newssary in my life, in the
sense that it belongs to me, comes out of the core of what I really am, roots in the depths of
my being as my fingernails root in the quick of my bone and blood. What I really am, I will



put off for no man—and for no woman. It is my nature to be gentle. Indeed, my gentleness
has been my very peril. Often, I have felt that I could not stand the pain that it gave me to
give pain to those I loved. But I know now that (without losing this tenderness, which will
come out where it can come out without volating one’s deepest life) one must have the will and
the iron to be remorselessly honest. It is in relation to one’s God that one must make oneself
humble even to nothingness; and in relation to the “still small voice” that one must “become
as a little child.” “Humility hath ever the hardest skin,” said Nietzsche. One must not bilk
the inner must. If one has mudi of a must, then I suppose that one cannot. Blessed is he who
can not only recognize his fate, but can also, and even, love it!

My deepest life, the core of my being, what I really am. What is this? How am I to recognize
it? This it is, above all else, that I must make sure of. For this making sure is the very heart of
all meaningful human existence. But howcan I make sure?

The core of my being manifests itself as my own deepest desire. I have become convinced
that what religious people have long called God (insofar as it is, or ever has been, a matter of
experience, and looked at through the eyes of psychology) is really each man’s own life at its
deepest; and what they have long called the will of God is actually what each man himself
wants most. This calls for further definition. I mean that wanting in a man for the sake of
which he is willing to let every other wanting go unsatisfied. If necessary, in order to have
the highest, and holiest, and most unappeasable wanting in him satisfied, he is willing to go
cold and hungry, unloved and uncompanioned, despised and ignored. People on every hand
vaunt themselves on their monotheism, and regard as benighted and inferior those who
believe in many gods. But it is only their profession and self-delusion that they believe in one
God. The fact is, one has as many gods as one has desires. Most people satisfy these
different conflicting desires, one after the other, each getting its turn, like a little boy going
the rounds of the side shows at a circus. The only man who really has one god is the man
who has one dominating ruling desire, who knows what that desire is, and who has
subordinated to that desire every other desire in his make-up. But where can you find a man
today who has only one desire?

Yes, what they have long called the will of God for a man is really what that man himself
wants most. But it is not every man who am raally say “I want,” for he has no “I” worthy the
name. His “I” is but a congeries and a welter of desires. He has no “I” in the sense of one
primary, central, and ruling desire. But where a man does have such an “1” it is better, in my
judgment, because more honest, more self-understanding, and more responsible, to say “I
will,” than to say “God wills.” But in its content and direction the will will be exactly the
same whether one avow it as one’s own or attribute it to God. Today the herd virtues alone
are holy. Traditional religion has made our “I” ashamed of itself. Everywhere it has crawled
off to the edge of the camp with its tail between its legs, like a whipped dog, and sits there
cowed and desolate. It must come sneaking into the world, and can “have face” only in the
disguise of service to the crowd, helping others, and doing good. Yet the prevalent thinking
about “unselfishness” is so shallow and sentimental that it is important to declare flatly, and
again and again, that a purely unselfish act is a psychological impossibility. In one way or
another, all actions are selfish.



I have made this statement before. As I fancy it may seem to fly in the very face of many
people’s best understanding of life, I must pause to try to make clear what I mean.

