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BLCIET
Jean Anouilh

Becket: Yet it would be simple enough. Too simple perhaps. Saintliness is a
temptation too. Oh, how difficult it is to get an answer from You, Lord! I was

slow in praying to You, but I cannot believe that others, worthier than I, who have
spent years asking You questions, have been better than myself at deciphering Your
real intentions. I am only a beginner and I must make mistake after mistake, as I
did in my Latin translations as a boy, when my riotous imagination made the old priest
roar with laughter. But I cannot believe that one learns Your language as one learns
any human tongue, by hard studying, with a dictionary, a grammar and a set of idioms.
I 2m sure that to the hardened sinner, who drops to his knees for the first time and
nurmurs Your name, marveling, You tell him all Your secrets, straightaway, and that he
understands. I have served You like a dilettante, surprised that I could still find
my pleasure in Your service. And for a long time I was on my guard because of it.

I could not believe this pleasure would bring me one step nearer You. I could not
believe that the road could be a happy one. Their hair shirts, their fasting, their
bells in the small hours summoning one to meet You, on the icy paving stones, in the
sick misery of the poor ill-treated human animal-Icannot believe that all these are
anything but safeguards for the weak. In power and in luxury, and even in the plea-
sures of the flesh, I shall not cease to speak to You, I feel this now. You are the
God of the rich man and the happy man too, Lord, and therein lies Your profound jus-
tice. You do not turn away Your eyes from the man who was given everything from
birth. You have not abandored him, alone in his ensnaring facility. And he may be
Your true lost sheep. For Your scheme of things, which we mistakenly call Justice,
is secret and profound and You plumb the hidden depths of poor men's puny frames as
carefully as those of Kings. And beneath those outward differences, which blingd us,
but which to You are barely noticeable, beneath the diadem or the grime, You discern
the same pride, the same vanity, the same petty, complacent preoccupation with one-
self. Lord, I am cettain now that You meant to tempt me with this hair shirt,object
of so much vapid self-congratulation! this bare cell, this solitude, this absurdly
endured winter-cold and the conveniences of prayer. It would be too easy to buy You
like this, at so low a price. I shall leave this convent, where so many precautions
hem You round. I shall take up the miter and the golden cope again, and the great
silver cross, and I shall go back and fight in the place and with the weapons it has
pleased You to give me. It has pleased You to make me Archbishop and to set me, like
a solitary pawn, face to face with the King, upon the chessboard. I shall po back

to my place, humbly, and let the world accuse me of pride, so that I may do what I
believe is my life's work. For the rest, Your will be done.

THE SIBYL
Par Lagerkvist

God is merciless. Those who say he is good dc not know him. He is the most inhuman
thing there is. He is wild and incalculable as lightning. Like lightning out of a
cloud which one did not know contained lightning. Suddenly it strikes, suddenly he
strikes down on one, revealing all his cruelty. Or his love - his cruel love. With
him anything may happen. He reveals himself at any time and in anything. The thunder-
storm that drove me into the cave, the goats that were sent to take care of me, the
scorching summer, charged with unparalleled heat, the birth in the goat cave while
heaven hurled its lightnings at the earth, the queer behavior of the goats, their

eager interest in the birth and the baby, the vile, repugnant, inhuman events in the



goat cave - what lay hidden benind all that? Something divine? Something cruelly,
savagely divine? Was there a mighty deity behind it?

The divine is not human; it is something quite different. And it is not noble or
sublime or spiritualized, as one likes to believe. It is alien and repellent and
sometimes it is madness. It is malignant and dangerous and fatal. Or so I have
found it. And I well know the stench of it - the sour goat-stench - who should know
it better than I? It was the first thing I recognized when I entered the cave. The
cave in which perhaps I bore a son to a god, a son begotten by the goat-god down
there in the holy of holies, in his pit beneath the glorious temple which is conse-
crated to him as the god of radiance and light - the temple in which I was never per-
mitted to serve him. But I was permitted to bring into the world his witless son,
when for some reason he was to be born; an ever leering idiot whom I have had upon
my hands all my life...

No, mo. What am I saying? I know nothing, nothing at all about it...I don't know
who is father to this child. I didn’'t know then and I don't know now. God's it
cannot be, and it cannot be my beloved's; it bears no likeness to him nor to me -~
not to anyone, he is like no human being, and still less like a god. I know nothing.

