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Literary Art and Convert Writers

Introduction:
1. Literary art, its definition, its office.
2. Conformity to truth essential to great art.

3. Literary art the Handmaid of Divine Faith.

Dissertation proper:

I. Convert Writers discussed:
(@ Cardinal Hewman
(b) Cardinal Manning

X (¢) Father Faber
(d Robert H, Benson
(e) Aubrey De Vere
(P Joyce Kilmer
(@) Michael Williams

(h) Gilbert K. Chesterton

Conclusion:
1. Evidence of perfected artistry in the work
of these writers, as Catholics.

2. Comment and summary of i1nvestigations.
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Art i1s the result or accomplishment of the creative faculty
which employs iImagery to work upon the subtler emotions of the human
soul. It is more than intellectual skill, more too than merely phys-
ical beauty, more i1ndeed than imaginative fecundity; 1t IS more even
than depth of thought and power of reflection; it i1s the sum of these
mental activities which create a representation expressive of person-
ality and emotions. "Art'”, says Croce, "is an expression for the sake
of contemplation, and by means of art, a man can represent for him-

self and others the peculiar excellencies of the mind." (1). Art
depends mostly upon the prowess of a creative 1imagination, and the
fine sensibilities which nourish the iImaginative powers. Hence these
powers directed to the expression of life in all, or any of 1ts phases
in 1ts complexity or In its mystery, give us what i1s known as literary
art, and the literary artist reveals in himself the potency to feel
and express life iIn i1ts various moods and issues; to view i1t from
those heights where it can be contemplated calmly and undismayed; and
to convey undiminished and unspoiled, the results of his serene con-
templation. There 1is no part or aspect of this report to be overlook-
ed, 1f Its artistic value to be judged, and the iInvestigation must
discover it to be exact, revealing, positive, simple, and unrestrict-
ed, sometimes indeed subjugating elegance of form to adequacy of con-
tent and fineness of texture. To be true to its office therefore,
literary art must reveal life not In i1ts extent, but iIn its height,
depth, and significance, Technical efforts may produce thoughts very
interesting, but unaided, they can never produce literature.

As the immaterial fabric of human thought surpasses the gleam

(1) Dubl March 1926, page 70.
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of pale sunshine on the canvass, so does literary art transcend the
work of the painter or the sculptor. It is the highest of the fine
arts, and the nost perfect achievement of the creative powers of the
mind. It fashions its masterpieces i1n the invisible alembic of the
soul, moulds them under the guidance of the intellect, adorns them
with all the splendors of the imagination, and sustains them by the
united activities of memory and will# Literature is therefore, a
concentrated record of life, and 1ts true task is to give a correct
representation of human nature.

When Michael Angelo stepped back a pace from the finished image
of his "Dream', he stood before a perfect piece of sculptural art,
and attested to i1ts perfection when he bade the marble prophet speak.
The man who lacks the power to make his work conformable to truth,
lacks fundamental skill; his vision of life is iInadequate, or It Iis
Talse.

Irregularities combined into a morbid conception, by a still
more morbid fancy, cannot delight the mind, for pleasures arising from
incongruities vanish quickly, since i1t is truth that gives the intel-
lect 1ts proper enjoyment and repose. The imagination which twisted
the nebula of Orion into a cruel, hare-lipped, brutal, shapeless mon-
ster, was itself the disordered victim of drugs; and where this poor,
distorted faculty perceived only revolting untrueness, the mind of
Richter beheld angels. The things of beauty which give enduring joy
must be based upon the possibility of reality; and since the infinite
longings of the soul are the intangible substance from which genius
franes i1ts choicest works, we can readily see how literary art becomes

the Hand-Maid of Divine Faith. Viewed in this light the subject of
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this work resolves itself into a proof that literary artists— converts
to the Church, produce their truest art after conversion.