The ego, as I conceive it, is the life of the individual viewed as something apart from every
other person or thing in the universe, and the needs and desires of which can be satisfied at
the expense of other life. Now, that the desires of this ego can be denied, for one reason or
another and to one end or another, I readily allow; and also that we need some word with
which to cover this denial. The trouble, with using the word “unselfish” to cover it, is that it
implies that the person who makes the denial gets nothing out of it and that it is done for
the sake of something not himself. It provides ground for a feeling of virtue, one of the
most corrupt and corrupting things in the world. It provides ground also for a feeling of self-
sacrifice. Whereas, all the time, the fact is that, though one may have sacrificed one’s ego (or
that part of one’s total and complete self thus far identified with one’s ego), one has not at all
sacrificed to some alien taskmaster, or in the name of some abstract virtue, or “for the sake
of others.” One has only sacrificed one side of one’s own life to another side, a lower to a
higher, a small closed-in, blind self to a larger, maturing, expanded self, which by love or by
loyalty or by common purpose may have come to include other persons, and groups of
people, or even all people and the whole universe. One does not give up one’s ego “for
others,” but only to the desires of ore’s oun expanded self, which one has identified with others.
One has only emptied one’s house of its rubbish to make room for real living. One has only
denied old desires and impulses that, for all they were long cherished and thought to be
essential to life itself, now prove to be but hobbles, which must be thrown off so that one’s
hands and feet may be free to do what one wants most to do. Viewed thus, there is no
ground left for any feeling either of virtue or of sacrifice. From any balanced point of view
there is no sacrifice about it. There are, most certainly, acts that are a denial of the little,
narrow, in-turning, wholly self-absorbed, and always grabbing and taking ego. But to use the
word “unselfish” for this is to identify our life with this meanness, and to obscure, if not wholly
to conceal, the fact that the life we have realized through denying this meanness is our own,
and that in yielding up our ego to the demands of our higher life we really get out of it far
more than we give up. And above all, it is important never to forget that the motive for this
giving up is always our desire for this increase in our own life. Otherwise, what in the world
would there be to move us to it?

An illustration may serve to make this clearer. Perhaps as you have been reading my words,
there has flashed through your mind the picture of a mother who, after shipwreck, has
strapped her child fast to a life belt, which will not support them both, and pushed off to go
down in the dark, so that her child may live. And triumphantly you may exclaim, “Does not
she prove that one can be unselfish?” I do not think so, except in the sense that I have
defined above. And I have given my reasons for why, to my mind, to call such an act
“unselfish” is open to objection. Do you suppose that the mother gains nothing for herself
in laying down her life for her child? Do we not know that her heart must have sung within
her as she went down? Was she not satisfying her love, and her maternal instinct, the deepest
instinct in her? Had not her love triumphed even over her fear of death? With her final
breath may she not have brought her life to the very apex of a perfect fulfillment of her
lifelong ideal of motherhood? Is it not obvious that, under the circumstances in which she
was caught, there was no satisfaction left her that could be so exquisite, so infinitely sweet
and pure? In the light of eternity, in which time is not, may she not have more really lived in



that one moment than in all the preceding years of her existence? And the same is true of the

. It was true of Jesus on the cross. Things being as they were, he uould not have come
down. The Pharisees, to be sure, had their reward; but he had his also. And he would never
have set his face to go to Jerusalem if he had not been pretty sure of it. Do we not know that
just to be able to look oneself full in the face may be enough to make it worthwhile to go to
death?

No, I say again, to come back to the point where we digressed, not one of us can do amthing
except for the sake of sone kind of gain to himself. It may be on a high plane or on a low, but
it must be on some plane—on whatever plane we conceive it. To be otherwise would be to
have lost one’s very instind for life, and the very means by which alone life could be
maintained. The one thing needful is that man’s selfishness should be the core of him
incarnate, that it should be what he really is—in a look, a word, a movement of the finger, an
act. Let only his inmermost self be in his deed—as a mother is in her child—to use Nietzsche’s
simile, and then it will be perfect, no matter what it may be as judged by some moral code of
conduct.