But I shake my fist at him who treated me so, who used me in this way, in his pit,
his oracle pit - used me as his passive instrument - raped my body and soul, pos-
sessed me with his frightful spirit, his delirium, his so-called inspiration, filled
me with his hot breath, his alien fire, and my body with his lusting, fertilizing
ray so that I had to bear this witless son, who is a mockery of man - of reason and
of man - a mockery of me who had to bear him. Who chose me to be his sacrifice, to
be possessed by hi: ., to fuam =t the  cuth for god and te Lrin fort'. en idict. Who
has exploited me all my life; who stole from me all truc happiness, all human hap-
piness. who bereft me of all that others may enjoy - all that gives them security
and peace. Who took from me my love, my beloved; all, all - and gave me nothing but
himself. Himself. Vho is in me still, filling me with his presence, his unrest,
never giving me peace because he himself is not peace; never forsaking me. Never
forsaking me!

RESISTANCE, REBELLION, AND DEATH
Albert Camus
Danger maxes mer . .-ssical, and all greatness, after all, is rooted in risk.

The time of irresponsible artists is over. We shall regret it for our little moments
of bliss. But we shall be able to admit that this ordeal contributes meanwhile to
our chances of authenticity, and we shall accept the challenge. 7The freedom of art
is not worth much when its only purpose is to assure the artist's comfort. For a
value or a virtue to take root in a society, there must be no lying about it,; in
other words, we must pay for it every time we can. If liberty has become dangerous,
then it may cease to be prostituted. And I cannot agree, for example, with those

who complain today of the decline of wisdom. Apparently they are right. Yet, to
tell the truth, wisdom has never declined so much as when it involved no risks and
belonged exclusively to a few humanists buried in libraries. But today, when at last
it has to face real dangers, there is a chance that it may again stand up and be
respected. .



It is said that Nietzsche used to walk at night on the mountains overlooking the gulf
of Genoa and light great bonfires of leaves and branches which he would watch as they
burned. I have often dreamed of those fires and have occasionally imagined certain
men and certain works in front of those fires, as a way of testing men and works.
Well, our era is one of those fires whose unbearable heat will doubtless reduce many
a work to ashes! But as for those which remain, their metal will be intact, and,
locking at them, we shall be able to indulge without restraint in the supreme joy of
the intelligence which we call "admiration.”

One may long, as I do, for a gentler flame, a respite, a pause for musing. But per-
haps there is no other peace for the artist than what he finds in the heat of combat.
"Every wall is a door,” Emerson correctly said. Let us not look for the door, and
the way out, anywhere but in the wall against which we are living. Instead, let us
seek the respite where it is - in the very thick of the battle. Great ideas, it has
been said, come into the world as gently as doves. Perhaps then, if we listen atten-
tively, we shall hear, amid the uproar of empires and nations, a faint flutter of
wings, the gentle stirring of life and hope. Some will say that this hope lies in a
nation; others, in a man. I believe rather that it is awakened, revived, nourished
by millions of solitary individuals whose deeds and works every day negate frontiers
and the crudest implications of history.

ONE FLEW OVER THE CUCKOO'S NEST
Ken Kesey

There had been times when I'd wandered around in a daze for as long as two weeks

after a shock treatment, living in that foggy, jumbled blur which is a whole lot like
the ragged edge of sleep, that gray zonme between light and dark, or between sleeping
and waking or living and dying, where you know you're not unconscious any more but
don't know yet what day it is or who you are or what's the use of coming back at all -
for two weeks. If you don't have a reason to wake up you can loaf around in that gray
zone for a long, fuzzy time, or if you want to bad enough I found you can come fight-
ing right out of it. This time I came fighting out of it in less than a day, less
time than ever.

And when the fog was finally swept from my head it seemec like I'd just come up after
a long, deep dive, breaking the surface after being under water a hundred years. It
was the last treatment they gave me.

They gave McMurphy three more treatments that week. As quick as he started coming
out of one, getting the click back in his wink, Miss Ratched would arrive with the
doctor and they would ask him if he felt like he was ready to come around and face

up to his problem and come back to the ward for a cure. And he'd swell up, aware
that every one of those faces on Disturbed had turned toward him and was waiting, and
he'd tell the nurse he regretted that he had but ome life to give for his country

and she could kiss his rosy red ass before he'd give up the goddam ship. Yeh!

Then stand up and take a couple of bows to those guys grinning at him while the nurse
led the doctor into the station to phone over to the Main Building and authorize
another treatment.



