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God Reimagined    
A God more to our liking        

S 
uddenly, palsied hands lose 

what meager grip they may 

still possess, unjust reward for 

such devoted service. New 

hands with heedless laughter and confi-

dence in excess of what 

experience would allow, 

snatch the worn and 

tattered hourglass, nev-

er bothering a rearward 

glance. The weathered 

face, tattooed and 

scarred, takes but pass-

ing notice of those mel-

ancholy hands, so en-

thralled by naïve inno-

cence blithely dancing 

toward tomorrow.     

Such is the hubris of a new year 

dawning, unaware of all the yesterdays, 

now still and silent spirits of unremem-

bered dead; looking straight ahead to all 

things new, the day is young, the year 

forever. Had the new sought ancient 

wisdom, perhaps ..., but then the new 

knows what it does not and cares not a 

twittering twit for the counsel.  

The constancy of time proves small 

comfort to receding hairlines and fading 

memory; neither concern of any passing 

fancy to youth and inexperience. A fu-

ture without a past is an 

end without a begin-

ning. Soaring among the 

clouds on eagle’s wings 

suits the bird so well-

endowed by nature with 

feathered wings; what 

then the portly pig that 

would deny its nature 

by jumping—how high a 

portly pig might jump 

an altogether different 

riddle—off a roof firmly 

convinced that it can fly?  

S 
hould porcine neighbors, still 

rooting firmly in the ground, 

grunt in protest or, so as to not 

offend the sensitivities of that portly pig, 

submit indeed that pigs can fly?  
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W 
hich then displays honest 

concern, a greater love? 

Should compassion extol 

injury to lend credence to madness? A 

harsh mistress, should truth then be 

dismissed at the displeasure of com-

fortable deceit?  

In religion, as in war and every-

thing else, comfort is the one thing 

you cannot get by looking for it. If 

you look for truth, you may find 

comfort in the end: if you look for 

comfort you will not get either com-

fort or truth—only soft soap and 

wishful thinking to begin with and, 

in the end, despair.1 

Shall I tell you what is missing on 

the menu? Why, everything and noth-

ing; close an eye, snap a finger—its 

easy if you cry—,  then whistle in the 

dark for something, for anything at all. 

You see, I told you it was easy. The 

world is filling fast with flying pigs 

while raining cats and dogs, without a 

mention of the dish that wed the dish 

chased by the crooked fork and hollow 

spoon. These courses are, of course, 

the daily specials: here today, who 

knows what tomorrow.         

A modern philosophy, of which 

thoroughly modern moderns feckless-

ly imbibe, peddles a concoction of con-

tradictions, poured warm and neat, 

neither shaken nor stirred, which the 

piddling peddlers peddle as Sunrise at 

Sunset. What ordinary folk think of 

this is quite evident and should sur-

prise no one in the least: preferring to 

call a spade a spade, not: the cleverest 

implement for turning ever devised by 

man, they are wont to call it either the 

Fuzzy Wuzzy or the Yankee Doodle; 

in either case they see it for what it 

truly is, unadulterated baloney.   

There is an ill wind blowing that 

chills the bones and turns the blood to 

stone. We have come afraid of shad-

ows, thus we find no comfort walking 

into daylight. Ploughshares are beaten 

into pruninghooks so we may reap 

what we do not sow. We love to hate 

to love selfishly our self-made image 

of our god-self whom alone we wor-

ship and adore. We look into the 

wrong end of a telescope and marvel 

at what we discover looking back. We 

mean what we say without meaning 

what we say and hear without hearing 

what we do not want to hear. We want 

what we want without knowing what 

we want or what to do with what we 

want when and if we should be so un-

gratefully obliged to get it. Is it any 

wonder sanity divorced us, us having 

gone completely mad?  

W 
e speak in tongues—with 

neither decent rhyme nor 

peculiar reason—largely 

in euphemisms, question-begging, and 

sheer cloudy vagueness “designed to 

make lies sound truthful and murder 

respectable, and to give an appearance 

of solidity to pure wind. In our time,  

speech and writing are largely the de-

fense of the indefensible.” Such Orwel-

lian linguistic muddling—discomfiting 

as it must have been to Mr. George 

Orwell three-quarters of a century 

ago—continues to muddle, though it 

has hence been lifted from the muck 

and mire to a new and improved un-

holy artform.     

Consider for instance some com-

fortable English professor defend-

ing Russian totalitarianism. He can-

not say outright, “I believe in killing 

off your opponents when you can 

get good results by doing so”. Prob-

ably, therefore, he will say some-

thing like this: 

“While freely conceding that the 

Soviet regime exhibits certain fea-

tures which the humanitarian may 

be inclined to deplore, we must, I 

think, agree that a certain curtail-

ment of the right to political opposi-

tion is an unavoidable concomitant 

of transitional periods, and that the 

rigors which the Russian people 

have been called upon to undergo 

have been amply justified in the 

sphere of concrete achievement.” 

