THE FOUR LOVES

ear, ‘How much I must love them if I do all this!” That is
the second motive. But I think there is a lower depth. The
unappreciativeness of the others, those terrible, wounding
words—anything will ‘wound” a Mrs Fidget—in which
they begged her to send the washing out, enabled her to
feel ill-used, therefore, to have a continual grievance, to
enjoy the pleasures of resentment. If anyone says he does
not know those pleasures, he is a liar or a saint. It is true
that they are pleasures only to those who hate. But then
a love like Mrs Fidget’s contains a good deal of hatred. It
was of erotic love that the Roman poet said, ‘I love and
hate,” but other kinds of love admit the same mixture.
They carry in them the seeds of hatred. If Affection is
made the absolute sovereign of a human life the seeds will

germinate. Love, having become a god, becomes a demon.
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When either Affection or Eros is one’s theme, one finds a
prepared audience. The importance and beauty of both
have been stressed and almost exaggerated again and
again. Even those who would debunk them are in con-
scious reaction against this laudatory tradition and, to
that extent, influenced by it. But very few modern people
think Friendship a love of comparable value or even a
love at all. I cannot remember that any poem since In
Memoriam, or any novel, has celebrated it. Tristan and
Isolde, Antony and Cleopatra, Romeo and Juliet, have
innumerable counterparts in modern literature: David
and Jonathan, Pylades and Orestes, Roland and Oliver,
Amis and Amile, have not. To the Ancients, Friendship
seemed the happiest and most fully human of all loves; the
crown of life and the school of virtue. The modern world,
in comparison, ignores it. We admit of course that besides
a wife and family a man needs a few “friends’. But the very

tone of the admission, and the sort of acquaintanceships
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which those who make it would describe as “friendships’,
show clearly that what they are talking about has very little
to do with that Philia which Aristotle classified among the
virtues or that Amicitia on which Cicero wrote a book. Itis
something quite marginal; not a main course in life’s ban-
quet; a diversion; something that fills up the chinks of one’s
time. How has this come about?

The first and most obvious answer is that few value it
because few experience it. And the possibility of going
through life without the experience is rooted in that fact
which separates Friendship so sharply from both the
other loves. Friendship is—in a sense not at all deroga-
tory to it—the least natural of loves; the least instinctive,
organic, biological, gregarious, and necessary. It has least
commerce with our nerves; there is nothing throaty about
it; nothing that quickens the pulse or turns you red and
pale. It is essentially between individuals; the moment
two men are friends they have in some degree drawn
apart together from the herd. Without Eros none of us
would have been begotten and without Affection none
of us would have been reared; but we can live and breed
without Friendship. The species, biologically considered,
has no need of it. The pack or herd—the community —
may even dislike and distrust it. Its leaders very often do.

Headmasters and Headmistresses and Heads of religious
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communities, colonels and ships’ captains, can feel uneasy
when close and strong friendships arise between little
knots of their subjects.

This (so to call it) ‘non-natural’ quality in Friendship
goes far to explain why it was exalted in ancient and
medieval times and has come to be made light of in our
own. The deepest and most permanent thought of those
ages was ascetic and world-renouncing. Nature and emo-
tion and the body were feared as dangers to our souls, or
despised as degradations of our human status. Inevitably
that sort of love was most prized which seemed most
independent, or even defiant, of mere nature. Affection
and Eros were too obviously connected with our nerves,
too obviously shared with the brutes. You could feel these
tugging at your guts and fluttering in your diaphragm.
But in Friendship—in that luminous, tranquil, rational
world of relationships freely chosen—you got away from
all that. This alone, of all the loves, seemed to raise you to
the level of gods or angels.

But then came Romanticism and ‘tearful comedy’ and
the ‘return to nature’ and the exaltation of Sentiment;
and in their train all that great wallow of emotion which,
though often criticised, has lasted ever since. Finally, the
exaltation of instinct, the dark gods in the blood; whose

hierophants may be incapable of male friendship. Under
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for the same person yet in some ways nothing is less like
a Friendship than a love-affair. Lovers are always talk-
ing to one another about their love; Friends hardly ever
about their Friendship. Lovers are normally face to face,
absorbed in each other; Friends, side by side, absorbed
in some common interest. Above all, Eros (while it lasts)
is necessarily between two only. But two, far from being
the necessary number for Friendship, is not even the best.
And the reason for this is important.

Lamb says somewhere that if, of three friends (A, B, and
C), A should die, then B loses not only A but ‘A’s part in
C’, while C loses not only A but ‘A’s part in B’. In each of
my friends there is something that only some other friend
can fully bring out. By myself I am not large enough to
call the whole man into activity; I want other lights than
my own to show all his facets. Now that Charles is dead,
I shall never again see Ronald’s reaction to a specifically
Caroline joke. Far from having more of Ronald, hav-
ing him ‘to myself’ now that Charles is away, I have less
of Ronald. Hence true Friendship is the least jealous of
loves. Two friends delight to be joined by a third, and
three by a fourth, if only the newcomer is qualified to
become a real friend. They can then say, as the blessed
souls say in Dante, ‘Here comes one who will augment

S P ;
our loves.” For in this love ‘to divide is not to take away’.
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Of course the scarcity of kindred souls—not to men-
tion practical considerations about the size of rooms and
the audibility of voices—set limits to the enlargement of
the circle; but within those limits we possess each friend
not less but more as the number of those with whom we
share him increases. In this, Friendship exhibits a glori-
ous ‘nearness by resemblance’ to Heaven itself where the
very multitude of the blessed (which no man can number)
increases the fruition which each has of God. For every
soul, seeing Him in her own way, doubtless communi-
cates that unique vision to all the rest. That, says an old
author, is why the Seraphim in Isaiah’s vision are crying
‘Holy, Holy, Holy’ to one another (Isa. 6:3). The more we
thus share the Heavenly Bread between us, the more we
shall all have.