LORD OF THE FLIES
William Golding

Once more that evening Ralph had to adjust his values. Piggy could think. He could
go step by step inside that fat head of his, only Piggy was no chief. But Piggy, for
all his ludicrous body, had brains. Ralph was a specialist in thought now, and could
recognize thought in another.

The sun in his eyes reminded him how time was passing, so he took the conch down from
the tree and examined the surface. Exposure to the air had bleached the yellow and
pink to near-white, and transparency. Ralph felt a kind of affectionate reverence
for the conch, even though he had fished the thing out of the lagoon himself. iHe
faced the place of assembly and put the conch to his lips.

The others were waiting for this and came straight away. Those who were aware that
a ship had passed the island while the fire was out were subdued by the thought of
Ralph's anger; while those, including the littluns who did not know, were impressed
by the general air of solemnity. The place of assembly filled quickly 6 Jack, Simon,
Maurice, most of the hunters, on Ralph's right; the rest on the left, under the sun.
Piggy came and stood outside the triangle. This indicated that he wished to listen,
but would not speak; and Piggy intended it as a gesture of disapproval.

“'The thing is: we need an assembly."

No one said anything but the faces turned to Ralph were intent. He flourished the
conch. He had learnt as a practical business that fundamental statements like this
had to be said at least twice, before everyone understood them. One had to sit,
attracting all eyes to the conch, and drop words like heavy round stones among the
little groups that crouched or aquatted. ke was searching his mind for simple words
so that even the littluns would understand what the assembly was about. Later per-
haps, practiced debaters - Jack, Maurice, Piggy - would use their whole art to twist

the meeting: but now at the beginning the subject of the debate must be laid out
clearly.

"Wle need an assembly. Not for fun. Not for laughing and falling off the log" - the
group of littluns on the twister giggled and looked at each other - "not for making
jokes, or for" - he lifted the conch in an effort to find the compelling word - “for

cleverness. Not for these things. But to put things straight.”

iie paused for a moment.

“I've been alone. By myself I went, thinking what's what., I know what we need. An
assembly to put things straight. And first of all, I'm speaking.”

He paused for a moment and automatically pushed back his hair. Piggy tiptoed to the
triangle, his ineffectual protest made, and joined the others.

Ralph went on.

“We have lots of assemblies. Everybody enjoys speaking and being together. We decide
things. But they don't get done. We were going to have water brought from the stream
and left in thcse coconut shells under fresh leaves. So it was, for a few days. HHow
there's no water. The shells are dry. People drink from the river."

There was a murmur of assent.

"Not that there's anything wrong with drinking from the river. I mean I'd sooner

have water from that place - you know, the pool where the waterfall is - than out of
an old coconut shell. Only we said we'd have the water brought. And now not. There
‘were only two full shells there this afternoon.”

He licked his lips.

“Then there's huts. Shelters."

The murmur swelled again and died away.



“You mostly sleep in shelters. Tonight, except for Sammeric up by the fire, you'll all
sleep there. Who built the shelters?”

Clamor rose at once. Everyome had built the shelters. Ralph had to wave the conch
once more.

"Wait a2 minute! T mean, who built all three? We all built the first one, four of us
the second one, and me 'n Simon built the last one over there. That's why it's so
tottery. No. Don't laugh. That shelter might fall down if the rain comes back.
e'll need those shelters then.'”

He paused and cleared his throat.

‘There's another thing. We chose those rocks right along beyond the bathing pool as a
lavatory. That was sensible too. The tide cleans the place up. You littluns know
about that."”

There were sniggers here and there and swift glances.

“Now people seem to use anywhere. Even near the shelters and the platform. You littluns,
when you're getting fruit' if you're taken short-"

The assembly roared.

"I said if you're taken short you keep away from the fruit. That'sidixty."

Laughter rose again.

T said that's dictyl"

He plucked at his stiff, grey shirt.

‘That's really dirty. If you're taken short you go right along the beach to the rocks.
See?"

Piggy held out his hands for the conch but Ralph shook his head. This speech was
planned, point by point.

e've all got to use the rocks again. This place is getting dirty.’ He paused.

The assembly, sensing a crisis, was tensely expectant. "And then: about the fire.'
Ralph let out his spare breath with a little gasp that was echoed by his audience.
Jack started to chip a piece of wood with his knife and whispered something to Robert,
who looked away.

'The fire is the most important thing on the island. How can we ever be rescued ex-—
cept by luck, if we don't keep a fire going? Is a fire too much for us to make?'" He
flung out an arm.