The inflated style itself is a kind of 

euphemism. A mass of Latin words 

falls upon the facts like soft snow, 

blurring the outline and covering 

up all the details. The great enemy 

of clear language is insincerity. 

When there is a gap between one’s 

real and one’s declared aims, one 

turns as it were instinctively to long 

words and exhausted idioms, like a 

cuttlefish spurting out ink.  

But if thought corrupts language, 

language can also corrupt thought. 

A bad usage can spread by tradition 

and imitation even among people 

who should and do know better.2   

S 
hould I insist the sum of two 

and two is five and the square 

of two is three, you would say 

that I was either ghastly poor at math 

or perhaps, having lost a marble or 

two, gone completely mad. No one, no 

rational person that is, would deny the 

physical laws of nature, those nasty 

unpleasant rules that make the world 

go round while permitting our feet to 

be firmly planted rather than flung 

willy-nilly into space. Rather than de-

ny them and because we cannot defy 

them, we simply choose to not think of 

them at all.  We accept, without excep-

tion, that there are physical and bio-

logical laws which are immutable and 

unbreakable.                      

CONTINUED ON PAGE 3  
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T 
here is, however, another law 

that is neither immutable nor 

unbreakable which is various-

ly called the Moral law, the law of 

Right and Wrong, the Natural Law, or 

the Law of Human Nature.  

Now this Law or Rule about Right 

and Wrong used to be called the 

Law of Nature. Nowadays, when 

we talk of the ‘laws of nature’ we 

usually mean things like gravita-

tion, or heredity, or the laws of 

chemistry. But when the older 

thinkers called the Law of Right 

and Wrong ‘the Law of Nature’, 

they really meant the Law of Hu-

man Nature. The idea was that, just 

as all bodies are governed by the 

law of gravitation, and organisms 

by biological laws, so the creature 

called man also had his law—with 

this great difference, that a body 

could not choose whether it obeyed 

the law of gravitation or not, but a 

man could choose either to obey the 

Law of Human Nature or to diso-

bey it. 

We may put this in another way. 

Each man is at every moment sub-

jected to several different sets of 

law but there is only one of these 

which he is free to disobey. As a 

body, he is subjected to gravitation 

and cannot disobey it; if you leave 

him unsupported in mid-air, he has 

no more choice about falling than a 

stone has. As an organism, he is 

subjected to various biological laws 

which he cannot disobey any more 

than an animal can. That is, he can-

not disobey those laws which he 

shares with other things; but the 

law which is peculiar to his human 

nature, the law he does not share 

with animals or vegetables or inor-

ganic things, is the one he can diso-

bey if he chooses.3 

W 
hether we like it or not, 

we are deeply subject to 

the Law of Nature, no 

matter how much we try to excuse our 

pitiable behavior.  

I hope you will not misunderstand 

what I am going to say. I am not 

preaching, and Heaven knows I do 

not pretend to be better than any-

one else. I am only trying to call 

attention to a fact; the fact that this 

year, or this month, or, more likely, 

this very day, we have failed to 

practice ourselves the kind of be-

havior we expect from other peo-

ple. There may be all sorts of excus-

es for us. That time you were so 

unfair to the children was when 

you were very tired. That slightly 

shady business about the money—

the one you have almost for-

gotten—came when you were very 

hard-up. And what you promised 

to do for old So-and-so and have 

never done—well, you never would 

have promised if you had known 

how frightfully busy you were go-

ing to be. And as for your behavior 

to your wife (or husband) or sister 

(or brother) if I knew how irritating 

they could be, I would not wonder 

at it—and who the dickens am I, 

anyway? I am just the same. That is 

to say, I do not succeed in keeping 

the Law of Nature very well, and 

the moment anyone tells me I am 

not keeping it, there starts up in my 

mind a string of excuses as long as 

your arm. The question at the mo-

ment is not whether they are good 

excuses. The point is that they are 

one more proof of how deeply, 

whether we like it or not, we be-

lieve in the Law of Nature. If we do 

not believe in decent behavior, why 

should we be so anxious to make 

excuses for not having behaved 

decently? The truth is, we believe in 

decency so much—we feel the Rule 

of Law pressing on us so—that we 

cannot bear to face the fact that we 

are breaking it, and consequently 

we try to shift the responsibility. 

For you notice that it is only for our 

bad behavior that we find all these 

explanations. It is only our bad tem-

per that we put down to being tired 

or worried or hungry; we put our 

good temper down to ourselves. 