Heresy i1s, to say the least, a poor light to follow, and those
who allow their talent to he guided hy i1ts unsteady ray give numerous
manifestations of the disadvantages of their choice. By most of them,
their high art is made an outlet for discontent, affectation, or even
pessimism. The poet whose unripened genius immortalized the Grecian
Urn, and looked through "magic casements™ over "perilous seas"™, saw
only forlorn lands by fairies tenanted, because his vision was not
brightened by the sunshine of Faith. His soul®s infelicity saddened
the beauty of his song. His gift In i1ts origin seems pilfered from
God; iIn 1ts use It iIs dedicated to the "light which never was on land
or sea'; to Cynthia, the moon-goddess, and to other shadows of fancy.
True poet though he was, he has not left us many lines to prove him
other than pauper in spiritual things. What of the artist who played
Atheist i1n Eton inorder "to avenge himself on masters who were not
civil”] (). We shall not venture on the uncertainty as to what music
might blend with the 'profuse strains™ of his "Skylark"™, but it is fairs-
ly safe to conclude that his "Prometheus"™ would not have been such a
pagan conception of liberty, had 1ts author ever bent adoring knees
before a Catholic Altar. Somewhere, or in some manner the enchained
race symbolized in this poem, would have found Redemption from the
soul®"s most shameful slavery, i1n the Sacrifice of Our Great Lover,
Christ. We do not deny to Shelley that one short moment of poetic rap-
ture which caught his soul iIn contemplation worthy of St. Francis of
Assisi, or St. Theresa of Avila, but i1t was then his i1llumined mind
beheld the 'Sweet Benediction in the eternal curse,

A living form among the dead# a star above the storm,

(D Hogg’s Life of Shelley,page 136.
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And iIn the ecstasy of the blessed vision his poet-soul sang sacred
truth: Thou mirror, in whom as in the splendors of the sun,
All shapes look glorious which thou gazest on."

This outburst of poetic passion i1s nothing short of a challenge
to the unfaith which cast Our Lady out from her ancient "Dowery'; it
IS moreover an enduring tribute to Catholic veneration for that
masterpiece of God’s creation, Mary Immaculate. Mad for beauty, the
genius of England®s most poetic poet, by a sort of natural instinct
sought to sing of Her, who is the one fair form of unsullied human
loveliness. If he had loved Her as did St. Bernard, his art would
be as revealing as the Angel®s wand in Patmos.

What Christian heart can acquiesce iIn the puritanic conviction
of the blind bard who gilds ugliness, such as that of Satan®s revolt,
with the luster of a triumph?. Only an intellect narrowed by heresy
could extol the arch-rebel as a hero, commend his anarchy as a neces-
sity, and picture the Most High as a tyrant. Had Milton the creed
of Dante,with Dante he could have lifted his poetic mind, on the
wings of iInspiration to the pinnacle of intellectual beauty, and stay-
ed his chastened spirit where living light flows around the throne of

God, for
"Faith can lead, beyond the vault of logic and the flight

of fancy'™, up to the bright home where,
"God"s vesture curves and floats around His feet.” (1)
We cannot fail to see that the greater the genius, the more
sterile i1ts heretical i1llumination, the more wanton its waste of
powers iIn mental orgies. Minds otherwise strong, masculine, classi-

deliberate, destined to be founders of new dynasties in literature,

(i) "The Revelaed"™ by Canon Sheehan, page 25, verse V.
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have spent themselves in i1llusions, and in the dull, helpless half-
beliefs of heresy. Though reason is nature’s highest gift, i1ts light
IS, as It were the basic element for the light of Faith. '"The last
act of reason must be full”,says Cardinal Manning,"before the first
act of Faith can be made.” (1) Faith being therefore, so to speak,
the perfection of reason, need we hesitate to affirm that the mind
devoid of Faith i1s stunted, if not deformed or dwarfed?.