‘Look at us! How many are we? And yet we can't keep a fire geing to make smoke.
Don‘t you understand? Can't you see we ought to - ought to die before we let the fire
out?”

There was a self-conscious ziggling among the hunters. Ralph turned on them passion-
ately.

‘You hunters! You can laugh! But I tell you the smoke is more important than the
pig. however often you kill one. Do all of you gsee?’ He spread his arms wide and
turned to the whole triangle.

“We've got to make smoke up there - or die.’

He paused, feeling for his next point.

“And another thing."

Someone called out.

“Too many things.”

There came mutters of zgreement. Ralph overrode them.

“And another thing. We nearly set the whole island on fire. And we waste time, rolling
rocks, and making little cooking fires. Uow I say this and make it a rule, because
I'm chief. UWe won't have a fire anywhere but on the mountain. Ever.”

There was a row immediately. Boys stood up and shouted and Ralph shouted back.
"Because if you want a fire ro cook fish or crab, you can jolly well go up the moun-
tain. That way we'll be certain.”

Eands were reaching for the conch in the light of the setting sun. lie held on and
leapt on the trumk.

“A11 this I meant to say. Uow I've said it. You voted me for chief. llow you do what
I say.”



They quieted, slowly, and at last were seated again. Ralph dropped down and spoke in
his ordinary voice.

‘So remember. The rocks for a lavatory. Keep the fire going and smoke showing as a
signal. Don't take fire from the mountain. Take your food up there.”

Jack stood up, scowling in the gloom, and held out his hands.

“I haven't finished yet."

“But you've talked and talked.’

“I've got the conch.”

Jack sat down, grumbling.

"Then the last thing. This is what people can talk about.”

He waited till the platform was very still.

"Things are breaking up. I don't understand why. We began well; we were happy. And
then - =

He moved the conch gently, looking beyond them at nothing, remembering the beastie, the
snake, the fire, the talk of fear.

‘Then people started getting frightened."

A murmur, almost a moan, rose and passed away. Jack had stopped whittling. Ralph went
on, abruptly.

"But that's littluns' talk., We'll get that straight. So the last part, the bit we can
talk about, is kind of deciding on the fear."

The hair was creeping into his eyes again.

"Wle've got to talk about this fear and decide there's nothing in it. I'm frightened
myself, sometimes; only that's nonsense! Like bogies. Then, when we've decided, we
can start again and be careful about things like the fire.” A picture of three boys
walking along the bright beach flitted through his mind. '“And be happy.” Ceremon-
ially, Ralph laid the conch on the trunk beside him as a sign that the speech was over.

FRANNY AND ZOOEY
J.D. Salinger

"I remember about the fifth time I ever went on 'Wise Child.' I subbed for Walt a few
times when he was in a cast - remember when he was in that cast? Anyway, I started
bitching one night before the broadcast. Seymour'd told me to shine my shoes just as

I was going out the door with Waker. I was furious. The studio audience were all
morons, the announcer was a moron, the sponsors were morons, and I just damn well wasn't
going to shine my shoes for them, I told Seymour. I saic they couldn't see them anyway,
where we sat. He said to shine them anyway. He said to shine them for the Fat Lady.

I didn't know what the hell he was talking about, but he had a very Seymour look on his
face, and so I did it. He never did tell me who the Fat Lady was, but I shined my shoes
for the Fat Lady every time I ever went on the air again - all the years you and I were
on the program together, if you remember. I don't think I missed more than just a cou-
ple of times. This terribly clear, clear picture of the Fat Lady formed in my mincd. I
had her sitting on this porch all day, swatting flies, with her radio going full-blast
from morning till night. I figured the heat was terrible, and she probably had cancer,
and - I don't know. Anyway, it seemed goddam clear why Seymour wanted me to shine my
shoes when I went on the air. It made sense”...

Franny was standing. She had taken her hand away from her face to hold the phone with
two hands. ‘‘He told me, too," she said into the phone. "He told me to be funny for
the Fat Lady, once.'* She released one hand from the phone and placed it, very briefly,
on the crown of her head. then went back to holding the phone with both hands. "I
didn't ever picture her on 2 porch, but with very - you know - very thick legs, very
veiny. I had her in an awful wicker chair. She had cancer, too, though, and she had
the radio going full-blast all day! Mine did, tool™



“Yes. Yes. Yes. All right. Let me tell you something now, buddy....Are you listen-
ing?”

Franny, looking extremely tense, nodded.