These, then, are the two points I 

wanted to make. First, that human 

beings, all over the earth, have this 

curious idea that they ought to be-

have in a certain way, and cannot 

really get rid of it. Secondly, that 

they do not in fact behave in that 

way. They know the Law of Nature; 

they break it. These two facts are 

the foundation of all clear thinking 

about ourselves and the universe 

we live in.4 

A 
nd therein lies the rub: of 

facts, foundation and clear 

thinking, we excuse too 

quick the latter for we have no time for 

such overtaxing labor. We much too 

much prefer to bandy words in idle 

chatter than give a first or second 

thought to the laws that govern our 

behavior. Such laws, we attest, were 

always meant to be broken, so why 

worry them at all. And then, with nei-

ther pause nor weak demurral, we 

’put on Christ’ and call our self Chris-

tian, while Jesus wept.      

The Law of Human Nature cir-

cumscribes not what we must but 

what we ought to do in our relation-

ships with each other, in and for our-

selves and achieving the purpose for 

which we were made.   

Morality, then, seems to be con-

cerned with three things. Firstly, 

with fair play and harmony be-

tween individuals. Secondly, with 

what might be called tidying up or 

harmonizing the things inside each 

individual. Thirdly, with the gen-

eral purpose of human life as a 

whole: what man was made for … 

You may have noticed that modern 

people are nearly always thinking  

CONTINUED ON PAGE 4  
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about the first thing. and forgetting 

the other two. When people say in 

the newspapers that we are striving 

for Christian moral standards, they 

usually mean that we are striving 

for kindness and fair play between 

nations, and classes, and individu-

als; that is, they are thinking only of 

the first thing. When a man says 

about something he wants to do, ‘It 

can’t be wrong because it doesn’t 

do anyone else any harm,’ he is 

thinking only of the first thing. … 

And it is quite natural, when we 

start thinking about morality, to 

begin with the first thing, with so-

cial relations. For one thing, the 

results of bad morality in that 

sphere are so obvious and press on 

us every day: war and poverty and 

graft and lies and shoddy work. 

And also, as long as you stick to the 

first thing, there is very little disa-

greement about morality. Almost 

all people at all times have agreed 

(in theory) that human beings 

ought to be honest and kind and 

helpful to one another. But though 

it is natural to begin with all that, if 

our thinking about morality stops 

there, we might just as well not 

have thought at all. Unless we go 

on to the second thing—the tidying 

up inside each human being—we 

are only deceiving ourselves. 

What is the good of drawing up, on 

paper, rules for social behavior, if 

we know that, in fact, our greed, 

cowardice, ill temper, and self-

conceit are going to prevent us from 

keeping them? I do not mean for a 

moment that we ought not to think, 

and think hard, about improve-

ments in our social and economic 

system. What I do mean is that all 

that thinking will be mere moon-

shine unless we realize that nothing 

but the courage and unselfishness 

of individuals is ever going to make 

any system work properly. It is easy 

enough to remove the particular 

kinds of graft or bullying that go on 

under the present system: but as 

long as men are twisters or bullies 

they will find some new way of 

carrying on the old game under the 

new system. You cannot make men 

good by law: and without good 

men you cannot have a good socie-

ty. That is why we must go on to 

think of the second thing: of morali-

ty inside the individual. 

But I do not think we can stop there 

either. We are now getting to the 

point at which different beliefs 

about the universe lead to different 

behavior. And it would seem, at 

first sight, very sensible to stop be-

fore we got there, and just carry on 

with those parts of morality that all 

sensible people agree about. But 

can we? Remember that religion 

involves a series of statements 

about facts, which must be either 

true or false. If they are true, one set 

of conclusions will follow: if they 

are false, quite a different set.… 

Does it not make a great difference 

whether I am, so to speak, the land-

lord of my own mind and body, or 

only a tenant, responsible to the real 

landlord? If somebody else made 

me, for his own purposes, then I 

shall have a lot of duties which I 

should not have if I simply be-

longed to myself. 

Again, Christianity asserts that eve-

ry individual human being is going 

to live for ever, and this must be 

either true or false. Now there are a 

good many things which would not 

be worth bothering about if I were 

going to live only seventy years, but 

which I had better bother about 

very seriously if I am going to live 

for ever. Perhaps my bad temper or 

my jealousy are gradually getting 

worse—so gradually that the in-

crease in seventy years will not be 

very noticeable. But it might be 

absolute hell in a million years: in 

fact, if Christianity is true, Hell is 

the precisely correct technical term 

for what it would be. And immor-

tality makes this other difference, 

which, by the by, has a connection 

with the difference between totali-

tarianism and democracy. If indi-

viduals live only seventy years, 

then a state, or a nation, or a civili-

zation, which may last for a thou-

sand years, is more important than 

an individual. But if Christianity is 

true, then the individual is not only 

more important but incomparably 

more important, for he is everlast-

ing and the life of a state or a civili-

zation, compared with his, is only a 

moment. 