The homosexual theory therefore seems to me not even
plausible. This is not to say that Friendship and abnormal
Eros have never been combined. Certain cultures at cer-
tain periods seem to have tended to the contamination. In
war-like societies it was, I think, especially likely to creep
into the relation between the mature Brave and his young
armour-bearer or squire. The absence of the women while
you were on the warpath had no doubt something to do
with it. In deciding, if we think we need or can decide,

where it crept in and where it did not, we must surely be

79




THE FOUR LOVES

guided by the evidence (when there is any) and not by
an a priori theory. Kisses, tears, and embraces are not in
themselves evidence of homosexuality. The implications
would be, if nothing else, too comic. Hrothgar embracing
Beowulf, Johnson embracing Boswell (a pretty flagrantly
heterosexual couple), and all those hairy old toughs of
centurions in Tacitus, clinging to one another and begging
for last kisses when the legion was broken up . . . all pan-
sies? If you can believe that you can believe anything. On
a broad historical view it is, of course, not the demonstra-
tive gestures of Friendship among our ancestors but the
absence of such gestures in our own society that calls for
some special explanation. We, not they, are out of step.

I have said that Friendship is the least biological of our
loves. Both the individual and the community can sur-
vive without it. But there is something else, often con-
fused with Friendship, which the community does need;
something which, though not Friendship, is the matrix of
Friendship.

In early communities the co-operation of the males as
hunters or fighters was no less necessary than the beget-
ting and rearing of children. A tribe where there was no
taste for the one would die no less surely than a tribe where
there was no taste for the other. Long before history began

we men have got together apart from the women and done
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things. We had to. And to like doing what must be done
is a characteristic that has survival value. We not only had
to do the things, we had to talk about them. We had to
plan the hunt and the battle. When they were over we had
to hold a post mortem and draw conclusions for future
use. We liked this even better. We ridiculed or punished
the cowards and bunglers, we praised the star-performers.
We revelled in technicalities. (‘He might have known he’d
never get near the brute, not with the wind that way’ . . .
“You see, I had a lighter arrowhead; that’s what did i’ . . .
‘What I always say is— . . . ‘stuck him just like that,
see? Just the way I’m holding this stick’ . . . ). In fact, we
talked shop. We enjoyed one another’s society greatly: we
Braves, we hunters, all bound together by shared skill,
shared dangers and hardships, esoteric jokes—away from
the women and children. As some wag has said, palaco-
lithic man may or may not have had a club on his shoul-
der but he certainly had a club of the other sort. It was
probably part of his religion; like that sacred smoking-
club where the savages in Melville’s Typee were ‘famously
snug’ every evening of their lives.

What were the women doing meanwhile? How should
I know? I am a man and never spied on the mysteries of
the Bona Dea. They certainly often had rituals from which

men were excluded. When, as sometimes happened, agri-
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culture was in their hands, they must, like the men, have
had common skills, toils, and triumphs. Yet perhaps their
world was never as emphatically feminine as that of their
men-folk was masculine. The children were with them;
perhaps the old men were there too. But I am only guess-
ing. I can trace the pre-history of Friendship only in the
male line.

This pleasure in co-operation, in talking shop, in the
mutual respect and understanding of men who daily see
one another tested, is biologically valuable. You may,
if you like, regard it as a product of the ‘gregarious
instinct’. To me that seems a round-about way of getting
at something which we all understand far better already
than anyone has ever understood the word instinct—
something which is going on at this moment in dozens
of ward-rooms, bar-rooms, common-rooms, messes,
and golf-clubs. T prefer to call it Companionship—or
Clubbableness.

This Companionship is, however, only the matrix of
Friendship. It is often called Friendship, and many people
when they speak of their ‘friends” mean only their com-
panions. But it is not Friendship in the sense I give to the
word. By saying this I do not at all intend to disparage the
merely Clubbable relation. We do not disparage silver by
distinguishing it from gold.

FRIENDSHIP

Friendship arises out of mere Companionship when
two or more of the companions discover that they have
in common some insight or interest or even taste which
the others do not share and which, till that moment, each
believed to be his own unique treasure (or burden). The
typical expression of opening Friendship would be some-
thing like, “What? You too? I thought I was the only one.’
We can imagine that among those early hunters and war-
riors single individuals—one in a century? one in a thou-
sand years?—saw what others did not; saw that the deer
was beautiful as well as edible, that hunting was fun as
well as necessary, dreamed that his gods might be not only
powerful but holy. But as long as each of these percipient
persons dies without finding a kindred soul, nothing (I
suspect) will come of it; art or sport or spiritual religion
will not be born. It is when two such persons discover
one another, when, whether with immense difficulties and
semi-articulate fumblings or with what would seem to us
amazing and elliptical speed, they share their vision—it
is then that Friendship is born. And instantly they stand
together in an immense solitude.