How 1f Divine Faith completes reason, and ennobles the offices
of literature, then literature as well as reason becomes the willing
servitor of CTatholic belief. While the heretic and the unbeliever
with daily abstractions, flatter the creations of their own minds, by
yielding them a reverence which should be paid only to Divine Revelation
or while they seek In nature for evidence of the tenets they consider
It convenient to believe, the Catholic artist in prose or poetry, disci-
plines his soul by the consideration of unchangeable truth and imper-
ishable beauty. He knows that eternal values are best understood by
those who ponder on eternity; and that the Church of the Saints gives
the ground-work for firmest creed to the highest conception of the
mind, because truth need not deny nor contradict itself.

That light-hearted old Christian whose best known picture, shows
him with his rosary, and who laughed his glad story-songs for Merry
England, had i1t iIs said, '"a most orthodox grip of his cathecism."

This much is among the little we know of him. "The Faith of old
England, that is the old Faith, amply satisfied Chaucer.” (2). He

got his philosophy of life from the close study of Dante, the prophet-

(1) Internal Mission of the Holy Ghost Manning, page 63.

(2) English Literature— Shuster, page 632.
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poet of mediaeval Catholicity whose 'De Ivlonarchia®' is devoted, 1In
part at least, to prove that man’s natural powers cannot ascend to

the supreme "beauty without the aid of that Divine Light which 1is
Faith. So sincere and strong was this Divine Light in the soul of
him who'voiced ten silent centuries’™, that Pietro Alighiere declared,
"1f Catholic belief were extinguished on earth, Dante could restore
it.” (1). It was this same Faith that led him unscathed through the
netherland of unavailing woe, and wafted him up to the realms of 'sing-
ing nuns”, (2), where eight vast circles of siren-song arose in tune-
ful concord. Here he was obliged to account for the genuineness of
his belief. St. Peter himself was heaven’s censoring inquisitor, and
the poet answered him well in his ever famous declaration: "Whatso
yourself believed after the fiery Spirit sanctified you, that too

do 1. Without further question the poet was permitted to enter into,
and to survey the "perfect life of love and peacefulness'™ above, and
he describes for us iIn the last Canto of "Paradiso™, the light that
flows around the throne of Him, who wondering at the glory of His
works: "loves his own beauteous essence all the more™.

Even at i1ts feeblest, Catholic Faith bids her poets sing, with
an earnestness almost as assuring as that of St. Paul. There 1iIs no
insecurity, no surmising, no doubt. Wonder even fades away or merges
into reverence and love. Listen to the Peri near the gates of light,
warbling her love-song to her little homesick heart. She does no
violence to the convictions of Moore, when she says what he himself

knows so well to be true:

(1) Catholic Encyclopedia,Vcl. 1V,page 632.
@) Paradiso, Canto X, 64-76.
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ITake all the pleasures of all the spheres
And multiply each through endless years,
One moment of heaven is wonth them all.” )

This last could solace the soul of man, when the "beauty of the
"West Wind", or the "Cloud”, or the"Princess, or "The Roll of the
Dark Blue Ocean', might have palled upon his spirit. At their "best,
misbelief and unbelief can only guess at spiritual truth and beauty,
and the report of their conjecture is often vague or futile.

And now we come to examine some characteristic works of literary
artists, prior to their conversion and after it. First on this list
appears the name of John Henry Newman, one of the leaders of the
noblest thought of all times, and the exponent of spiritual reform
within the Anglican communion.

The prejudices which rendered honest research difficult or
impossible, Cardinal Newman’s arduous intellectual endeavors did
much to nullify. To give back to disintegrating Anglicanism a sem-
blance of Faith became the burning desire of his heart, and for this
sole purpose he first tried his gifted pen and gave to the world,
some of the most beautiful pages iIn literature. This literary work
stands unsurpassed except by his own work as a Catholic in the world
of English letterse= Newman’s technical control off the language and
his power over literary methods are likewise undisputed. Vast schol-
arship, classical instinctiveness, refinement of taste, simplicity
of style,have ever been denied"him, either separately or collectively.
All of them are evident iIn most of his works. What excellencies then,

do we find in the literature of the great English priest, which are

(1) Paradise and the Peri, Moore, verse 3.
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the canons of great art, he manifests his soul’s Inmost secret: mis-
trust, loneliness, and religious discontent. More than that, he
shows his spirit tethered by some unnamed restraint: the result of
doubt and unquiet questionings. He seemed to fear the exhibition of
those emotional forces which in the freer days to come, would move
his audience to tears. (I).