It seems, then, that if we are to 

think about morality, we must 

think of all three departments: rela-

tions between man and man: things 

inside each man: and relations be-

tween man and the power that 

made him. We can all co-operate in 

the first one. Disagreements begin 

with the second and become more 

serious with the third. It is dealing 

with the third that the main differ-

ences between Christian and non-

Christian morality come out.5 

L 
et us pause here for a mo-

ment, lest we wander too far 

afield. Lewis has much more 

to speak concerning Christianity—it is 

the topic of the title Mere Christianity, 

after all, but the rest of it I leave for 

you to read and enjoy at your leisure. 

To borrow but the title from Mr. Ches-

terton, I will endeavor to suggest  a 

thing or two as to what is wrong with 

the world.  

Now, to suggest what is wrong to 

be nothing more than aches and pains 

associated with aging or akin to some 

rare form of cancer, a degenerative 

condition, or a debilitating neuroses 

would be malpractice at its worst.  No, 

what is wrong with this world is not 

an ailment to be cured or a bone to be 

mended; what is wrong is simply this: 

the world has overindulged on too 

much godlessness, too little godliness.   

CONTINUED ON PAGE 5  
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W 
e have made God small, 

homogenized, fully ad-

justable and resizable, 

the ultimate ONE-size-fits-all Divine. 

We glimpse a poor reflection in a mir-

ror and come away convinced of hav-

ing come face-to-face with the Master 

of the Universe for we see God in us 

not we in him. We indulge ourselves 

at table with dirty hands, unclean spir-

it, never thinking to mind our man-

ners, “if you please,” or simply, “thank 

you.”  

In countless ways and so gradual 

as to go unnoticed, we have recon-

structed God to our liking, reconstitut-

ed him as our  God Reimagined; for 

some, a butler or valet employed to 

serve their every whim, to others, a 

mere trophy to be displayed when 

entertaining guests. It matters not to 

what or how we reimagine God, he is 

a disposable deplorable and can be 

reimagined whenever convenience or 

need should dictate.  

Our pseudonymous divinity has 

gone to our heads and our heads are 

firmly wedged and tightly stuck in a 

small, dark, unlikely spot; unable to 

see, hear, or speak we uncomfortably 

waddle aimlessly, not knowing wheth-

er we are coming from somewhere or 

going nowhere at all. We are divine 

nothings for we have no godly pow-

ers, nothing more than juvenile—pre-

infantile all the more likely—self-

indulgent fantasies of overweening 

self-importance. Having no creative 

power, we soon discover what we 

would deny: in our divine omni-

importance, nothing and no one is 

worth a dime or plug nickel. Why this 

is so is easy to discover: if I am divine, 

the world must be my oyster, my do-

minion, my playground, my toys. 

Though I have not the power of crea-

tion, I have the power to destroy 

should I wish it. I worship none but 

myself for I alone am holy, I alone am 

divine, I am alone!!!!!    

Reason, logic and truth have gone 

the way of the dodo and the dinosaur; 

our opinions are what now determine 

our divine reality. Madness, to be sure, 

but then your madness is yours to fig-

ure out, I have more than enough of 

my own, thank you very much. 

“Thank you for what?” you may well 

ask, but then, your reimagined God 

may not deserve your thanks any 

more than mine. Such ungrateful faux-

deities. As I live and breathe, where’s 

the benefit to be got from all this un-

godly business anyway? It is enough 

to make the head spin if only it was 

not quite so tightly stuck.   

It is far too easy to find oneself in 

Euphemistic Wonderland, where eve-

ry nasty unpleasantness is sugarcoated 

so as to not offend, where faulty logic 

defies all reason and god, your divini-

ty that is, fulfills your every whim and 

fantasy.  

S 
hould offense of any size or 

shape mar your otherwise per-

fect pleasant stay, a visit to the 

Feel Good Saloøn where your 

reality will be massaged and pam-

pered and your truth never questioned 

thus painlessly restoring the unbal-

anced balance to your utopian dream. 

For a small additional charge, the staff, 

acknowledging the injustice of it all, 

will, depending on the dire necessities 

of your unhappy circumstances, ren-

der judgment on your egregious 

offender with cries of bigotry, racism, 

sexism, gender bias, xenophobia, hom-

ophobia, transphobia, etc., ad nauseam, 

until the cows come home (unless of 

course you are a vegan or suffer from 

food dysphoria.)    