Lovers seek for privacy. Friends find this solitude about
them, this barrier between them and the herd, whether
they want it or not. They would be glad to reduce it. The
first two would be glad to find a third.
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jealousy at all about sharing the Friendship. Nothing so
enriches an erotic love as the discovery that the Beloved
can deeply, truly, and spontaneously enter into Friendship
with the Friends you already had: to feel that not only are
we two united by erotic love but we three or four or five
are all travellers on the same quest, have all a common
vision.

The co-existence of Friendship and Eros may also help
some moderns to realise that Friendship is in reality a
love, and even as great a love as Eros. Suppose you are
fortunate enough to have ‘fallen in love with’ and married
your Friend. And now suppose it possible that you were
offered the choice of two futures: ‘Either you two will
cease to be lovers but remain forever joint seekers of the
same God, the same beauty, the same truth, or else, losing
all that, you will retain as long as you live the raptures
and ardours, all the wonder and the wild desire of Eros.
Choose which you please.” Which should we choose?
Which choice should we not regret after we had made it?

I have stressed the ‘unnecessary’ character of Friend-
ship, and this of course requires more justification than I
have yet given it.

It could be argued that Friendships are of practical
value to the Community. Every civilised religion began

in a small group of friends. Mathematics effectively began
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when a few Greek friends got together to talk about num-
bers and lines and angles. What is now the Royal Society
was originally a few gentlemen meeting in their spare time
to discuss things which they (and not many others) had
a fancy for. What we now call ‘the Romantic Movement’
once was Mr Wordsworth and Mr Coleridge talking inces-
santly (at least Mr Coleridge was) about a secret vision
of their own. Communism, Tractarianism, Methodism,
the movement against slavery, the Reformation, the
Renaissance might perhaps be said, without much exag-
geration, to have begun in the same way.

There is something in this. But nearly every reader
would probably think some of these movements good
for society and some bad. The whole list, if accepted,
would tend to show, at best, that Friendship is both a
possible benefactor and a possible danger to the com-
munity. And even as a benefactor it would have, not so
much survival value, as what we may call ‘civilisation-
value’; would be something (in Aristotelian phrase) which
helps the community not to live but to live well. Survival
value and civilisation value coincide at some periods and
in some circumstances, but not in all. What at any rate
seems certain is that when Friendship bears fruit which
the community can use it has to do so accidentally, as a

by-product. Religions devised for a social purpose, like
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Roman emperor-worship or modern attempts to ‘sell’
Christianity as a means of ‘saving civilisation’, do not
come to much. The little knots of Friends who turn their
backs on the “World’ are those who really transform it.
Egyptian and Babylonian Mathematics were practical and
social, pursued in the service of Agriculture and Magic.
But the free Greek Mathematics, pursued by Friends as a
leisure occupation, have mattered to us more.

Others again would say that Friendship is extremely
useful, perhaps necessary for survival, to the individual.
They could produce plenty of authority: ‘bare is back
without brother behind it and “there is a friend that stick-
eth closer than a brother’. But when we speak thus we
are using friend to mean ‘ally’. In ordinary usage friend
means, or should mean, more than that. A Friend will,
to be sure, prove himself to be also an ally when alliance
becomes necessary; will lend or give when we are in need,
nurse us in sickness, stand up for us among our enemies,
do what he can for our widows and orphans. But such
good offices are not the stuff of Friendship. The occasions
for them are almost interruptions. They are in one way
relevant to it, in another not. Relevant, because you would
be a false friend if you would not do them when the need
arose; irrelevant, because the role of benefactor always

remains accidental, even a little alien, to that of Friend. It
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is almost embarrassing. For Friendship is utterly free from
Affection’s need to be needed. We are sorry that any gift
or loan or night-watching should have been necessary —
and now, for heaven’s sake, let us forget all about it and go
back to the things we really want to do or talk of together.
Even gratitude is no enrichment to this love. The stereo-
typed ‘Don’t mention it’ here expresses what we really
feel. The mark of perfect Friendship is not that help will
be given when the pinch comes (of course it will) but that,
having been given, it makes no difference at all. It was
a distraction, an anomaly. It was a horrible waste of the
time, always too short, that we had together. Perhaps we
had only a couple of hours in which to talk and, God bless
us, twenty minutes of it has had to be devoted to affairs!
For of course we do not want to know our Friend’s
affairs at all. Friendship, unlike Eros, is uninquisitive.
You become a man’s Friend without knowing or caring
whether he is married or single or how he earns his living.
What have all these ‘unconcerning things, matters of fact’
to do with the real question, Do you see the same truth?
In a circle of true Friends each man is simply what he is:
stands for nothing but himself. No one cares twopence
about anyone else’s family, profession, class, income, race,
or previous history. Of course you will get to know about

most of these in the end. But casually. They will come out
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bit by bit, to furnish an illustration or an analogy, to serve
as pegs for an anecdote; never for their own sake. That
is the kingliness of Friendship. We meet like sovereign
princes of independent states, abroad, on neutral ground,
freed from our contexts. This love (essentially) ignores
not only our physical bodies but that whole embodiment
which consists of our family, job, past, and connections.
At home, besides being Peter or Jane, we also bear a gen-
eral character; husband or wife, brother or sister, chief,
colleague, or subordinate. Not among our Friends. Itis an
affair of disentangled, or stripped, minds. Eros will have
naked bodies; Friendship naked personalities.

