Canterbury 4. 6. 1893
Abide in me
For the last week or two, the Christian Church, by feast and by fact, has been reminding itself of the
bitter and tragic end and the glorious triumph of its founder. It has been passing with him, in form at
least, from that upper room in Jerusalem into the darkness of Gethsemane, from thence to the brow
of Cavalry where ignominious death ended his mission. It has followed him to the tomb, it has
rejoiced in his resurrection, its organs and voices have pealed in enraptured gladness when at the
end of these days, when the great work of atonement had been completed and he had been
received back into the bosom of his Father. In form at least they have done this; with candle and
cross and vestment and hood, with bowed head and knee, after much training and after many
rehearsals. And this world of sorrow and suffering, of poor men and women, so many bearing their
own burdens – burdens too heavy for any one human soul – this world of evil and injustice, of lipservice religions of respectability; this world which Christ would have loved for the sake of its poor
who wanted help, and would have prayed for; for the sake of its weak ones who wanted strength –
this world rolls round and round and scarce breath of Christ’s Christianity wafts peace and joy across
it. Let us stand apart and see men pass before us. They come class upon class badged with tokens of
the various social strata to which they belong. Look ye amongst them for the bonds of a common
humanity – that bond which unites the highest to the lowest and makes both higher – try, and find
this all-uniting Christian love, a spiritual abandon of earthly things which are fleeting though
tempting, for ideal things which are abiding though sober, and do you find them? Classes we find,
churches we find, sects we find – armies of these pass before us. But the Disciples of Christ are still
few. Many men and women pass after a great banner inscribed ‘Followers of Christ’. But the banner
was made by their own hands and these followers draw their skirts close about them and step aside
when the true disciples come near. When in this way we withdraw ourselves from the world to listen
to Christ himself and to see him as he actually was in Galilee and Judea near 19 hundred years ago,
what a different estimate do we get of him from that which present day Christianity gives. In him we
see a man intensely human, a hater of sham and hypocrisy; a man who more than any other loved
his fellows; for whom there were no rich or poor. In him we see a soul which saw beyond the
confines of the present, who led men from Judaism to Humanism, a soul whose magic influences
drew Matthew from his money table and John from his fishing, that made Pilate tremble on his
judgement seat and worked on men’s minds miraculous wonders. In him we see that noble
combination of poverty and service of the highest, which is an altar upon which every human soul
must bow in reverence. In all the vicissitudes of life which overtake us, in this one man’s story there
is something to cheer and encourage us. He is our elder brother. His example can never become
antiquated. Must we here forsake him. Ere he was long dead, devoted followers told each other
their experiences of him and some wrote them down, but the mind of the astounded followers
deified the master, such a man they well believed, could not be human. His acts were unusual, his
sayings were new, but unusual and new as they were, the soul readily accepted them as true, and
was glad. For they opened new vistas, and new actions for it. What man ever touched men as this?
Such sympathetic contact with the human soul could only be made one specially sent by him of
whom the human soul is a part, they thought. Then the youthful simplicity and religious fervour
faded from the face of the church as it became strong, as politicians patronised it, as craft entered
the hearts of those who sat in its high places. Conventions of Schismatic persecutors met from time
to time. They issued their decrees in the name of God and of Christ. They gave the church a dogma,
and Christ a particular relationship to God. Since then Christ has become less and less real to us. It
has become more and more difficult for us to place ourselves at his feet, to catch the meaning of his
words, to feel his presence.