Twelve years before his entrance into the Catholic Church,
verses to his Guardian /mgel, had given us partial glimpses of the
"vision haunting” him. (2). This vision was more fully set forth
in the poems he contributed to the "Lyra Apostolica"™, and he actu-
ally attempted to come face to face with the haunting vision iIn the
Catholic shrines of Italy and Sicily. "I went to the Sistine to
assist at the "Tenebrae®, for the sake of the ™Miserere®,” he de-
clares 1n his "Apologia™, and "I was still more driven back iInto
myself, and felt my isolation all the more.” (@). In these Catholic
lands, Newman showed unmistakable signs of the struggle going on
within his being.

A memorandum of days at Oriel College, dating back to 1829,
keeps record thus: "1 am led by God"s hand blindly, and 1 know not
whither He i1s leading me". (4).

His spells of sobbing at Castro Giovanni, his delirious answer,
to the weeping servant®, "l shall not die; 1 have not sinned against
the light.” () seem a necessary prelude to that passionate appeal

of his soul,
Lead Kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom,

Lead thou me on."

(D) "Second Spring"™, Letters of Bishop Ullathorne, page 29.
(2) Verses on Various Occasions, Newman, page 69.

, (B Apologia, Newman, pages 32-35.

3 (4 Apologia, Newman, page 114.

'""1(%) Discourse to Mixed Congregations. Newman,page 190.
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"Lead Kindly Light" 1s iIndeed characteristic; it shows better
than any other work of Newman his spiritual condition at that time,
and the light for which he so beautifully petitioned. It is the 'de
profundis”™ of a great mind sunk in the gloom of doubt; it summarizes
In 1ts own perfect way, the qualities of Newman’s Anglican literature;
it 1llustrates well the limitations placed upon a poet’s genius, by
the uncertainty of heresy; 1itis the loud wail of a great mind in the
prison-house of misbelief; i1t is the exposition of a sadness that
weighed heavily on the poet’sheart; it manifests the futility of the
Anglican church to satisfy, i1lluminate or sanctify the soul. Light)
Light was needed, and the sunlight heights of Divine Faith. '"To be
on the Mount of Christ, while the poor world quarreled at i1ts base"(l)=
Is what Newman asked in his prayer: "Lead Kindly Light". It is well
to remark that before he became the prince of English prose writers,
he had been both priest and prince iIn the Catholic Church, and the
most perfect prose creation iIn the English tongue is his "Apologia';
one of the most perfect sermons ever delivered iIn any tongue is his
"Second Spring'; and nothing more highly spiritual has appeared in
English literature, than "The Dream of Gerontius'e

In this master-vision of faith and love, the soul’s cry for
light 1s answered to the fullest. Exile being past, the exultant
soul, angel-heraided,, cries out to Christ: "Lover of Souls, Great God,
I come to Thee"™, and then hastens with eager speed to the judgment
seat, to lay i1ts longing eyes upon the Face of God.

Urged on with the passionate energy of love, the soul flies to

the dear, wounded feet of i1ts Immortal King, and then 'consumed and

(D Anglican Difficulties, Newman,page 178.
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quickened by the glance of God"™, it is overwhelmed with light, that
light of which all earthly light is but the merest shadow. Finally
the dazzled soul begs thus:

"Take me away,

That sooner | may rise and go above,

And see Him 1n the truth of everlasting day™.