S 
hould some or any of what I 

have set before you offend you 

in the slightest I offer you this 

advice: no offense, get over it. Despite 

your divine delusions, buttercup, you 

are not divine, you are not a god and I 

hate to break this to you, most assur-

edly and with absolute certainty ... you 

are not God. And that is the truth, ob-

jective truth, that is.  

The world is gone mad, like a gy-

roscope without spin, weaving and 

wobbling like a besotted sot seeking 

the nearest ditch or darkened doorway 

to sleep, perchance to dream of their 

next bender. Once upon a time, not so 

long ago, such besotted madness was 

looked upon with sadness and com-

passion for those hapless fools so de-

parted from reality. Their sins con-

fessed were readily forgiven, their 

penance: go and sin no more.  

But sin has lost its sinfulness, for 

sin is sin no more. One’s self-

appointed divinity self-defines reality 

and such relative reality permits no 

wrong, no sin, no evil. Ethical behav-

ior and morality are relative as is 

truth; so convinced of one’s own truth, 

all argument to the contrary must nec-

essarily be false and therefore ignored.  

This then is the fundamental issue 

which so desperately demands atten-

tion: those now deaf and blind to rea-

soned argument and objective truth.   

CONTINUED ON PAGE 6  
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F 
rom the pages of a local news-

paper not long ago—and quite 

out of character for media gen-

erally tilted more backward than for-

ward—comes this “Pithy Philosophi-

cal Snippet of the Week”:    

Crazy is believing that feelings—

yours and other’s—define and 

should therefore govern external 

reality. 

Do you think?! Such subjective 

thinking has only served to normalize 

our madness. It has quite literally par-

alyzed our ability to think clearly and 

rationally; our minds have taken a de-

tour from our heads to a place further 

south. As if in need of further convinc-

ing, the writer offers this in evidence: 

It is one thing to say, “Randolph 

really covets Humbert’s jacket and 

wishes it was his.” It is quite anoth-

er to say, “Because Randolph covets 

Humbert’s jacket and wishes it was 

his, Humbert should not be allowed 

to wear said jacket where Randolph 

might see him wearing it.” The for-

mer is a statement of fact, however 

subjective, concerning Randolph. 

The person making the latter state-

ment, however, obviously thinks 

feelings—in this case, Randolph’s—

should govern some external reali-

ty. That’s just crazy. 

Apparently, Randolph’s jacket and 

jackets like it have caused the 

adults who run Woodchurch High 

School in northwest England to go 

temporarily insane—we hope, at 

least, that it is temporary. 

Said WHS adults—administrators, 

teachers, and who knows whom 

else—have banned students from 

wearing certain expensive jackets to 

school because that causes other 

students who cannot afford them to 

feel bad (i.e. to experience feelings 

of covetousness and jealousy); as 

such, say WHS administrators, 

wearing the jackets in question is a 

form of bullying. No kidding. 

Wearing an expensive jacket that 

other kids’ parents can’t afford is 

the equivalent of purposefully trip-

ping another kid, thus causing him 

to fall down a flight of stairs, break-

ing several bones. 

Another example involves journal-

ism professors at Leeds Trinity Uni-

versity in West Yorkshire, England. 

Said profs have been instructed to 

not use the word “don’t” in class 

lest student snowflakes be caused 

debilitating anxiety, be unable to 

complete assignments, fail, become 

homeless, and bring on the Apoca-

lypse. The same, by the way, goes 

for professors using capital letters 

for emphasis (e.g. YGBKM!). I love 

British humor, but I’m worried they 

may be losing it. 

In fact, this sort of madness has 

been building in England since the 

founding of Summerhill School in 

1921. On its website, Summerhill is 

described as “a democratic, self-

governing school in which the 

adults and children have equal sta-

tus…each child being able take 

their own path in life and following 

their own interests to develop into 

the person that they personally feel 

that they are meant to be. This leads 

to an inner self-confidence and real 

acceptance of themselves as indi-

viduals.” Isn’t that just lovely? 

Meaningless, inane, and stupid, but 

lovely nonetheless. 

In the late 1960s – from which all 

current forms of madness in Ameri-

ca derive – Summerhill was held up 

as the ideal to which American edu-

cation should aspire. One expres-

sion of this was the so-called “open 

classroom/school” where the stu-

dent was a bold explorer and the 

teacher was a mere facilitator. In 

first grade, my son attended an 

open school. After nine months of 

bold exploring and being facilitat-

ed, he didn’t even know his ABCs. 