This morning let us protest against the abandonment of Christ. We, who to many are outcast from
the Pale of Christianity, we must not abandon Christ. Since his time, many have lived who have had
devoted followers, who have lived lovely lives and have left a beautiful creed of practical ethics
behind them; but no one has ever so moved the hearts of men to ensnare them to produce such an
artistic work as the gospels. So simple, so true, so humane, so eternally fresh. To a few obscure men
Christ made the ideal so real that we now inherit a piece of literature which, for its chaste
naturalness and strength of appeal to the permanent elements in human nature is unrivalled. If one
is to rise in our own midst to wield into one all the conflicting passions, all the surging discontent, all
the mad fears, all the glowing hopes that are now in men so that they may be directed to the good
of humanity, that man will give much to Christ, he must have the spirit of Christ in him.
When Christ toiled in the Carpenter’s shop in Nazareth the world was sinking into chaos and was yet
struggling to leap into new life. The elaborate ritual and multiplicity of gods by which Paganism
sought to satisfy the religious sentiment in men were losing their power; the rulers in the countries
terrified lest the loss of faith should result in social disruption, persecuted those who spoke lightly of
the gods. Rome was consolidated, but on that very consolidation, the faith of the Romans declined.
It was the day of the sceptics in philosophy. In Judaism there was a strong movement of a religious
nature. The Israelite mind was filled with the presentiment of a coming Messiah. The aged Simeon
who we are told, held Christ in his arms and blessed him, was one of many who haunted the Temple
courts fasting and praying that they might not die until this immanent event should happen. Christ
came when hope and despair filled men’s minds; hope of they knew not what – despair of the things
that are. Today our minds are filled with hope and despair. The men and women of fine feeling are
pessimist, and yet refuse to believe that the world will always be shrouded in darkness. A negative
scepticism has destroyed many of our old beliefs; analytical reason declared that in desolation there
was peace. But no sooner did our minds throw down the structures it contained than it felt the void
left, and knew how impossible it was to have part of itself waste. In our haste to build anew and to
systematise life we give ear unto many strange new ideas. Man lives by faith. Do you doubt? Try and
live without it. Enquire into the history of the world and particularly those epochs when men lived
best. The revolt against faith is not itself but because it has unfortunately been pitted by ignorant
men against reason. So whilst we are pessimistic we are faithful; we too are conscious of an
imminent event about to happen, fraught with important issues in the development of humanity.

And how is the new religion which is to unite the warring elements to come? Political
economy won’t do it. Politics won’t do it. Class interests won’t do it. Nor will any process of
mere negativism do it. The principles of a saving humanity must be presented to men’s
minds, the fleeting nature of mere wealth and show must be demonstrated, the loveliness
of humility must be appreciated. Men must be aware of the truth in Christ’s saying that the
mere saving of a life is losing it, and that the losing of it in a good cause is the saving of it.
The new teacher must in the new circumstances do as Christ did – spiritualize man. An
enormous work but not impossible, for that which is in accordance with men’s human
instincts, which are the most permanent elements in the character of the race can never be
called impossible. And how is this to be spread? As Christ’s Gospel spread. When Christ
taught, he gave only one sanction for taking up his cross and following him, he gave but one
reason why men should be like himself. In following him, man realised himself. Within every
breast there is a desire to live better than we do. We have all our ideal which is prompting
us to do something – to become artists in fact- to paint pictures of beauty, to write true
thoughts, to live nobly; for he who lives well is as much an artist as he who paints well and

writes truly. As our art expresses with more truth and definiteness the spirit of our ideal, so
do we love our art more, so do we work better, so do we become more devoted followers.
This is our justification for work, this is our incentive to more work, that the work we are
doing is a work of self-realization. Thai what we know when a kind word thrills us, when we
bring a smile to the face of a fellow man, when we lighten the load on a human shoulder.
That is what Carlyle was thinking of when in his rough and rugged and yet powerful way he
declared: “I too could now say to myself: Be no longer a chaos but a world or even world
kin. Produce! Produce! Were it but for the pitifullest, infinitesimal fraction of a product,
produce it in God’s name! Tis the utmost thou hast in thee: out with it then! Up! Up!
Whatsoever thy hand findest to do, do it with thy whole might!” This was the work of Christ.
So this is how the new unifying principle will come. Men will live it before they profess it as
a creed; for spiritual impulses lead to action before the intellect seizes upon it and analyses
and coordinates it. Already it has begun, some are trying not only to believe but to do. And
no example is so inspiring as that of Christ. Defenders of the old beliefs tell us that this is too
intellectual and that the poor can never be moved by this creed. But an intellectual creeds
when devotedly lived out becomes a work of art. As those who do not understand the
technique of music do nevertheless appreciate a fine passage; so those who cannot grasp
intellectual creeds can nevertheless feel an attraction to a noble life, a lofty purpose, a good
man, and after all it is the life, the purpose, the man that is important in the spread of new
ideals and new religious impulses. Do not let us imagine that any artificial connection with the
supernatural will intensify in the human mind the agony of that hour. When the soul which would
rise to its ideal sunk back upon earth, panting, beaten, exhausted, demoralized; and yet would
struggle against earthy bonds.