Newman®s later literature is like his Catholic life, an iIn-
spiration. Strength of soul and loyalty to Truth are his most pre-
cious legacies from both. His "ldea of a University"” 1is the classics
of modern educational efficiency. ™"lt ought to be bound by the young
student of literature, as a frontlet on his brow, and a talisman on
his writing wrist.” (1) This commendation is no unmerited praise;
and his historical lectures spread before one’s view a thousand years
of the world"s story in as magnificent a panorama, as was ever sketcit-
ed by a master hand.

As an autobiography the "Apologia'™ stands without a rival,
except 1t be "The Confessions of St. Augustine'. In sublimity, sim-
plicity, and power, the "Dream of Gerontius' 1is Dantean. Adequately
though unobtrusively, i1t exemplifies the proper adjustment of poetiy
to religion. Its high spirituality enforces no restraining law on
poetic imagination, ot poetic inspiration. On the mountain of divine
revelation the great Cardinal measures the vast i1ssues of human life
and contemplates their eternal consequences. Faith brought to his
mind and soul all those forms of excellence with which grace and
harmony are associated, hence every detail iIn the two-fold prospect

of the "Dream of Gerontius'™ is an object of intensely poetic iInter,es.t.

() The Catholic Teacher®s Companion
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He understands life In as far as a finite intelledt dan understand.
He sees 1t as a Saint; he reveals 1t as an artist. His soul’s
expected "Visitant,

Knocking his dire summons at the door™,
opens to our wondering sensesvisions of holiness,

"Whish, with its effluence like a glory

Circles round the Crucified”. (1)

This great poem is Impossible to the genius of Protestant Christianity.
In 1t Newman®"s literary art has attained perfection.

Cardinal Manning’s own publications reveal him as a writer of
considerable merit, long before his entrance into the Catholic Church.
Yet he had been a priest thirty-two years before he attempted his
great work: "The Sternal Priesthood”. Critics name this book his
masterpiece. Another work of vastly superior character is ,"ihe Inter-
nal Mission of the Holy Ghost”. Its subject matter alone eclipses
anything from which Protestant poets have spun their poetic theories.
This book claims for Manning, an uncommon accuracy and strength of men-
tal vision, and a more uncommon power over abstractions, analysis,
comparison, and division of subjects. Its,theme 1s great enough for
the master mind of St. Thomas Aquinas, whose faith turned logic into
poetry. The literary art of Manning has treated with masterly skill
the action of the Divine Spirit of truth upon the souls of men, and
In the process of treatment his artistry remains unquestioned. Re-
search brought him necessarily into contact with minds, whose wisdom
and singular beauty of expression, are paralleled only by their

sanctity. St. Jerome, St. Augustine, St. Ambrose, St. Bonaventure,

() The Dream of Gerontius, Newman, (last stanza)
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St. Thomas of Aquin and St. Theresa became his guides to the un-
clouded summits where his genius was given "to understand the voice

of the whole creation of God"”. (1) On those blessed heights» he

heard more than the mere "Intimations of Immortality'; he there was
taught those truths which are eternal and he faithfully reports then,
so faithfully indeed does; he report then that no nan dares: to '‘correct
his discrimination, because men of the world do not understand the
spirit of God". (@

In writing of these classical treatises he was guided by the
spirit of wisdom, whose name is "Sapientia"”,(3) and he has interpreted
thier spiritual message In a medium so pure, energetic, elegant, free
and graceful that not even envy itself can deny i1t any title to poetry,
save form.x Faith was for Manning, the sacred science by which all
things were seen in the light of God, and God in all things. His
intellectual fineness and skill were used iIn the perfect ordering of
holy thoughts and i1n the expression of more than poetic sentiment. It
can be truly said that his Faith gave unction to every phrase of his
writing, and a soul to his every utterance. By kindling his spirit to
perfect charity and zeal, Manning produced works comparable to those of
St. Augustine. His theme glorified his art, as his art glorified or
adorned his theme; and what his writings lack In poetic beauty,-they
compensate in sublimity of content. The contemplation of high subjects
is the fTirst real requisite for great art; and the artistry of love
of Christ and His Holy Mother gave greater color to the literary works
of Manning, than all the resources of pagan lore contributed to the
rhetoric of Cicero. True artists must know much, but they must love
more; and Manning"s artistry was perfected by his love for God. He