Here’s what I’d like to point out to 

the folks at Woodchurch High: If 

you ban clothes that cost more than, 

say, 200 euros (or pounds, as the 

case may soon be) then certain stu-

dents begin coveting items of cloth-

ing that cost more than 150 euros/

pounds and those will need to be 

banned. The logical end of this is 

that WHC bans clothing altogether. 

Eventually, it becomes Woodchurch 

Home for Permanently Deranged 

Former High School Administra-

tors. That tragedy could be averted 

by simply mandating that all stu-

dents wear uniforms. But that’s 

commonsense, which is de facto 

banned at WHC. 

As for Leeds Trinity University, the 

solution to young adults who can-

not tolerate the word “don’t” or 

acronyms is to send them to Sum-

merhill where they may or may not 

learn their ABCs but their feelings 

concerning themselves will always 

be affirmed…which is why they 

can’t tolerate the word “don’t” in 

the first place.6 

A 
nd yet, our feelings govern-

ing our reality are but an-

other symptom of the mad-

ness that has sent us deep into moral 

and spiritual bankruptcy, almost to the 

brink of human self-induced annihila-

tion. And yes, we are that far gone in 

our divine madness. We have lost it, 

what little sanity we have remaining is 

spiraling downward into irreversible 

madness, but, not yet.  

We no longer fear God; the Old 

Testament God of righteous anger, 

wrath and vengeance no longer con-

cerns us for we know, or rather, we 

assume that mythology no longer to be 

true. Just look at the evidence or lack 

of it as the case may be. When was the 

last time God flooded all the earth?  

CONTINUED ON PAGE 7  
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C 
ertainly, not since he sent his 

only son to save us. And 

there is that. Jesus came and 

saved us, so why worry, be happy? 

And since Jesus came, God has left us 

alone, some say he has abandoned us, 

others, forgotten us or simply lost in-

terest and gone on a well-deserved, 

extended vacation. Or perhaps, God 

learned to control his temper, and felt 

that love was all we need.     

Whatever the reason for God’s 

laissez-faire policy, we humans have 

exercised our free will well beyond 

reasonable expectations, convicting 

God in absentia. While “absence makes 

the heart grow fonder” may be true, 

“out of sight, out of mind” too soon 

disturbs our poor attention. God once 

used the rod to punish our bad behav-

ior, but no longer. We have been 

spared the rod, become spoiled rotten, 

and in our rottenness sent our loving 

God to timeout.    

We do so love our aphorisms, and, 

as God spends a lengthy stay in 

timeout, we have developed a particu-

lar fondness for “while the cat’s away, 

the mice will play.” No one has ever 

gone to Heaven or Hell—if such places 

exist—and come back complaining. 

Live today as if there is no tomorrow 

for when tomorrow never comes no 

one will have any cause for regret.     

Without God, we are nothing, ab-

solutely nothing at all. We have be-

come fools, believing only in ourselves 

living in a make-believe world which 

we believe to be true because we wish 

it to be true. There is no absolute truth, 

no objective standard for moral behav-

ior, no Law of Human Nature without 

a Creator God and we like it just so. 

Our ideas of morality and truth are 

ordinary and mutable, God’s are ex-

traordinary and immutable. There is 

then, some great distance separating 

the ordinary from the extraordinary.  

The ordinary idea which we all 

have before we become Christians 

is this. We take as starting point our 

ordinary self with its various de-

sires and interests. We then admit 

that something else—call it 

‘morality’ or ‘decent behavior’, or 

‘the good of society’—has claims on 

this self: claims which interfere with 

its own desires. What we mean by 

‘being good’ is giving in to those 

claims. Some of the things the ordi-

nary self wanted to do turn out to 

be what we call ‘wrong’: well, we 

must give them up. Other things, 

which the self did not want to do, 

turn out to be what we call ‘right’: 

well, we shall have to do them. But 

we are hoping all the time that 

when all the demands have been 

met, the poor natural self will still 

have some chance, and some time, 

to get on with its own life and do 

what it likes. In fact, we are very 

like an honest man paying his taxes. 

He pays them all right, but he does 

hope that there will be enough left 

over for him to live on. Because we 

are still taking our natural self as 

the starting point. 

As long as we are thinking that 

way, one or other of two results is 

likely to follow. Either we give up 

trying to be good, or else we be-

come very unhappy indeed. For, 

make no mistake: if you are really 

going to try to meet all the de-

mands made on the natural self, it 

will not have enough left over to 

live on. The more you obey your 

conscience, the more your con-

science will demand of you. And 

your natural self, which is thus be-

ing starved and hampered and wor-

ried at every turn, will get angrier 

and angrier. In the end, you will 

either give up trying to be good, or 

else become one of those people 

who, as they say, ‘live for others’ 

but always in a discontented, grum-

bling way—always wondering why 

the others do not notice it more and 

always making a martyr of your-

self. And once you have become 

that you will be a far greater pest to 

anyone who has to live with you 

than you would have been if you 

had remained frankly selfish. 