Hence (if you will not misunderstand me) the exquisite
arbitrariness and irresponsibility of this love. I have no
duty to be anyone’s Friend and no man in the world has
a duty to be mine. No claims, no shadow of necessity.
Friendship is unnecessary, like philosophy, like art, like
the universe itself (for God did not need to create). It has
' no survival value; rather it is one of those things which
give value to survival.

When I spoke of Friends as side by side or shoulder
to shoulder I was pointing a necessary contrast between
their posture and that of the lovers whom we picture face
to face. Beyond that contrast I do not want the image

pressed. The common quest or vision which unites Friends
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does not absorb them in such a way that they remain igno-
rant or oblivious of one another. On the contrary it is the
very medium in which their mutual love and knowledge
exist. One knows nobody so well as one’s ‘fellow’. Every
step of the common journey tests his metal; and the tests
are tests we fully understand because we are undergoing
them ourselves. Hence, as he rings true time after time,
our reliance, our respect, and our admiration blossom
into an Appreciative Love of a singularly robust and well-
informed kind. If, at the outset, we had attended more to
him and less to the thing our Friendship is ‘about’, we
should not have come to know or love him so well. You
will not find the warrior, the poet, the philosopher, or the
Christian by staring in his eyes as if he were your mistress:
better fight beside him, read with him, argue with him,
pray with him.

In a perfect Friendship this Appreciative Love is, I
think, often so great and so firmly based that each member
of the circle feels, in his secret heart, humbled before all the
rest. Sometimes he wonders what he is doing there among
his betters. He is lucky beyond desert to be in such com-
pany. Especially when the whole group is together, each
bringing out all that is best, wisest, or funniest in all the
others. Those are the golden sessions; when four or five of

us after a hard day’s walking have come to our inn; when
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had a much more serious education; they have become
doctors, lawyers, clergymen, architects, engineers, or men
of letters. The women are to them as children to adults.
In neither neighbourhood is real Friendship between the
sexes at all probable. But this, though an impoverishment,
would be tolerable if it were admitted and accepted. The
peculiar trouble of our own age is that men and women
in this situation, haunted by rumours and glimpses of
happier groups where no such chasm between the sexes
exists, and bedevilled by the egalitarian idea that what is
possible for some ought to be (and therefore is) possible
to all, refuse to acquiesce in it. Hence, on the one hand,
we get the wife as school-marm, the ‘cultivated” woman
who is always trying to bring her husband ‘up to her
level’. She drags him to concerts and would like him to
learn morris-dancing and-invites ‘cultivated” people to the
house. It often does surprisingly little harm. The middle-
aged male has great powers of passive resistance and (if
she but knew) of indulgence; “women will have their fads.”
Something much more painful happens when it is the men
who are civilised and the women not, and when all the
women, and many of the men too, simply refuse to rec-
ognise the fact.

When this happens we get a kind, polite, laborious,

and pitiful pretence. The women are ‘deemed’ (as lawyers
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say) to be full members of the male circle. The fact—in
itself not important—that they now smoke and drink like
the men seems to simple-minded people a proof that they
really are. No stag-parties are allowed. Wherever the men
meet, the women must come too. The men have learned to
live among ideas. They know what discussion, proof, and
illustration mean. A woman who has had merely school
lessons and has abandoned soon after marriage whatever
tinge of ‘culture’ they gave her—whose reading is the
Women’s Magazines and whose general conversation is
almost wholly narrative—cannot really enter such a cir-
cle. She can be locally and physically present with it in
the same room. What of that? If the men are ruthless, she
sits bored and silent through a conversation which means
nothing to her. If they are better bred, of course, they try
to bring her in. Things are explained to her: people try
to sublimate her irrelevant and blundering observations
into some kind of sense. But the efforts soon fail and, for
manners’ sake, what might have been a real discussion is
deliberately diluted and peters out in gossip, anecdotes,
and jokes. Her presence has thus destroyed the very thing
she was brought to share. She can never really enter the
circle because the circle ceases to be itself when she enters
it—as the horizon ceases to be the horizon when you get

there. By learning to drink and smoke and perhaps to
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tell risqué stories, she has not, for this purpose, drawn
an inch nearer to the men than her grandmother. But
her grandmother was far happier and more realistic. She
was at home talking real women’s talk to other women
and perhaps doing so with great charm, sense, and even
wit. She herself might be able to do the same. She may be
quite as clever as the men whose evening she has spoiled,
or cleverer. But she is not really interested in the same
things, nor mistress of the same methods. (We all appear
as dunces when feigning an interest in things we care
nothing about.)

The presence of such women, thousands strong, helps
to account for the modern disparagement of Friendship.
They are often completely victorious. They banish male
companionship, and therefore male Friendship, from
whole neighbourhoods. In the only world they know, an
endless prattling ‘Jolly’ replaces the intercourse of minds.
All the men they meet talk like women while women are
present,

This victory over Friendship is often unconscious.
There is, however, a more militant type of women who
plans it. I have heard one say, ‘Never let two men sit
together or they’ll get talking about some subject and then
there’ll be no fun.” Her point could not have been more

accurately made. Talk, by all means; the more of it the
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better; unceasing cascades of the human voice; but not,
please, a subject. The talk must not be about anything.

