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A CATHOLIC'S CONTRIBUTION

Y proper part in the enter-
tainment to-night baffles
and embarrasses me. [ told
the Committee that my
friends in the Club might
well with surprise exclaim,
when I opened my mouth
on the subject assigned,

“Is Saul also among the prophets?’’

But I am in a worse situation than Saul.

If 1 remember aright, the Son of Kish—

_unlikely as his friends thought his prophe-

sying to be—had been, without their knowl-
edge, anointed and inspired to that very
end before they marveled at his company. .

But no coal from the altar has touched
my lips, and no chrism, to bring me the
grace I need for this undertaking, has been
poured upon my head. I am at ‘sea—rtud-
derless and compassless. I did not know
when I was asked, I did not know when I
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accepted, and I do not know now, what
was or is expected of me in the way of
‘“Some Religious Views'’; but I was con-
vinced then, and I am still more certain
now, that some things that may have been
expected of me I cannot do.

I do not believe that it would be interest-
ing to you for me to tell the story of my
own religious convictions or of the change
in them in my early youth. But even if
such an account would be interesting, and
even if to obtain it were the purpose
with which I was asked to participate
to-night, it would not be possible for me to
give it. For the very many years that I
have been anchored in the faith of Mother
Church—Holy, Roman, Catholic, and Apos-
tolic—theological speculations have ceased
to occupy me, albeit that which the term
religion seems to me to cover has been
ever widening. At the best 1 always had
in my makeup what I suppose some of my
earlier religious teachers would have called
a mauvais honte, which closed my mouth
in any public place on the subjects which
in all right reason, I am willing to concede,
might be supposed to be the most impor-
tant and the most desirable of all subjects
to talk about. In my very salad days I
used, perhaps, to be rather fond of polemi-
cal or controversial conversation, but even
then I felt no inclination toward really reli-
gious or true theological discussion. Like
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the reserved scholar attacked by over-zeal-
ous missionary endeavor, I had ‘‘no reli-
gion to speak of.”’

And yet it was, I am sure, because I
happened to be one of the very small Roman
Catholic contingent in our membership, that
I was asked to take part in this after-din-
ner symposium on this very serious subject,
and therefore, if I would, in some manner,
justify the action of the amiable Commit-
teemen who thanked me cordially for
accepting the duty, and sternly refused to
release me when I grew panic-stricken, 1
must connect what I have to say with the
Roman Catholic Church and the Roman
Catholic faith.

Under the mental conditions which I
have indicated, I do not think I can do bet-
ter, in the few minutes which are allotted
to me, than to try to tell you why I can say,
like the greatest of the monks of modern
times, the Dominican, Lacordaire, with all
my heart, and with no feeling of incon-
sistency, ‘‘I hope to die a penitent Catholic
and an impenitent Liberal.”’

I am a Catholic and I am a Liberal. But
do not misunderstand me—I am not a
Liberal Catholic, but a Catholic Liberal.
The distinction may seem nothing to you,
but the connotations which spoken and
written use have put upon the phrases
make it mean much to those of us who,
radical though we may be in our ideas of
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human policies, and reformers, if you
please, even of things ecclesiastical on their
human side, yet believe thoroughly and
with unreserved interior submission, in
what Newman calls ‘‘the objectivity of
revelation,”’ and have reached habitual
moral certainty in the doctrines which
express the mind of the Catholic Church on
its purely supernatural side.

I seem to myself now to be slipping
toward that thin theological ice I am so
anxious to avoid, and yet I must venture
a little farther in order to make my own
position clear, and with certainty to avoid
the discussion which I might otherwise
seem almost to invite, but which in reality
I desire most earnestly to shun.

As to the next dangerous spot on that
thin ice that, like the skillful and daring
skater, T would fly swiftly over that I may
not break through to my bitter discom-
fiture, T want to borrow a figure which
much impressed me in an eloquent ser-
mon I heard at the funeral of my friend
Judge Moran, and which in that sermon
the preacher applied to the robust and
unwavering faith of that eminently clear-
minded and logical reasoner.

““We see,”” said the preacher, in sub-
stance, on that occasion, ““many a great
and beautiful cathedral, built in ages long
agone, in which there are gargoyles and
cornices, angles and abutments, which seem
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to us, so far as we consider or discuss them
with ourselves at all, monstrous, useless,
and ugly; but with those details and the
revolt that, when viewed singly, they excite
in our twentieth-century taste and judg-
ment, we trouble our heads but little. The
grand church is there, towering into the
heavens, a miracle of strength and beauty,
its foundations deep down on everlasting
rock, in its completeness compelling admir-
ation and reverence.’”” And such to us is
the grand system of religion and morality,
comprised in the teaching and practice of
the living church, the pillar and ground of
the truth, the custodian of a divine and
objective revelation once delivered to the
saints. Neither here nor elsewhere can I
ever be induced to engage with critics in
any controversial defense of isolated prac-
tices, customs, or even detached articles of
the generally received beliefs of Catholics.
Mayhap I should not disagree with the
critics at the end about some of them
singly, but at the end we still should differ,
for as to the whole body of the Catholic
faith, they would be disbelievers, I a be-
liever still.