The terrible thing, the almost im-

possible thing, is to hand over your 

whole self—all your wishes and 

precautions—to Christ. But it is far 

easier than what we are all trying to 

do instead. For what we are trying 

to do is to remain what we call 

‘ourselves’, to keep personal happi-

ness as our great aim in life, and yet 

at the same time be ‘good’. We are 

all trying to let our mind and heart 

go their own way—centered on 

money or pleasure or ambition—

and hoping, in spite of this, to be-

have honestly and chastely and 

humbly. And that is exactly what 

Christ warned us you could not do. 

As He said, a thistle cannot produce 

figs. If I am a field that contains 

nothing but grass-seed, I cannot 

produce wheat. Cutting the grass 

may keep it short: but I shall still 

produce grass and no wheat. If I 

want to produce wheat, the change 

must go deeper than the surface. I 

must be ploughed up and re-sown. 

The Christian way is different: 

harder, and easier. Christ says ‘Give 

me All. I don’t want so much of 

your time and so much of your 

money and so much of your work: I 

want You. I have not come to tor-

ment your natural self, but to kill it. 

No half-measures are any good. I 

don’t want to cut off a branch here 

and a branch there, I want to have 

the whole tree down. I don’t want 

to drill the tooth, or crown it, or 

stop it, but to have it out. Hand 

over the whole natural self, all the 

desires which you think innocent as 

the ones you think wicked—the 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 8  
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whole outfit. I will give you a new 

self instead. In fact, I will give you 

Myself: my own will shall become 

yours.’ 

Both harder and easier than what 

we are all trying to do. You have 

noticed, I expect, that Christ Him-

self sometimes describes the Chris-

tian way as very hard, sometimes as 

very easy. He says, ‘Take up your 

Cross’—in other words, it is like 

going to be beaten to death in a 

concentration camp. Next minute 

he says, ‘My yoke is easy and my 

burden light.’ He means both. And 

one can just see why both are true. 

That is why the real problem of the 

Christian life comes where people 

do not usually look for it. It comes 

the very moment you wake up each 

morning. All your wishes and 

hopes for the day rush at you like 

wild animals. And the first job each 

morning consists simply in shoving 

them all back; in listening to that 

other voice, taking that other point 

of view, letting that other larger, 

stronger, quieter life come flowing 

in. And so on, all day. Standing 

back from all your natural fussings 

and frettings; coming in out of the 

wind. 

We can only do it for moments at 

first. But from those moments the 

new sort of life will be spreading 

through our system: because now 

we are letting Him work at the right 

part of us. It is the difference be-

tween paint, which is merely laid 

on the surface, and a dye or stain 

which soaks right through. He nev-

er talked vague, idealistic gas. 

When He said, ‘Be perfect,’ He 

meant it. He meant that we must go 

in for the full treatment. It is hard; 

but the sort of compromise we are 

all hankering after is harder—in 

fact, it is impossible. It may be hard 

for an egg to turn into a bird: it 

would be a jolly sight harder for it 

to learn to fly while remaining an 

egg. We are like eggs at present. 

And you cannot go on indefinitely 

being just an ordinary, decent egg. 

We must be hatched or go bad. 

May I come back to what I said 

before? This is the whole of Christi-

anity. There is nothing else. It is so 

easy to get muddled about that. It is 

easy to think that the Church has a 

lot of different objects—education, 

building, missions, holding ser-

vices. Just as it is easy to think the 

State has a lot of different objects—

military, political, economic, and 

what not. But in a way things are 

much simpler than that. The State 

exists simply to promote and to 

protect the ordinary happiness of 

human beings in this life. A hus-

band and wife chatting over a fire, a 

couple of friends having a game of 

darts in a pub, a man reading a 

book in his own room or digging in 

his own garden—that is what the 

State is there for. And unless they 

are helping to increase and prolong 

and protect such moments, all the 

laws, parliaments, armies, courts, 

police, economics, etc., are simply a 

waste of time. In the same way the 

Church exists for nothing else but 

to draw men into Christ, to make 

them little Christs. If they are not 

doing that, all the cathedrals, cler-

gy, missions, sermons, even the 

Bible itself, are simply a waste of 

time. God became Man for no other 

purpose. It is even doubtful, you 

know, whether the whole universe 

was created for any other purpose. 