This gay lady—this lively, accomplished, ‘charming’,
unendurable bore—was seeking only each evening’s
amusement, making the meeting ‘go’. But the conscious
war against Friendship may be fought on a deeper level.
There are women who regard it with hatred, envy, and
fear as the enemy of Eros and, perhaps even more, of
Affection. A woman of that sort has a hundred arts to
break up her husband’s Friendships. She will quarrel with
his Friends herself or, better still, with their wives. She
will sneer, obstruct, and lie. She does not realise that the
husband whom she succeeds in isolating from his own
kind will not be very well worth having; she has emas-
culated him. She will grow to be ashamed of him her-
self. Nor does she remember how much of his life lies
in places where she cannot watch him. New Friendships
will break out, but this time they will be secret. Lucky for
her, and lucky beyond her deserts, if there are not soon
other secrets as well.

All these, of course, are silly women. The sensible
women who, if they wanted, would certainly be able to
qualify themselves for the world of discussion and ideas,
are precisely those who, if they are not qualified, never

try to enter it or to destroy it. They have other fish to fry.
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At a mixed party they gravitate to one end of the room
and talk women’s talk to one another. They don’t want
us, for this sort of purpose, any more than we want them.
It is only the riff-raff of each sex that wants to be inces-
santly hanging on the other. Live and let live. They laugh
at us a good deal. That is just as it should be. Where the
sexes, having no real shared activities, can meet only in
Affection and Eros—cannot be Friends—it is healthy that
each should have a lively sense of the other’s absurdity.
Indeed it is always healthy. No one ever really appreciated
the other sex—just as no one really appreciates children or
animals —without at times feeling them to be funny. For
both sexes are. Humanity is tragi-comical; but the divi-
sion into sexes enables each to see in the other the joke
that often escapes it in itself —and the pathos too.

I gave warning that this chapter would be largely a
rehabilitation. The preceding pages have, I hope, made
clear why to me at least it seems no wonder if our ances-
tors regarded Friendship as something that raised us
almost above humanity. This love, free from instinct, free
from all duties but those which love has freely assumed,
almost wholly free from jealousy, and free without quali-
fication from the need to be needed, is eminently spiritual.
It is the sort of love one can imagine between angels. Have

we here found a natural love which is Love itself?
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Before we rush to any such conclusion let us beware
of the ambiguity in the word spiritual. There are many
New Testament contexts in which it means ‘pertaining
to the (Holy) Spirit’, and in such contexts the spiritual is,
by definition, good. But when spiritual is used simply as
the opposite of corporeal, or instinctive, or animal, this
is not so. There is spiritual evil as well as spiritual good.
There are unholy, as well as holy, angels. The worst sins
of men are spiritual. We must not think that in finding
Friendship to be spiritual we have found it to be in itself
holy or inerrant. Three significant facts remain to be taken
1nto account.

The first, already mentioned, is the distrust which
Authorities tend to have of close Friendships among their
subjects. It may be unjustified; or there may be some basis
for it.

Secondly, there is the attitude of the majority towards
all circles of close Friends. Every name they give such a
circle is more or less derogatory. It is at best a ‘set’; lucky
if not a coterie, a ‘gang’, a ‘little senate’, or a ‘mutual admi-
ration society’. Those who in their own lives know only
Affection, Companionship, and Eros, suspect Friends to
be ‘stuck-up prigs who think themselves too good for
us’. Of course this is the voice of Envy. But Envy always
brings the truest charge, or the charge nearest to the truth,
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that she can think up; it hurts more. This charge, there-
fore, will have to be considered.

Finally, we must notice that Friendship is very rarely
the image under which Scripture represents the love
between God and Man. It is not entirely neglected; but
far more often, seeking a symbol for the highest love of
all, Scripture ignores this seemingly almost angelic rela-
tion and plunges into the depth of what is most natural
and instinctive. Affection is taken as the image when God
is represented as our Father; Eros, when Christ is repre-
sented as the Bridegroom of the Church.

Let us begin with the suspicions of those in Authority.
I think there is a ground for them and that a consider-

ation of this ground brings something important to light.

Friendship, I have said, is born at the moment when one
man says to another “What! You too? I thought that no
one but myself . . " But the common taste or vision or
point of view which is thus discovered need not always
be a nice one. From such a moment art, or philosophy, or
an advance in religion or morals might well take their rise;
but why not also torture, cannibalism, or human sacrifice?
Surely most of us have experienced the ambivalent nature
of such moments in our own youth? It was wonderful
when we first met someone who cared for our favourite

poet. What we had hardly understood before now took
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clear shape. What we had been half ashamed of we now
freely acknowledged. But it was no less delightful when
we first met someone who shared with us a secret evil. This
too became far more palpable and explicit; of this too, we
ceased to be ashamed. Even now, at whatever age, we all
know the perilous charm of a shared hatred or grievance.
(It is difficult not to hail as a Friend the only other man
in College who really sees the faults of the Sub-Warden).
Alone among unsympathetic companions, I hold cer-
tain views and standards timidly, half ashamed to avow
them and half doubtful if they can after all be right. Put
me back among my Friends and in half an hour—in
ten minutes—these same views and standards become
once more indisputable. The opinion of this little circle,
while I am in it, outweighs that of a thousand outsiders:
as Friendship strengthens, it will do this even when my
Friends are far away. For we all wish to be judged by our
peers, by the men ‘after our own heart’. Only they really
know our mind and only they judge it by standards we
fully acknowledge. Theirs is the praise we really covet
and the blame we really dread. The little pockets of early
Christians survived because they cared exclusively for the
love of ‘the brethren’ and stopped their ears to the opin-
ion of the Pagan society all round them. But a circle of

criminals, cranks, or perverts survives in just the same
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way; by becoming deaf to the opinion of the outer world,
by discounting it as the chatter of outsiders who ‘don’t
understand’, of the ‘conventional’, ‘the bourgeois’, the
‘Establishment’, of prigs, prudes, and humbugs.