Internal Mission gf the Holy Ghost, page 13. (Manning)

€Y
(2) It | | it 102.
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He follows the contourof his high theme, with regularity and ease;
no tones were Impossible to the i1nstrument with which he planned

to express his thought, and that thought was the "Eternal Priest-
hood”. For i1t, he made researches through the whole scope of Holy
Writ; and he returned stocked with piety and erudition for his task.
To explain and analyze God’s ways with man, was for Manning a grand

passion; and in the exposition of that work, he has made himself a

classicist and a romanticist In one. To express the subject his
mind contemplates, requires more than creative faculty, iIn fact,
truth needs no creative faculty, It Is iIts own best expression. A
reason that is perfected and enlightened by divine Faith, marks
Cardinal Manning as a writer of surpassing worth, and endows his
works witii historical, ethical, aesthetic and religious significance.

Father Faber, the most human of the tractarians, has endeared
himself to all readers of the precious books and hymns that came
from his pen, after his reception iInto the Catholic Church. His
contributions to literature before that event, were numerous and
rich in poetic values. Indeed from his early Oxford days, his
poems are sweet, wistful, iInspiring, but, there is ever, ever the

"Poor echo round each hollow stone,
In this dark desert place™. a

From his continental tour iIn 1839, comes to us a charmingly iInter-
esting series of sletcnes, letters, essays, and even a song or two,
which thrill with poetic description. Devotion, as he has seen it

in the old lands of chivalry and art, 1is very often the subject of

(1) Poems, Faber,
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his sincer admiration. He is the most tender of the illustrious
Anglican trio; compared with the warmth and color of his paragraphs,
Newman’s inimitable language stands perfect indeed, but white and
tintless as Phidian statuary; the eloquence of Manning, constrained
and unemotional. After his conversion in 1845, he gave whole-hearted
scope to his poetic talent iIn the composition cf hymns for various
Religious occasions. These explain their author’s talent, more than
do the beautiful songs of his Anglican days, iIn that they repose upon
accurate, theological doctrine, and they throb with ardent devotion
to the Sacred Humanity of Christ. The fervor of Faber’s heart,natu-
rally fervent, was placed henceforth at tie disposal of his genius,
and we possess as a consequence, an array of works which have raised
their author to a high place among the writers of mystical theology.
His chosen subjects were worthy of his art, and all the poetry of his
was laid a gracious tribute at the “Foot of the Cross'. For Faber,
there was more poetic sweetness iIn the name of Jesus, than could
ever be evoked from the "rainbow-wreaths, and 'dream-mists" of which
the poets of his native land had sung with so much charm. At this
period of his life, he is quite certain that

"To speak of Him, however poorly, was to soothe,
instruct, and win the heart”, ()

Faith opened Faber’s mental vision to Divine Beauty, eternally
and unchangeably beautiful. The riches of his eloquence must be
given henceforth to Christ, fulfilling His own divine Will in the
mystery of His Love. This is the exalted subject which Faber made

the substance of his soul’s grandest song, '"‘The Blessed Sacrament'.