‘I don’t care where an actor acts. It can be in summer stock, it can be over a radio,
it can be over television, it can be in & goddam Broadway theatre, complete with the
most fashionable, most well-fed, most sunburned-looking audience you can imagine. But
1711 tell you a terrible secret - Are you listening to me? There isn't anyone wut
there who isn't Seymour's Fat Lady. That includes your Professor Tupper, buddy. And
all his goddam cousins by the dozens. There isn’'t anyone anywhere that isn't Seymour's
Fat Lady. Don't you know that? Don't you know that goddam secret yet? And don't you
know ~ listen to me, now —~ don't you know who that Fat Lady really is?...Ah, buddy.
Ah, buddy. It's Christ Himself. Christ Hinself, buddy.

1MR. BLUE
liyles Connolly

Blue, it seems, had found his vocation. That was the way he put it. Le was going

to nledge himself to poverty znd live among the poor. He would give up his attic room
and lodge wherever his wandering brought him. ke would live with the downtrodden and
the shiftless in charitable institutions. He would sleep out on the parks and in the
fields when the weather allowed it. He would live in the worst of hovels and the most
repulsive of slums. He had been training for this life, he told me. He had been sleep-
ing on the hardest of beds and on the floor. He had been eating little food and the
worst kind of food. He had beern chumming with outcasts for several months so that he
might learn their ways and manners. Now, he said, he thought his movitiate was over.
He was ready to go forth, with no name or with any name, to live with the derelicts of
modern civilization and bring to them the story that they would never heed elsewhere.
And that story? It was, of course, the story of Christ.

Blue's eyes shone as he talked. These brazen souls and weary souls and indifferent
souls would never, he maintained, go into a church to pray or listen. They would

not go into a mission establishment unless it were for food and sleep, and the preach-
ing they received with their bed and fare they took as a sort of price they paid.

They would not stop to heed a street harangue. They would suspect a minister or social
worker on sight. But they would listen to him, their companion, their fellow, as they
made their listless journeys or lay awake in their haphazzrd sleeping places.
"Already,’ said Blue, his voice quivering, "I have two men for converts. They have
the stuff of saints, some of these poor fellows. You should see their new courage.
So, on and on he went. These derelicis were ill-fits to him, not wastrels, not loafers.
I can picture Blue with his fine drawn face and luminous eyes telling them of the
loaves and fishes, or of the Master who wept for Lazarus and then raised him from the
dead. Blue was confident that in this work lay his career. He hoped, he said, others
would some day join him, others who would go into the factories and great offices and
teach, as comrades, there, by character anc example. They would be the Spies of CGoc,
he decided. Their unselfishness. their patience, their courage, their amiability,
their fine wholesome lives would be living serm@ns tothose who read only the news-
papers and disdain the preacher. e even hoped that some day his spies would go into
crafts like journalism and advertising and try to win men to a cesire for truth and an
affection for beauty. And such, briefly, was his great dream of a Secret Service for
God.
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T...© COLLIUNION OF SAINTS
Walter Kauschenbusch

The life of humanity is infinitely interwoven, always renewing itself, yet always
perpetuating what has been. The evils of one generation are caused by the wrongs of
the generations that preceded, and will in turn condition the sufferings and temp-
tations of those who come after. Our Italian immigrants are what they are because
the Church and the land system of Italy have made them so. The Mexican peon is rid-
den by the Spanish past. Capitalistic Durope has fastened its yoke on the mneck of
Africa. When Negroes are hunted from a Ncrthern city like beasts, or when a South-
ern city degrades the whole nation by turning the savage inhumanity of a mob into a
public festivity, we zre continuing to sin because our fathers created the conditions
of sin by African slave trade and by the unearned wealth they gathered from slave
labour for generations. Stupid dynasties go on reigning by right of the long time
they have reigned. The laws of the ancient Roman cespotism were foisted by ambitious
lawyers on medizeval communities, to which they were im no wise fitted, and once more
strangled liberty, and dragged free farmers into serfdom. When once the common land
of a nation, and its mines and waters, have become the private property of a privi-
leged band. nothing short of a social earthquake can pry them from their right of
collecting private taxes. Superstitions which originated in the third century are
still faithfully cultivated by great churches, compressing the minds of the young
with fear amé cherished by the old as their most precious faith. Ideas struck out

by a wrestling mind in the heat of an argument are erected by later times into proof-
texts more decisive than masses of living facts. One nation arms because it fears a-
nother the other arms more because this armament alarms it; each subsidizes a

thirc and a fourth to aid it. Two fight; all fight, none knows how to stop; a
planet is stained red in a solidarity cf hate anc horror.