It is therefore easy to see why Authority frowns on
Friendship. Every real Friendship is a sort of secession,
even a rebellion. It may be a rebellion of serious thinkers
against accepted clap-trap or of faddists against accepted
good sense; of real artists against popular ugliness or of
charlatans against civilised taste; of good men against the
badness of society or of bad men against its goodness.
Whichever it is, it will be unwelcome to Top People. In
each knot of Friends there is a sectional ‘public opinion’
which fortifies its members against the public opinion of
the community in general. Each therefore is a pocket of
potential resistance. Men who have real Friends are less
easy to manage or ‘get at’; harder for good Authorities
to correct or for bad Authorities to corrupt. Hence if our
masters, by force or by propaganda about “Togetherness’
or by unobtrusively making privacy and unplanned lei-
sure impossible, ever succeed in producing a world where
all are Companions and none are Friends, they will have
removed certain dangers, and will also have taken from us
what is almost our strongest safeguard against complete

servitude.
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But the dangers are perfectly real. Friendship (as the
ancients saw) can be a school of virtue; but also (as they
did not see) a school of vice. It is ambivalent. It makes
good men better and bad men worse. It would be a waste
of time to elaborate the point. What concerns us is not to
expatiate on the badness of bad Friendships but to become
aware of the possible danger in good ones. This love, like
the other natural loves, has its congenital liability to a par-
ticular disease.

It will be obvious that the element of secession, of indif-
ference or deafness (at least on some matters) to the voices
of the outer world, is common to all Friendships, whether
good, bad, or merely innocuous. Even if the common
ground of the Friendship is nothing more momentous than
stamp-collecting, the circle rightly and inevitably ignores
the views of the millions who think it a silly occupation
and of the thousands who have merely dabbled in it. The
founders of meteorology rightly and inevitably ignored
the views of the millions who still attributed storms to
witchcraft. There is no offence in this. As I know that I
should be an Outsider to a circle of golfers, mathemati-
cians, or motorists, so I claim the equal right of regarding
them as Outsiders to mine. People who bore one another
should meet seldom; people who interest one another,

often.
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The danger is that this partial indifference or deafness
to outside opinion, justified and necessary though it is,
may lead to a wholesale indifference or deafness. The most
spectacular instances of this can be seen not in a circle of
friends but in a Theocratic or aristocratic class. We know
what the Priests in Our Lord’s time thought of the com-
mon people. The Knights in Froissart’s chronicles had
neither sympathy nor mercy for the ‘outsiders’, the churls
or peasantry. But this deplorable indifference was very
closely intertwined with a good quality. They really had,
among themselves, a very high standard of valour, gener-
osity, courtesy, and honour. This standard the cautious,
close-fisted churl would have thought merely silly. The
Knights, in maintaining it, were, and had to be, wholly
indifferent to his views. They ‘didn’t give a damn’ what
he thought. If they had, our own standard today would
be the poorer and the coarser for it. But the habit of ‘not
giving a damn’ grows on a class. To discount the voice of
the peasant where it really ought to be discounted makes
it easier to discount his voice when he cries for justice or
mercy. The partial deafness which is noble and necessary
encourages the wholesale deafness which is arrogant and
inhuman.

A circle of friends cannot of course oppress the outer

world as a powerful social class can. But it is subject, on its
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own scale, to the same danger. It can come to treat as ‘out-
siders’ in a general (and derogatory) sense those who were
quite properly outsiders for a particular purpose. Thus,
like an aristocracy, it can create around it a vacuum across
which no voice will carry. The literary or artistic circle
which began by discounting, perhaps rightly, the plain
man’s ideas about literature or art may come to discount
equally his idea that they should pay their bills, cut their
nails, and behave civilly. Whatever faults the circle has—
and no circle is without them—thus become incurable.
But that is not all. The partial and defensible deafness was
based on some kind of superiority —even if it were only
a superior knowledge about stamps. The sense of supe-
riority will then get itself attached to the total deafness.

- The group will disdain as well as ignore those outside it. It

will, in effect, have turned itself into something very like a
class. A coterie is a self-appointed aristocracy.

I said above that in a good Friendship each member
often feels humility towards the rest. He sees that they are
splendid and counts himself lucky to be among them. But
unfortunately the they and them are also, from another
point of view we and #s. Thus the transition from indi-
vidual humility to corporate pride is very easy.

I am not thinking of what we should call a social or
snobbish pride: a delight in knowing, and being known to
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know, distinguished people. That is quite a different thing.
The snob wishes to attach himself to some group because
it is already regarded as an élite; friends are in danger of
coming to regard themselves as an élite because they are
already attached. We seek men after our own heart for
their own sake and are then alarmingly or delightfully sur-
prised by the feeling that we have become an aristocracy.
Not that we’d call it that. Every reader who has known
Friendship will probably feel inclined to deny with some
heat that his own circle was ever guilty of such an absur-
dity. I feel the same. But in such matters it is best not to
begin with ourselves. However it may be with us, I think
we have all recognised some such tendency in those other
circles to which we are the Outsiders.