And indeed, before men have reached any such integration and even as a necessary means
thereto, I think that they should learn to do what they really want and not what they have
been taught they ought to want. Even though the actions seem ill-advised or extreme, still I
should say, better these than a more rational, prudent, or effective act that is not one’s own,
that is a pretense, done with subservience, for ulterior ends. For so long as you do what you
really want, you keep alive the impulses close to your innermost being, those that have
potential significance for the growth of personality and for the development of creative
power; whereas, when you subordinate them to your ideas of what is consistent or sensible,
or even to some ideal or to duty or to the requirements of a moral code, whether that be the
Ten Commandments or the “five little rules” that Tolstoy made of the Sermon on the
Mount, you foster the impulses to please, to avoid conflict, to seek safety, the impulses that
lack significance, that make people into sheep. At the same time, you take out of the
impulses from which an integrity might be knit, not only the kick but the leap. They get stiff
in the joints from sitting too long in unnatural forced positions. They grow weak and slow in
their reflexes, and their muscles become soft and flabby from being kept too long out of use.
Your impulses are becoming dead, and as they become dead, you become dead. These
impulses are the only thing we have that can ever make us rowe in any direction. The task,
ultimately, is not at all the suppression of desire, but rather the coordination of our desires,
the subordination of all other desires to one central dominant and regnant desire. And we
shall find out faster what this is by doing what we really want to do than by burying all this
body of living, leaping desire under conformity to the demands of society. Even to be able
to distinguish what we want more from what we want less, which desires make for increase
of life and which for its thinning, weakening and sullying, it is necessary for us to be able to
subject our wanting to the test of experience—that is, to do what we want to do. Blake
declared, in his “Proverbs of Hell,” “If a fool would persist in his folly, he would become
wise.” And again, “The road to excess leads to the palace of wisdom.” And yet again,
“Sooner murder an infant in its cradle than nurse unacted desires.” For the infant in the
cradle of our souls is exactly what we do murder when we suppress our really vital impulses.
If there be error in our impulses, we must be able, as it were, to give it a body by putting our
error into action, before we can see it and recognize it for what it is, before we can realize



that it is error, and cast it off. The machine of our mind, with its logic and rules, can plane a
person straight and smooth and efficient, but for beauty, for aliveness, for power to create,
the better man is he whom no machine has been allowed thus to “improve,” but who has
goun, as a tree grows, with crooks of its own, and unexpected turns and twists, by which you
can know it even at a distance. “Improvement makes straight roads; but the crooked roads
without improvement are roads of Genius” (William Blake).

“T should do what I want to do. But what do I want?”

Most people do not know very definitely or surely. Indeed, I have come to believe that the
great majority of men are not capable of knowing. They are not capable of bearing the
burden of their own integrity, and apart from this no man shall ever know. They do not dare
trust themselves. They are afraid to be different. They cannot stand alone. They are happiest
when they can feel the fur of another against their own. Their instincts are pre-eminently
those of the sheep. The only way they can know is one given them from outside. They must
be told. It is people of this sort who, regardless of their social position, constitute the ever-
sucking abyss of unthinking, unaspiring, undifferentiated mass-man. For them, the Ten
Commandments, or other codified standards and rules of conduct, set up by tradition and
enforced by authority, are absolutely necessary. They are necessary for all men—probably
the vast majority—who are not able to find a ruler within themselves and to bring every
impulse of their nature under his sway. He ufio ainot rule hinself shall aaept the rule of arother.
This is to be remembered as something understood behind all that I say. I am not setting
aside rules of conduct for everybody: by no means. My words are really addressed only to
those who have it in them to find out what it is they really want and to bring their whole life
into an ordered harmony under its direction.

And even these, when a newly awakened discontent first thrusts upon them the question of
what it is they really want, are by no means sure. Probably most people, who had never given
the matter much thought, would assume that to know what one wants is an easy thing, But I
am convinced that it is ore of the subtlest, astliest, and last thing ue ever learn, and ore of the rarest
things among men. We think that we know what we want. “I'd like lots of money”; “I'd like to
have people admire me”; “I'd like to win the love of this woman”; “I'd like to be looked to
as a leader toward a better world.” I'd like, I'd like, I'd like. But would we, now? And how
much would we? Might we not find that the gratification of any one of these desires, or even
of all of them and of many others like them, would leave us with an emptiness and an ache
still in our hearts? Are we not, all of us—that is, all of us who have been awakened to a
hunger and a thirst, even though we know not yet for what—Tlike honey bees in search of the
perfect nectar, and going from flower to flower in eager quest of it? And into this flower and
into that one we plunge our proboscis deep, and suck out all the nectar it holds, and—it
does not satisfy. So that we go on to another flower, to do the same thing. And we do it
again, and again, and again. Most people spend all their days doing it, and die without ever
having caught more than a suggestion of a taste of what they were really looking for. Is there
not sorme way in which people can avoid wasting most of their lives in following desires that
do not satisfy them, that do not get them anywhere?