This is what the modern social gospel would call the Kingdom of Evil. Our theolo-
gical conception of sin is but fragmentary unless we see all men in their natural
groups bound together in a solidarity of all times and all places, bearing the yoke
of evil and suffering.

The doctrine of original sin was meant to bring us all under the sense of guilt.
Theology in the past has labored to show that we are in some sense partakers of
Adem's guilt. But the comscience of mankind has never been convinced. Partakers

of his wretchedness we might well be by our family coherence, but guilt belongs

only to personality, and requires will and freedom. On the other hand an enlight-
ened conscience can not help feeling a growing sense of responsibility and guilt

for the common sins uncer wnich humanity is bound and to which we all contribute.
Who of us can say that he has never by word or look contributed to the atmospheric
pressure of lubricous sex stimulation which bears down on young and old, and the
affect of which after the war no man can predict without sickening? VWhose hand

has never been stained with income for which nc equivalent had been given in service?
{ow many business men have promoted the advance of democracy in their own industrial
kingdom when autocracy secmed safer and mcre efficient? What nation has never been
arunk with = sense of its glory and importance, and which has never seized colonial
possessions or developed its little imperialism when the temptation came its way?
Tha sin of all is in each of us, and every one of us has scattered seeds of evil,
the final multiplied harvest of which no man kinows.



Thi COMMUNICN OF SAINTS
John Wesley

By some awful providence, or by His word applied with the demoustration of His Spirit,
God touches the heart of him that lay asleep in the darkness anc in the shadow of death.
He is terribly shaken out of his sleep, and awekes into a consciousness of his dan-
ger. Perhaps in a moment, perhaps by degrees, the eyes of his understarding are open-
ed, and now first (the veil being in part removed) discern the real state he is in.
Horrid light breaks in upon his soul; such light as may be conceived to gleam from the
bottomless pit, from the lowest deep, from a lake of fire burning with brimstone. He
at last sees the loving, the merciful God is alsc 'a consuming fire’; that he is a just
God and terrible, rendering to every man according to his works, entering into judg-
ment with the ungodly for every idle word, vea, and for the imeginations of the heart.
He now clearly perceives, that the great and holy God is 'of purer eyes than to behold
iniquity’; that He is an avenger of every one who rebelleth ageainst Eim, and repayeth
the wicked to his face, and that 'it is a fearful thing to £211 into the hancs of the
living God.'

Here ends his pleasing dream, his delusive rest, his false peace, his vain security.
His joy now vanishes as a clouu, pleasures, once loved, deligiit no more. They pall
upon the taste; he loathes the nauseous sweet: he is weary to bear them. The shadows
of happiness flee away, and sink into oblivion; so that he is stripped of all, and
wanders to and fro, seeking rest, but finding none.

tlow he truly desires to break loose from sin, and beging to struggle with it. But
though he strive with all his might, he canrot conquer, sin is mightier than he. e
would fain escape: but he is so fast in prison, that he cannot get forth. He resolves
against sin, but yet sins on. he sees the snare, and abhors and runs intc it. So much
does his boasteé reason avail -~ only to enhance his guilt, ana increase his misery!
Such is the freedom of his will; free only to evil; free to ‘drink in iniquity like
water’; to wander farther and farther from the living God, and do more ‘despite to

the Spirit of grace."

The more he strives, wishes, labours to be free, the more does he feel his chains, the
grievous chains of sin wherewith Satan binds and ‘leads him captive at his will'; his
servant he is, though he repine ever so much, though he rebel, he cannot prevail. He

is still in bondage and fear, by reason of sin; generally., of some outward circumstances,
but always, of some inward sin, some evil temper or unholy affection. And the more he
frets against it the more it prevails he may bite, but cannot break his chain. Thus

he toils without enc, repenting and sinning, and repenting and sinning again, till at
length the poor, sinful, helpless®*wretch is even at his wit's end, anc caa barely groan,
'0 wretched man that I am! who shall deliver me from the body of this dezth?’