I was once at some kind of conference where two clergy-
men, obviously close friends, began talking about “uncre-
ated energies’ other than God. I asked how there could be
any uncreated things except God if the Creed was right
in calling Him the ‘maker of all things visible and invis-
ible’. Their reply was to glance at one another and laugh. I
had no objection to their laughter, but I wanted an answer
in words as well. It was not at all a sneering or unpleas-
ant laugh. It expressed very much what Americans would
express by saying ‘Isn’t he cute?’ It was like the laughter
of jolly grown-ups when an enfant terrible asks the sort
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of question that is never asked. You can hardly imagine
how inoffensively it was done, nor how clearly it con-
veyed the impression that they were fully aware of living
habitually on a higher plane than the rest of us, that they
came among us as Knights among churls or as grown-ups
among children. Very possibly they had an answer to my
question and knew that I was too ignorant to follow it.
If they had said in so many words, ‘I’m afraid it would
take too long to explain,’ I would not be attributing to
them the pride of Friendship. The glance and the laugh are
the real point—the audible and visible embodiment of a
corporate superiority taken for granted and unconcealed.
The almost complete inoffensiveness, the absence of any
apparent wish to wound or exult (they were very nice
young men) really underline the Olympian attitude. Here
was a sense of superiority so secure that it could afford to
be tolerant, urbane, unemphatic.

This sense of corporate superiority is not always
Olympian; that is, tranquil and tolerant. It may be Titanic;
restive, militant, and embittered. Another time, when I
had been addressing an undergraduate society and some
discussion (very properly) followed my paper, a young
man with an expression as tense as that of a rodent so dealt
with me that I had to say, ‘Look, sir. Twice in the last five

minutes you have as good as called me a liar. If you cannot
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discuss a question of criticism without that kind of thing
I must leave.” I expected he would do one of two things;
lose his temper and redouble his insults, or else blush and
apologise. The startling thing is that he did neither. No
new perturbation was added to the habitual malaise of his
expression. He did not repeat the Lie Direct; but apart
from that he went on just as before. One had come up
against an iron curtain. He was forearmed against the risk
of any strictly personal relation, either friendly or hostile,
with such as me. Behind this, almost certainly, there lies a
circle of the Titanic sort—self-dubbed Knights Templars
perpetually in arms to defend a critical Baphomet. We—
who are they to them—do not exist as persons at all. We
are specimens; specimens of various Age Groups, Types,
Climates of Opinion, or Interests, to be exterminated.
Deprived of one weapon, they coolly take up another.
They are not, in the ordinary human sense, meeting us at
all; they are merely doing a job of work—spraying (I have
heard one use that image) insecticide.

My two nice young clergymen and my not so nice
Rodent were on a high intellectual level. So were that
famous set who in Edwardian times reached the sublime
fatuity of calling themselves ‘the Souls’. But the same feel-
ing of corporate superiority can possess a group of much

more commonplace friends. It will then be flaunted in a
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cruder way. We have all seen this done by the ‘old hands’
at school talking in the presence of a new boy, or two
Regulars in the Army talking before a “Temporary’; some-
times by very loud and vulgar friends to impress mere
strangers in a bar or a railway carriage. Such people talk
very intimately and esoterically in order to be overheard.
Everyone who is not in the circle must be shown that he
is not in it. Indeed the Friendship may be ‘about’ almost
nothing except the fact that it excludes. In speaking to an
Outsider each member of it delights to mention the oth-
ers by their Christian names or nicknames; not although,
but because, the Outsider won’t know who he means. A
man I once knew was even subtler. He simply referred to
his friends as if we all knew, certainly ought to know, who
they were. “As Richard Button once said to me . . ., he
would begin. We were all very young. We never dared to
admit that we hadn’t heard of Richard Button. It seemed
so obvious that to everyone who was anyone he must be
a household word; ‘not to know him argued ourselves
unknown.” Only much later did we come to realise that
no one else had heard of him either. (Indeed I now have a
suspicion that some of these Richard Buttons, Hezekiah
Cromwells, and Eleanor Forsyths had no more existence
than Mrs Harris. But for a year or so we were completely
over-awed.)
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We can thus detect the pride of Friendship —whether
Olympian, Titanic, or merely vulgar—in many circles
of Friends. It would be rash to assume that our own is
safe from its danger; for of course it is in our own that
we should be slowest to recognise it. The danger of such
pride is indeed almost inseparable from Friendly love.
Friendship must exclude. From the innocent and neces-
sary act of excluding to the spirit of exclusiveness is an
easy step; and thence to the degrading pleasure of exclu-
siveness. If that is once admitted the downward slope
will grow rapidly steeper. We may never perhaps become
Titans or plain cads; we might—which is in some ways
worse—become ‘Souls’. The common vision which first
brought us together may fade quite away. We shall be a
coterie that exists for the sake of being a coterie; a little
self-elected (and therefore absurd) aristocracy, basking in
the moonshine of our collective self-approval.

