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T H E  W R . 1 T H  O F  G O D  
Love was burning in the snow, 
Purple st.ar in leafless tree, 
Joy was shaken from a cloud 
Crowning dark-wet boughs with glee. 

The troubadour with careless song 
Tosses the hone? balls of mirth 
1'p to the unforgiving sky 
I>O\VII to the doe-hearted earth. 

He can snatch the scarlet spark 
Out from the hurt of icy pain, 
Hear the music of his love 
Drum in the sil\-er beat of rain. 

C'rytal glitter of tlistress 
Tells nothing of its piercing dole, 
Burning spark from the fire of truth 
Brings no vision of t.he whole: 

Wheii the bough springs iiito bird 
There may be terror in the green, 
The wrath of God in a buttercup, 
His judgment in the lilac sheen. 

THE WRATH OF GOD 

ONCE knew a chariiiiiig lad?, soniewlint topheavv with t.itlel;, \vho 
had a delicious assiiraiice that all things she desired were hers by 
the right of desiring. -4s we walked down Bond Street she would 

glide througli shop doors, ordering whatever took her fanc7. Because 
of the titles the goods were sent without. question. liuch lster she 
would be astonished and dismayed b>- following bills. M'ith cries of 
distress she would rally those friends to her side whose cognomens 
were less rare but whose view of life included the inevitability of 
payment . 

The analogy is weak, yet there is a relationship between her coil- 
ception of existence and the spiritual state of the troubadour who was 
bowled Over by n buttercup. Both of them snatched at. beauty with- 
out envisaging IL bill. Sometimes those flaming playboys of the spiri- 
tual world, painters, poets. any 'creative' human beings, catch a t  a 
glor io~~s glint of truth and show its loveliness to the world. Perhaps 

I 

https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1741-2005.1947.tb05896.x Published online by Cambridge University Press

https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1741-2005.1947.tb05896.x


THE \VI!ATII OF GOD 1125 
in tlirii: ctiiitlitl l ow of beaut)- they bre:ik off :i morsel of that  beauty 
v.liich is perfect. truth.  But it is only a bit of niosaic, a scrap detached 
froiii its coherent scheirie of backgouiid. The colour flares in the dark- 
ness of our s k ~ -  and we call it  a \ision. 

The troubadour has grabbed his bit of jeweller>- before he has 
learned the necessitJ- of abnegation : because he  get,s the fleeting 
glimpse of a joy n-hich mag radiate from the heart of icy pain, he 
takes it to express the whole meaning of sorrmv. After sensing the  
glory i n  t,he storm he believes himself to knon- its bitter secret. He 
snatches at  tleliglit. in a buttercup to find that. i t  mag hold the  inevit- 
abil i t-  of j1isti.x. H i s  joJ- crashes to despair; he  cannot take the 
integral awfulness of truth because his conceptions of it are all broken 
up in little pieces aiid he  has never related the  bits to the whole. 

I suppose the lady in Boiid Street may hzlve served a purpose bg 
forcing others to look the whole questioii of just p a p e l i t  iii the face; 
the trouhatlniir, with his gleams of colour. niay arouse hunger for t he  
reality u.hich makes them live. After all, he  and she are themselves 
liits of the spiritnnl reality n-hich makes the inclivisibilitg of trut.h. 
To fiiid out how the?- fit in - n u  inrist st:iiid back ~ i i d  see them related 
to the coriiplete, essential picture. 

1’erh:ips t.ruth, being life itself, has to be l iwd bg a human heing 
before it call be even dimly divined as a whole. One human life, how- 
el-er uiispectaciilar, can  express through holiness the substance of 
eternal verity; in this n-a- aloiie :in individual can express the oneness 
of e v e r -  living thing. The huiiible existence of the uncultured snint 
shiiies with a Irmiiiiosity more revealing of (iod than the most. breath- 
taking beaut?- of a work of trained art-and God is truth. 

‘To 211~- finite creature, the infinite wholeness of truth must remnin 
incoiripreIieiisi1)le. ant1 incommunicable to other creatures through 
a!>:- of the  transient senses. Severtheless it is through the breath of 
lioliiirss, breathed and lived 11~- n human being in time, that  we come 
nearest to a cornprehension of that  ivholeiiess. The troubadour ma>- 
bring us rainbow colours in his rags of joy, or  niusic in t.he fury of 
tribulation; he cannot shon. us. as the visions of the sailits show us, 
that  neither jo?- nor grief can be torii apart froin their intrinsic one- 
ness. He has iiot discovered that the>-, with el-ery ot,her moment in 
his life, must be co-related with the trinitg in iinit.- n-hich is the  
begiiininp : tud end of all life. He is afraid of wrath, for he sees i t  
detwhed froiii love. The saint n-ill have his joj- aflame in the very 
dread of judgtnent ; perhaps. like Mother Julian. he will see no n-mth 
iu God. having found iu  his own spirit the o i iene~s  of life. 