JONATHAN EDWARDS
Perry liller

When the mind is affected with a thing much, it is led into such schemes of thought
about it, as, if they were written down, would seem very impertinent to one that was
not affected. It is so in all matters. The scripture falls in with the natural stream
of one's thought when the mind is affected with the things of which they speak: but

are very wide of their series of thought, who are not affected. For imstance, the



text that says "one generation passeth away and another cometh, but the earth abideth
forever,'" seems to me in a common frame of mind insipid; the latter part of the verse
seems impertinently to be brought in, as what may better tend to illustrate the for-
mer: the thought of the earth being the same, does not seem very naturally and affec-
tingly to fall in after the thought of one generation passing, and another coming.
What is it to the purpose whether the earth remains the same or no? This makes not
the changas of the inhabitants either more or less affecting.

But yet when, upon an occasion, I was more than ordinarily affected with the passing
of one generation after another; how all those, who made such a noise and bluster
now, and were so much concerned about their life, would be clean gone off from the
face of the earth in sixty or seventy years time, and that the world would be left
desolate with respect to them, and that another generation would come on, that would
be very little concerned about them, and so one after another: it was particularly
affecting to me to think that the earth still remained the same through all these
changes upon the surface: the same spots of ground, the same mountains and valleys
where those things were done, remaining just as they were, though the actors ceased,
and the actors just gone. And then this text came into my mind.

THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS
Martin Luther

I believe in God the Father Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth.
This means -

I renounce the evil spirit, all idolatry, all sorcery and misbelief.

I put my trust in no man on earth, nor in myself, my power, my learning, my wealth,
my piety, nor anything that I may have.

I put my trust in no creature in heaven or on earth.

I dare to put my trust only in the one absolute, invisible, incomprehensible God,
who made heaven and earth, and who alone is over all creatures.

On the :ther hand, I am not afraid of any wickedness of the devil and his company,
for my God is above them all.

Even though I be forsaken or persecuted by all med, I still believe in God.

I believe, even though I am poor, unwise, unlearned, despised or in need of everything.
I believe, even though I am a sinner. For this faith ¢f mine must and shall soar a-
bove everything that is and is not - above sin and virtue and all else - so that it
may remain simply and purely a faith in God, as the First Commandment constrains me.
Nor do I ask of Him a sign, to tempt Him.

I trust constantly in Him, however long He tarry, and do not presc.ibe the goal, the

time, the measure or the manner of His working, but in bold, true faith I leave all
to His divine will.



If He is almighty, what can I lack that He cannot give me and do for me?

If He is Creator of heaven and earth and Lord of all things, who will take anything
from me, or harm me? Nay, how shall not all things rather serve me and turn out to
my good, if He to Whom all things are obedient and subject wishes me well?

Because He is God, He can do the thing that is best for me, and knows what that thing
is.

Because He is Father, He wills to do what is best for me, and to do it with all his
heart.

Because I do not doubt, but put my trust in Him, I am assuredly His child, His ser-
vant and His heir forever, and as I believe, so will it be dune unto me.

THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS
St. Francis of Assissi

He who fears not, shows that he has nothing to lose. The holy fear of God orders,
governs, and rules the soul, ana prepares it to receive his grace.

If a man possesses any grace or any divine virtue, it is holy fear which preserves
it to him.

And he who has not yet acquired grace or virtue, acquires it by holy fear.

The holy fear of God is a channel of divine grace, inasmuch as it quickly leads the
soul wherein it dwells to the attainment of holiness and all divine graces. No crea-
ture that ever fell into sin would have so fallen had it possessed the holy fear of
God. But this holy gift of fear is given only to the perfect, because the more per-
fect any man is, the more timorous and humble he is.

Blessed is the man who looks upon this world as a prisonhouse, and bears in mind
continually how grievously he has offended his Lord.

Greatly ought a man to fear pride, lest it should give him a sudden thrust, and
cause him to fall from the state of grace in which he is; for no man is ever secure
from falling, so beset are we by foes; and these foes are the flatteries of this
wretched world and of our own flesh, which, together with the devil, is the unre-
lenting enemy of our soul.

A man has greater reason to fear being deluded and overcome by his own malice than
by any other enemy.

It is impossible for a man to attain to any divine grace or virtue, or to persevere
therein, without holy fear.

He who has not the fear of God within him is in great danger of eternal perdition.

The fear of God makes a man to obey humbly, and to bow his head beneath the yoke of
obedience: and the more a man fears God, the more frequently he adores him.



The gift of prayer is no amell pift, to whomsoever it is given.

The virtuous actions of men, how great soever they may seem to us, are not to be
reckoned or rewarded after our judgment, but according to the judgment and good
pleasure of God; for Cod looketh not to the number of the works, but to the measure
of humility and love. Our surest way, therefore, is a2lways to love and to keep our-
selves in bumility; and never to trust in ourselves that we do any good, but always

to distrust the thoughts which spring up in our own mind under the appearance of good.