(1) Preface to the Second Edition of "All for Jesus', Faber.
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It is a great poem iIn prose-work; it the triumph of a poet’s faith;
it Is the masterpiece of a convert’s genius; It iIs the testimony of
devoted love to the Eucharistic Heart of Christ. Catholicity sup-
plied him with rules, whereby he was able to judge shades and grades
of true beauty, and his literature owes iIts graces, not so much to
his native ability, as to his Faith.
IT the Almighty could ever have borne testimony to sanctity

in the Anglican communion, he would have done so iIn favor of Faber,
for 1T Newman was the Angel of Anglicanism, Faber was. its Saint, and
he dedicated the powers of his Anglican sainthood, to defend a
system of belief badly broken into by wordliness and sordid ambition.
Back even iIn the days of doubt and misbelief, a real and sincere love
for God, nias the dominant tone iIn his religious writings. The hymns
of his young parsonhood glow with beautiful sentiments and aptness
of poetic expression; yet, these earlier achievements iIn poetry and
song have an undertone of

“The spirit-wasting moods,

The fever, restlessness and weak disease

Of those who pray too seldom”. (1)
The "tresses of the night and darkness, deeply pressing™,(g) blinded
his view of that world immune form the rust of time. His heart
drank deep of untruth and unrest; doubt and anxiety warred with his
spiritual energy, buteven then, echoes of unceasing music, and dreams
of unearthly beauty kept ha-nnting his soul. The Muse of the Anglican
songs heard at last, low whisperings from the Tabernacle, and it was

then, that Faith made Faber’s genius, an oblation beyond praypr.

(1) Poems, Faber., Wild Moods) Lines 32-34.
(@ Poems, Faber; (The Echo) Ilines 5 and 6, stanza 2.
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Only Divine Faith could, make him say, with certainty, '"There 1is
nothing good, holy, beautiful or joyous, which Jesus is not to me.1(l)

Aubrey De Vere pays a high tribute to the beauty of Father
Faber®s Catholic hymns, when he says of them iIn his own exquisite
poem, 'The Immaculate Conception',

"He sang them well, that bard

Great-hearted, who for love of Christ, preferred
The priestly vestment to the singing robe;

Thus sang he, God"s decrees his arduous theme,
High on the summits of the Hills of God."

Down the years, a little space from the Oxford Movement, and
that blessed discontent which drove Newman home to Rome, and we come
face to face again with the decadent Anglican body, letting slip
from 1ts grasp, with much agony indeed, the most remarkable genius
of his own generation, Robert Hugh Benson.

A gentleman both by education and birth, he was the son of the
Anglican Archbishop of Canterbury, whose refined and religious tend-
encies seem to be in no small measure transmitted to his son. Eton
and Cambridge did their best to form the mind and spirit of the boy,
in whom the gift of genius was most certainly joined with quickness
of temper and a nervous system, rather tense from the outset. The
dark night of the soul through which he had to pass on hisjourney
to the haven of peace, was necessary, it would seem, to the calm,
clear day of his spiritual and artistic achievements. His sermons,
at a time even when his mind was infected with the discontent that
permeated Protestantism, were polished, literary, .good though elab-

orated a little too noticeably, iIn fact, "even to the point of fever-

~1) All for Jesus, Faber, chap.l,page II.
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ishness®12 (i) Before his heart, secure iIn faith and resting on
solid convictions, can pour forth its best, we must wait till the
groan and jar of disturbing elements are over.

His Anglican prayer book pleaded quite moderately for a ‘“goodly
righteous and sober life"™, but the Catholic child kneeling before the
altar of his first Communion, was wont to ask ,"Blood of Christ in-
ebriate me". An abyss therefore separated the two spiritual con
ditions. So must there be all the differences imaginable between
the two respective sources of religious and intellectual adequacy.
When Hugh Benson could petition for the soul of Christ to sanctify,
and His Blood to inebriate, then would his burning words scorch the
page, and his book be called a prophesy; indeed his Catholic litera-
ture seeﬁ; not so much the w/ork of a master-genius, as the spon-
taneous creation of a quick, responsive, daring and grateful Catholic
mind.