It was precisely to meet this question that I started, some way back, to speak of the value of
inner stillness as a means of making sure what our deepest life would do in the face of any



actual situation. It seems that once the desires in us stop their hullabaloo and clamor and no
longer strain each to get ahead of the rest, and stand beside one another quietly, each in his
own place, it is perfectly easy to see which stands first and tallest, the intended captain of the
Crew.

The whole heart of the matter is in this becoming still. It is of absolutely primary importance
that one becomes really, completely, and profoundly still. One must become at last incapable
of deceiving oneself about it, and to this end must have acquired means by which to detect
any least move tounrd self-deception, and to avoid every danger of accepting as the full state
of stillness, with its complete yielding up of every sort of will to determine the outcome,
what is really but some approadi thereto.

Out of long experience at trying to be still, commonly under conditions that made the stilling
very difficult to attain, I discovered certain signs that will infallibly reveal to oneself that one
is not still yet—that the stilling has to be carried yet further.

Let me try to make clear what these signs are.

If into the inner field that one is trying to make (and to keep) blank, empty, will-less, there
comes any detectable pulling, holding, or fearing, one can then know of a surety that one’s
little self has not yet put aside its willing, It is still fighting to maintain itself. Its active
presence is revealed in its subtle effort to get us onto one path rather than another; in its
holding onto some position in the world or some special relationship with some person; or
in its shrinking from certain foreseeable consequences of going one way rather than another.
Once we have become entirely still, there is 70 pulling, no holding, and no fearing,

And yet again. The very heart of the difficulty of the most spiritually difficult decisions
consists in the fact that our own personal desires are very deeply involved. There are things
that we want—desperately, and there are things that we no less desperately wish to avoid.
Every one of these, in every manner conceivable, strives as long as it can to get its way. And
if at last our Deepest Life deigns to speak to us, and says to us, “Now you must do this,” or
“Go here” or “Go there,” then our personal desires, insofar as they have not been really and
completely silenced, will show relief and pleasure if the way commanded be such as to make
possible their satisfaction, or wince and shrink and balk if the way commanded shuts them
out. Thereby they reveal not only their presence but their continued active striving, and they
prove to us that we have not yet reached the stillness of that profound reverence and that
utter readiness to obey in which alone we can be most certain that what speaks within us is
the voice of what we really are—most truly, most deeply, most ineluctably. But if, at such
times, there is no least show either of gratification or of resistance, if all the impulses and
faculties within us are so stilled that the words of the Command come to us as though we
had no notion of what they meant, or as if they were addressed to some other man and not
to us at all, so that they are received without any movement within us, whether for or
against, then it may be assumed with reasonable confidence that we have at last become still
enough to be spoken to, and that what speaks to us now is indeed the Voice of our Deepest
Life.



Of all the means of making sure that I know, I consider this the most valuable—once a man
has learned howto become still, and how he feels when he is still. I believe that this stillness
can be counted upon to bring a man the soundest, the most revealing, and steadiest light
upon the situation before him that is then capable of reaching his consciousness. It is not
absolute, and probably it is not infallible, and yet there is one respect (and that of the utmost
importance for life) in which, indeed, I am profoundly certain that this means of finding
one’s way will not fail a man. If he brings hinself to that depth of inver stillness in uhich he is utterly
willing to g any wry uhatecer, then he may depend upon it that he will be given the next steps,
for each day as it c