It says in the Bible that the whole 

universe was made for Christ and 

that everything is to be gathered 

together in Him. I do not suppose 

any of us can understand how this 

will happen as regards the whole 

universe. We do not know what (if 

anything) lives in the parts of it that 

are millions of miles away from this 

Earth. Even on this Earth we do not 

know how it applies to things other 

than men. After all, that is what you 

would expect. We have been shown 

the plan only in so far as it concerns 

ourselves. 

What we have been told is how we 

men can be drawn into Christ—can 

become part of that wonderful pre-

sent which the young Prince of the 

universe wants to offer to His Fa-

ther—that present which is Himself 

and therefore us in Him. It is the 

only thing we were made for. And 

there are strange, exciting hints in 

the Bible that when we are drawn 

in, a great many other things in 

Nature will begin to come right. 

The bad dream will be over: it will 

be morning.7 

I cannot help but think that for the lot 

of us, those who most enjoy the mad-

ness, we have either fallen and cracked 

our egg quite thoroughly or simply let 

ourselves become completely rotten. It 

is too terribly difficult to gore the ox 

when the gored ox is one’s self. What 

is meant by this is that while there are 

rules that everyone should follow, we 

are far less inclined to follow to the 

letter when self-interest comes in con-

flict with the imperfections of the uni-

verse.  

We have so thoroughly convinced 

ourselves that should a portly pig be 

quite capable of flying, why then 

should we dare forbid a winged bird 

while yet remaining in the egg from 

doing what comes naturally.  

In other words, the fool foolishly 

fools the fool. We are imperfect crea-

tures and in our unwillingness to ad-

mit the truth of our imperfect nature, 

we play the fool, turning to make be-

lieve, to fanaticize we are above the 

fray, the epitome of perfection, better 

than the best, much better than those 

rotten rotters, the lot of them, who 

comprise the remaining summary of 

sorry humanity. Utopia would be ours 

should only the rotters disappear.  

CONTINUED ON PAGE 9  
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T 
hus, we strenuously object to 

being lumped among the 

common crowd of thoroughly 

rotten rotters when told to “be perfect, 

just as your heavenly Father is per-

fect” (Matthew 5:48).        

I find a good many people have 

been bothered by what I said … 

about Our Lord’s words, ‘Be ye 

perfect’. Some people seem to think 

this means ‘Unless you are perfect, I 

will not help you’; and as we cannot 

be perfect, then, if He meant that, 

our position is hopeless. But I do 

not think He did mean that. I think 

He meant ‘The only help I will give 

is help to become perfect. You may 

want something less: but I will give 

you nothing less.’ 

That is why He warned people to 

‘count the cost’ before becoming 

Christians. ‘Make no mistake,’ He 

says, ‘if you let me, I will make you 

perfect. The moment you put your-

self in My hands, that is what you 

are in for. Nothing less, or other, 

than that. You have free will, and if 

you choose, you can push Me away. 

But if you do not push Me away, 

understand that I am going to see 

this job through. Whatever suffer-

ing it may cost you in your earthly 

life, whatever inconceivable purifi-

cation it may cost you after death, 

whatever it costs Me, I will never 

rest, nor let you rest, until you are 

literally perfect—until my Father 

can say without reservation that He 

is well pleased with you, as He said 

He was well pleased with me. This I 

can do and will do. But I will not do 

anything less.’8 

He meant what He said. Those who 

put themselves in His hands will 

become perfect, as He is perfect—

perfect in love, wisdom, joy, beauty, 

and immortality. The change will 

not be completed in this life, for 

death is an important part of the 

treatment. How far the change will 

have gone before death in any par-

ticular Christian is uncertain.9 

Here then is the truth of it, which 

we would dare deny at the peril of our 

immortal soul:  

For God so loved the world that he 

gave his only Son, that whoever 

believes in him should not perish 

but have eternal life. For God sent 

the Son into the world, not to con-

demn the world, but that the world 

might be saved through him. He 

who believes in him is not con-

demned; he who does not believe is 

condemned already, because he has 

not believed in the name of the only 

Son of God. And this is the judg-

ment, that the light has come into 

the world, and men loved darkness 

rather than light, because their 

deeds were evil. For every one who 

does evil hates the light, and does 

not come to the light, lest his deeds 

be exposed. But he who does what 

is true comes to the light, that it 

may be clearly seen that his deeds 

have been wrought in God (John 

3:16-21).  

H 
ere then is the grist of my 

argument: those who 

would reimagine God in 

their own image and likeness—no 

matter how great or how small—are 

what is wrong with the world. You 

cannot believe in yourself and believe 

in your neighbor, for your neighbor in 

his or her divinity does not approve of 

yours anymore than you approve your 

neighbor’s. Think about it.        
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