And again—and this is the last thing in
my ‘‘foreword,’’ for so in these days we
are told to call a preface—1I speak always
under correction; I represent with author-
ity nobody here or elsewhere in my views;
I am no theologian, and I disclaim, as
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earnestly as I may, any representative
capacity.

Now, the preface being over, I pass
to the text, which I hope, against all the
canons of consistent composition, to make
scarcely longer than the preface.

It is only to emphasize two propositions
which I am afraid may seem to most of
you but paradoxes, but which I believe with
all my heart to be true.

First: That in the true sense, and in
her soul and inmost essence, the Roman
Catholic Church is democratic; and,
secondly, that she is tolerant.

It is because, to my mind, in this world
honeycombed with unjust privilege and the
cruelty of class power and oppression, the
Catholic Church has been throughout her
history, and still is, the great democracy
of the ages, that she appeals to me most as
the greatest of all powers that make for
righteousness.

It was almost two thousand years ago
that into a world then ruled by privilege
and caste, a world in which the masses
were in hopeless slavery, the founder of
the Church was born in the household of an
unlearned carpenter. Seeing the multi-
tude, he had compassion on them, because
they were distressed, and lying as sheep
having no shepherd. He preached to them
the Kingdom of Justice, denounced woe to
the Pharisees and the lawyers who loaded
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men with burdens that they could not bear,
and touched not the packs themselves. He
prophesied greater damnation to the
Scribes who loved long robes and saluta-
tions in the market-place, the first chairs
in the synagogues, and the chief rooms at
feasts, but devoured widows’ houses, feign-
ing long prayers. He told the people to
call none but God Father or Master, for
they were all brethren. He made a whip
of small cords, and drove the money-chan-
gers from the temple. He summed up his
whole sublime social philosophy in the
teaching, ‘‘Whatso ye would that men
should do unto you, do ye even so unto
them.”’

Is it a wonder that the multitude heard
him gladly, or that the Pharisees declared
that he seduced the common people, scorn-
fully asking, ‘‘Is not this the carpenter’s
son? Who of the Pharisees or rulers have
believed on him?  But this multitude know-
eth not the law and is accursed.”” What
wonder that the privileged classes called
him a disturber, an agitator, a demagogue,
and a communist, and crucified him be-
tween two thieves?

Spread by fishermen and fugitives and
slaves his doctrine went forth and destroyed
the corrupted civilization it assailed.
Against power and persecution it revolu-
tionized the world.

The Church then founded has, as I
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believe, in its heart and interior life, in the
essence and basic characteristics of its
teaching, been the great propounder, de-
fender, and exemplar of democracy ever
since. It and it alone has protected and
preserved a doctrine which otherwise would
have been trampled out of the hearts of all
men-—the doctrine of the common father-
hood of God, and the brotherhood of man!

It would be needless to remind me that
many times in the history of the Catholic
Church, privilege and caste have sought
and have found consecration and support
for years, and it may have been for cen-
turies, from that Church which in infancy
so fiercely assailed it. But note this
thought! The Church claims primarily to
deal with the spiritual and eternal—to
interfere in temporal affairs only to de-
fend the eternal truths often so intimately
bound up with temporal development.
But the divine tradition of which she claims
to be the custodian and exponent, in so
far as it finds expression in words and
institutions, has necessarily to be clothed
in forms and language borrowed from secu-
lar life. The Church has made use of such
forms and language and of social forms and
conventions in each age and generation, to
express her mind to that age and genera-
tion. But because these forms and conven-
tions have been accepted in ecclesiastical
legislation and institutions at some past
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time, the Church is not thereby irrevocably
allied to them. Catholic tradition should
not be so confounded with mere transient
systems with which it has, through neces-
sity or choice, in the past allied itself.

And however so allied, however slow to
move toward that which the secular world
may deem progress, at any given time,
however cautious and conservative in so
moving at all times, the Church may be,
still it remains true; that the very forces
which she may seem to be bending all her
energies to repress, forces tending to true
democracy, to equality of opportunity, and
to the higher and nobler liberty of the in-
dividual soul, are but the natural and in-
evitable product of her unvaried spiritual
teaching and sacraments.  She preaches for
all men the same Father, for all men the
same hereafter, for all men the same code
of morals and religious rites.

In her sacraments she shares all that she
can give to the mightiest kings of Europe,
with the humblest savage neophyte of the
wilderness.

Not only does it seem to me that this
-doctrine of the common Fatherhood of God
and the brotherhood of man, so insisted
upon by the Catholic Church as a basic
ground of her teaching, must inevitably
tend to a belief in and a movement toward
democracy among those who accept it, but
the doctrine to me seems the only sound
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