Sometimes a circle in this condition begins to dabble in
the world of practise. Judiciously enlarging itself to admit
recruits whose share in the original common interest is
negligible but who are felt to be (in some undefined sense)
‘sound men’, it becomes a power in the land. Membership
of it comes to have a sort of political importance, though
the politics involved may be only those of a regiment, a col-

lege, or a cathedral close. The manipulation of committees,
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the capture of jobs (for sound men), and the united front
against the Have-nots now become its principal occupa-
tion, and those who once met to talk about God or poetry
now meet to talk about lectureships or livings. Notice the
justice of their doom. ‘Dust thou art and unto dust shalt
thou return,’ said God to Adam. In a circle which has thus
dwindled into a coven of wanglers Friendship has sunk
back again into the mere practical Companionship which
was its matrix. They are now the same sort of body as the
primitive horde of hunters. Hunters, indeed, is precisely
what they are; and not the kind of hunters I most respect.

The mass of the people, who are never quite right, are
never quite wrong. They are hopelessly mistaken in their
belief that every knot of friends came into existence for
the sake of the pleasures of conceit and superiority. They
are, I trust, mistaken in their belief that every Friendship
actually indulges in these pleasures. But they would seem
to be right in diagnosing pride as the danger to which
Friendships are naturally liable. Just because this is the
most spiritual of loves the danger which besets it is spiri-
tual too. Friendship is even, if you like, angelic. But man
needs to be triply protected by humility if he is to eat the
bread of angels without risk.

Perhaps we may now hazard a guess why Scripture uses

Friendship so rarely as an image of the highest love. Tt
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is already, in actual fact, too spiritual to be a good sym-
bol of Spiritual things. The highest does not stand with-
out the lowest. God can safely represent Himself to us as
Father and Husband because only a lunatic would think
that He is physically our sire or that His marriage with
the Church is other than mystical. But if Friendship were
used for this purpose we might mistake the symbol for
the thing symbolised. The danger inherent in it would be
aggravated. We might be further encouraged to mistake
that nearness (by resemblance) to the heavenly life which
Friendship certainly displays for a nearness of approach.
Friendship, then, like the other natural loves, 1s unable
to save itself. In reality, because it is spiritual and therefore
faces a subtler enemy, it must, even more whole-heartedly
than they, invoke the divine protection if it hopes to
remain sweet. For consider how narrow its true path is. It
must not become what the people call a ‘mutual admira-
tion society’; yet if it is not full of mutual admiration, of
Appreciative love, it is not Friendship at all. For unless our
lives are to be miserably impoverished it must be for us in
our Friendships as it was for Christiana and her party in

The Pilgrim’s Progress:

They seemed to be a terror one to the other,
for that they could not see that glory each one
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on herself which they could see in each other.
Now therefore they began to esteem each other
better than themselves. For you are fairer than
I am, said one; and you are more comely than I

am, said another.

There is in the long run only one way in which we can
taste this illustrious experience with safety. And Bunyan
has indicated it in the same passage. It was in the House
of the Interpreter, after they had been bathed, sealed, and
freshly clothed in ‘“White Raiment’ that the women saw
one another in this light. If we remember the bathing,
sealing, and robing, we shall be safe. And the higher the
common ground of the Friendship is, the more necessary
the remembrance. In an explicitly religious Friendship,
above all, to forget it would be fatal.

For then it will seem to us that we—we four or five—
have chosen one another, the insight of each finding the
intrinsic beauty of the rest, like to like, a voluntary nobil-
ity; that we have ascended above the rest of mankind by
our native powers. The other loves do not invite the same
illusion. Affection obviously requires kinships or at least
proximities which never depended on our own choice.
And as for Eros, half the love songs and half the love

poems in the world will tell you that the Beloved is your
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fate or destiny, no more your choice than a thunderbolt,
for ‘it is not in our power to love or hate’. Cupid’s archery,
genes—anything but ourselves. But in Friendship, being
free of all that, we think we have chosen our peers. In
reality, a few years’ difference in the dates of our births, a
few more miles between certain houses, the choice of one
university instead of another, posting to different regi-
ments, the accident of a topic being raised or not raised at
a first meeting—any of these chances might have kept us
apart. But, for a Christian, there are, strictly speaking, no
chances. A secret Master of the Ceremonies has been at
work. Christ, who said to the disciples, “Ye have not chosen
me, but I have chosen you,” can truly say to every group
of Christian friends, “You have not chosen one another
but I have chosen you for one another.” The Friendship
is not a reward for our discrimination and good taste in
finding one another out. It is the instrument by which
God reveals to each the beauties of all the others. They
are no greater than the beauties of a thousand other men;
by Friendship God opens our eyes to them. They are,
like all beauties, derived from Him, and then, in a good
Friendship, increased by Him through the Friendship
itself, so that it is His instrument for creating as well as for
revealing. At this feast it is He who has spread the board
and it is He who has chosen the guests. It is He, we may
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dare to hope, who sometimes does, and always should,
preside. Let us not reckon without our Host.

Not that we must always partake of it solemnly. ‘God
who made good laughter’ forbid. It is one of the diffi-
cult and delightful subtleties of life that we must deeply
acknowledge certain things to be serious and yet retain
the power and will to treat them often as lightly as a game.
But there will be a time for saying more about this in the

next chapter. For the moment I will only quote Dunbar’s
beautifully balanced advice:

Man, please thy Maker, and be merry,
And give not for this world a cherry.
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