The troubadour n-anted his light nithout the blackness n-hich is its 
other face; pa?-inent of an?- kitid has seemed alien to the perfect 
freedom of triith: he has not understood that he himself i.: part of the  
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\vIi(~le i i i i i l  so iiirist take his 4i:ii.e uf ti:!. Hedisiiig the inexorable 
~ ~ o i r ~ ~ i l i i e ~ ~  o f  retility. he is I)eiiteii b;tck into his own fear. (irabbing a t  
the ciiclc., he has faui:cl ii fi~ignieiit of li+t so hliiidiiig tha t  it brings 
h i r i i  (leepest night.. 

\Vt,ll, t1iei.e is the poor trouhiidour, left \vith hi-; shatteittl bits of 
truth Iiesitle the buds of ywiiig. l’erhiips he will tlrowii in the intoler- 
able waters \vliich surge o v e ~  his riiiiis; y e t ,  :ilthough a robber, it  ‘uws 
triith for which he hiiiite(1. I f  i n  his darklies3 he caii hold the morsel 
which he tritctl to  tear axti>-,  he iiitiy stiiinl)le to a iiearer under- 
staii(1iiig (>! the n.holenr.;i of that b e a i i t ~  which he tried to steal. 

I)OROTHE.A STILL 

0 B 1 T 1: R 
‘\L’HAT .i \ v O S D E I l N L  Hk:SL71,T ti) yoill’ :ip])ea\ ! -411 >-Our parcels have 
arrived a ~ i d  I hiive bee11 able to give p1e:isure incalculable’. So w i t e s  
the Frieiitls‘ Relief Service ivorker who uiidertook to distribute the 
gifts that cmie poui.iiig in as ii result of our appeal ill the -4pril BLACK- 
FRIARS for ‘ration3 for the mind’ to be sent to Gernian Doniiiiicnns. 
.\iiiong othei activities, the Fathers have opened a t  Yechte a school 
for i‘3 I)o?s-u~phaiis, wiis of  Disp1:icctl l’ersoiis. it pathetic niicro- 
cowi  of the deepest of all Europeaii tragedies. “hex had nothing to 
s h r t  with. I t  ctiii he iiiiagiiied how provideiitial must have seemed 
the ai.rivaI of I IOO~G, paper, peiicils, aiitl all the  other things tha t  
were w ~ e ~ i e r i ) i i s I y  sent from a l l  parts of the coriiitr?--aiid beyoiid i t ;  
froni i t i l  sort.; of people-iiiiiis, tloctoys:, schoolteachers, housewives. 
Niiy express ;)ur thaiiks mi behnlf of OIIY (;einian 111.ethreii m d  
siste1.s   to^ the> too h:ive beeii helped). to all those who have assisted 
in thi.; niost practicd work of chiirit?. I t  hiis iiot been possible to 
t h i i i i k  everyotie i ~ ~ ~ ~ i v i d i ~ a l l ~ - .  Soritetimes parcels bore no iii7111e, some- 
ti:iies ,donors asked that no ncknoivle(1gineiit should be sent. But to 
$111 we send our grnteful thnirks. 
1.h ‘ r w  V.\TICI?; Slrssior Miss ( * .  .iiitlcrsson ;&o writes: ‘The 
:ippt:til in t!ie M a y  nuniher has inet. with sticli a generoris ~~espoiise 
thii t  i t  is iiiipossil)le for nie .to thalili all the donors by i i  p t ~ s o n a l  
lettt.1’. ivhich J ivoultl very niuch like to do. Do goii think that you 
cnultl iiisert a short note in Four nest iiiiiiiber to  the effect that  the 
Taticiiii lliseioil is iiiore than grateful f n r  the iiiinieroiis cnpies sent, 
and thiit our !ong list, of recipients of periodicals appreciate ver?- iniich 
indeetl the :idditinn of B L . ~ ( W X I . ~ R S  t o  \\-hiit the?- dreatly receive? 
I ma?- add that the  Director. Rev. Father P. Thkinsoii, S .J . ,  was 
delighted at  this addition to oiir available periodicals;‘. 

https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1741-2005.1947.tb05896.x Published online by Cambridge University Press

https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1741-2005.1947.tb05896.x