Spontaneity and certainty are the fountain of his art; the
elements of the i1deal lay within him, and where the dull eye, and
the heavy hand of a less gifted writer could squander or mis-shape
Benson, directed by laith, found rich material for the expression
of beauty. 'To depict aright the only real reality, was his i1dea of
the purpose of art”,(2) and as a result,his works are signally
purposeful. He liked to pursue God’s plan through the tangle of
unlooked-for circumstances, till the whole system became clear to
him. The Catholic Church gave wide field for his iImaginative powers

for ''nmo imagination can stretch farther than, nor so far, as Catholic

@) Life 0l omsignor Benson, Martindalje, Vol. 1, page 189.
o - " " " Vol. Ili1, page 309.



Christianity bids it.”" (1) The spiritual must be helpful, to be at
Its best, he assured himself; and in the scale of values, Catholic
art is at i1ts highest when it is most helpful.

The "Lord of the Y/orld" entitled i1ts author to no mean place
among literary artists, for the very reason that i1t "expresses the
principles he desired to express, and passionately believed to be
true”. @

Its master-touches reveal his i1nnate love for pageantry, and
such pageantry* It iIs greater than any his Roman tour has ever
presentes to us. Though his "Initiation” scene iIn the catacombs 1is
touched with genuine emotion, its spectacular quality is wholly of
this world. We can see indeed the shivering soul driven back into
itself and\its own resources, seeing more deeply into the sacred
mysteries of Faith, in proportion as the world of sense darkens about
it; but the "Lord of the World" 1is Benson’s Holy City after all things
have passed away. Rome was his city of the soul» within it, he antici-
pated Thabor and Jerusalem. The Faith of Rome awakened in his mind
trusty witnesses to new modes of life} i1t laid firm foundation for a
fresh and vigorous genius, and i1llumined his consciousness by a sort
of sensible mysticism. The beauty of Catholic sanctity and the heroism
of martyrdom, he would evermore portray, for the sole purpose of iIn-
culcating devotion to the Faith, always prolific of Saints and Martyr®*
He felt he owed the service of his literary talent, to the Church,
which had become his refuge from the annoyances of spiritual doubt and
perplexity. His brother writes of him: "He ran to the shelter of the
new creed, as a lover to the arms of his beloved.” @)

(1) Life of Benson, Martindale,Vol_Ill, page 414.
(@ Lord of the World, Benson, (Preface)

(3 Life of Benson, Martindale, page 234.



When faith had poured its haln upon Hugh Benson®s hearty the world
received fron his literary genius, a wealth of religious thought and
sentinente He deals alnost solely with life, nodern life, and that
well-known phase of religious perplexity affecting deeply the nost
intellectual anong his countrynen. Nearly all his works analyze the
nystery of pain, either nental or physical, and show us the place
which the harassed human will holds in the process of conversion»

Literature can hardly exhibit nore dramatic and passional forces
than those which neet, and seen to ningle for an iInstant, and then
separate eternally, in the last passages of "Lord of the World'»

There 1is darkness, while a dying sun casts his last Look upon
a world torn by evil. The very air appears a dusky shroud, and all
things assume the look of unreality. The stillness of death descends
upon the world"s activities. Earth itself seens like a dissolving
inage, yet, Mt Thabor stands iIn the distance, and the last Vicar of
Christ i1s saying earth"s last Mass, iIn a little chapel close by. Six
tall candles burn on an altar, a bare altar, on which stands a Mon-
strance with the Sacred Host. Motionless figures lie around, and no
sound breaks the awful silence, save the "exurgat Deus', and the "'Glori
in Excelsis Deo'; but the listeners hear as if they heard not, for the
world is speechless with the silence of approaching dissolution. Then
a frightful clamor bursts in upon the stillness; sin, led on by Satan,
is making i1ts final attack on the Church Militant. The Celebrant knows
that the hour of doom is about to strike, and gathering all the Tfarces
of his strong soul, he sings aloud,”0 Salutaris Hostia': and It sounds
as 1T all creation is singing with him, as the world thrills to the
hymnful notes. The Pope stands erect, the vestments hanging from his

shoulders i1n spectral folds. Sin and all the hosts of evil, muster
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