THE COMIUITION OF SAINTS

S

St. Augustine

Accordingly, two cities have been formed by two loves: the earthly by the love of
self, even to the contempt of God; the heavenly by the love of God, even to contempt
of self. The former, in a word, glories in itself, the latter in the Lord. For
the one seeks glory from men; but the greatest glory of the other is God, the wit-
ness of conscience. The one lifts up its head in its own glory; the other says to
its God, “Thou art my glory, and the lifter up of mnine head.” 1In the one, the
princes and the nations it subdues are ruled by the love of ruling; in the other,
the princes and the subjects serve one another in love, the latter obeying, while
the former takes thought for all. The one delights in its own strength, represent-
ed in the persons of its rulers. the other says to its God, "I will love Thee, O
Lord, my strength.” And therefore the wise men of the one city, living according
to man, have sought for profit to their own bocies or souls, or both, and those who
have known God ‘'glorified iim not as God, neither were thankful, but became vain in
their imaginations, and their foolish heart was darkened: professing themselves to
be wise' - that is glorying in their own wisdom, and being possessed by pride -
‘they became fools, and changed the glory of the incorruptible God into an image
made like to corruptible man, amd to virds, and four-footed beasts, and creeping
things."” For they were either leaders or followers of the people in adoring images,
“and worshipped and served the creature more than the Creator, who is blessed for
ever.' But in the other city there is no human wisdom, but only godliness, which
offers due worship to the true God, and looks for its reward in the society of the
saints, of holy angels as well as holy men, that God may be all in all.”

ile have already stated in the precedirng books that God, desiring not cnly that the
human race might be able by their similarity of nature to associate with one another,
but also that they might be bound together in harmony and peace by the ties of rela-
tionship, was pleased to derive all men from one indiviaual, and created man with

such a2 nature that the members of the race should not have died, had not the two

first (of whom the one was created out of nothing, and the other out of him) merited
this by their disobedience; for by them so great a sin was committed, that by it the
human nature was altered for the worse, end was transmitted also to their posterity,
liable to sin and subject to death. And the kingdom of death so reigned over men,
that the deserved penalty of sin would have hurled all headlong even into the secona
death, of which there is no end, had not the undeserved grace of God saved scme there-
from. And thus it has come to pass, that though there are very many aid zreat mations
all over the earth, whose rites and custoiis, speech, zrms, and dress, are disting-
uished by marked differences, yet there are no more than two kinds of human society.
which we may justly call two cities, according to the language of our Scriptures. The
one consists of those who wish to live after the flesh, the otier of those who wish to
live after the spirit; and when they severzlly achieve what they wish, they live in
peace, each after their kind.



THE COMMUNIOW OF SAINTS
The Epistle to Diognetus

For the distinction between Christians and other men, is neither in country nor lan-
guage nor customs. For they co not dwell in cities in some plece of their own, nor
do they use any strange variety of dialect, nor practice an extraordinary kind of
life. This teaching of theirs has not been discovered by the intellect or thought of
busy men, nor are they the advocates of any human doctrine as some men are. Yet
while living in Greek and barbarian cities, according as each obtained his lot, and
following the local customs, both in clothing and food and in the rest of life, they
show forth the wonderful and confessedly strange character of the constitution of
their own citizenship. They dwell in their own fatherlands, but as if sojourners

in them; they share all things as citizens, and suffer all things as strangers. Every
foreign country is their fatherland, and every fatherland is a foreign country. They
marry as all men, they bear children, but do not expose their offspring. They offer
free hospitality, but guard their purity. Their lot is cast “in the flesh,” but

they do not live "after the flesh.” They pass their time upon the earth, but they
have their citizenship in heaven. They obey the appointed laws, and they surpass the
laws in their own lives. They love all men and are persecuted by all men. They are
unknown and they are condemned. They are put to death and they gain life. '"They

are poor and make many rich'; they lack all things and have all things in abundance.
They are dishonoured, and are glorified in their dishonour, they are spoken evil of
and are justified. "They are abused and give blessing,” they are insulted and render
honour. ilhen they do good they are buffeted as evil-doers, when they are buffeted
they rejoice as men who receive life. They are warred upon by the Jews as foreigners
and are persecuted by the Greeks, and those who hate them cannot state the cause of
their enmity.