When nineteen centuries ago the man came who was to make the new religion of
humanity possible, he came from an ancient stock, his birth in Bethlehem and his kinship
with David being a fiction for which the early writers are responsible. He came from no seat
of learning, no great centre of life and activity. Nazareth is not mentioned in the Old
Testament at all, and its importance at the time may be gathered from the fact that
Josephus does not once refer to it. So now, the new impulse is amongst the poor. When we
read in our papers that this leader or that is ignorant and uneducated, let us remember that
Christ actually did not know how the Roman Empire stood outside his own country; that he
knew nothing of the philosophies of Alexandria, nor even much of the sect creeds of his own
countrymen. The strength of Christ as we now see it did not lie in the fervour of his political
appeal to which much of John the Baptist’s is supposed to be due; not in the completeness
of the philosophy which he taught, nor the subtlety of his metaphysic; not in any worldly
wise method of propaganda. He felt keenly; the world of idea; the world of spirit was much
more real to him than the world around him. He was a revolutionary reformer. Forms, laws,
customs, traditions were as nothing to him. Beyond them all in importance was man
himself, in his relationships to the highest - and that highest was not the existence in the
Messianic Kingdom which the Pharisees had hoped for, nor in a world of spirits which was
taught by the Greek philosophers of the time, but the highest which man feels moving
within himself when he rises to clear moral atmosphere. When the Pharisees tried to
embarrass him by asking for a sign by which they might know that the Kingdom of God was

at hand – “The Kingdom of God cometh not after observation”, said the master “The
Kingdom of God is within you. “Christ’s strength is in that simple yearning after goodness
which made him the friend of women, the oppressed and children, after an innocence which
knows no guile; after an existence in which the cruelties of society shall not intensify the
struggle which all men have to bear because of their moral nature; after a faith which shall
look with radiant, hopeful face out into the world. After all, is that not what all are longing
for now? Christ’s Gospel gave man’s conscience peace, it did not satisfy his intellect. It was a
gospel of doing, not of believing, and only when masters led in the church did it lose this
character.
It is only when we regard Christ’s work and teaching as those of a man ruled by his soul do
we enter into sympathy with them. A It is only when Christ’s life is taken as an illustration of
the life of a man to whom the ideal is real that we know the meaning of “the Son of Man”,
“the Elder Brother”. What doubting honest soul is not cheered by living itself, by the
carpenter, the son of Mary, the village boy; the teacher who, in all humility came to John,
yet the man whom the sick saw and were healed, the lame and they walked, the blind and
they received sight; whose memory made a small body stronger than Rome, wiser than the
Alexandrians, braver than arena fighters; whose name is mightier than any kings that has
ever lived.
From the mountains and fields by Nazareth he gathered those human feelings which find
expression in the gospels. Power he despised; usury he condemned; artificiality he
abhorred. To the great and mighty he had no flattering words. Nowhere do we find him
inculcating creeds, nowhere uttering cruel judgements, to believe which men had to annul
their reason or blunt their humanity. His gospel was from the heart, and a subtle sympathy
rendered that gospel, the gospel that men were then seeking and shall always seek. Then if
we are perplexed with the subtle intricacies of modern times, with the puzzles of modern
thought, with the small place which the individual now seems to occupy in the whole, with
the vast mass of inertia with which the shoulders of the living man is burdened, let us take
up the gospels and read of Christ.
His life and the history of his followers form one gigantic example of the power of the soul.
The prejudices of the world are strong but a man’s soul is stronger. That which within you
points out the true way, if listened to and followed will make you invulnerable against the
powers of the world. No man lives truly who has no care for the world in which he lives, but
neither can he so live if he continually consider the worldly results of his action. We must be
of our time and yet beyond it. Through whatever work we now do let us take care that the
light of a perfect humanity shines. That is consulting the soul in our work. And if we are
troubled with the impossibly ideal, as we imagine it to be, Christ will tell us how truly the
poet spoke who said:
‘And what is our failure here but a triumph’s evidence
For the fullness of the days? Have we withered or agonised?
Why else was the pause prolonged but that singing might issue keener
Why rushed the discords in but that harmony should be prized?
When I say that the soul; is stronger than the world, I do not mean that to the individual the

ideal will always come. That would be a smug travesty, a silly optimism, a mad dream. Into
that cloud within which Christ’s life ended, we mortals enter still for comfort. The Blue
Mountains, the flowery meadows, the secluded villages of Galilee where calm, beauty and
reposeful life spoke to the soul of the man and awakened in him visions of a humanity
beautiful in their beauty, calm in their calm, can never shut out the garden of Gethsemane
with that cry for an enduring faith, with that blood sweat struggle with doubt. When two
years before, Christ had entered upon his work and when in the solitude of the mountains
old beliefs, family ties, worldly enticements came to him urging that he should pause and go
back to his house and take the world as he found it, his strong faith looked upon this as
mere temptations, something that was not himself. He told them to go behind him, and
then angels came and ministered unto him. That was the morning. The world seemed fresh
and inviting. Everything was fair and promising. In the youth of its own life, his soul knew no
fear. It bounded in confidence, it longed to be free; it went forth. The heat of the day came,
as the afternoon wore on. Twilight gathered round him. Still there was much to do. The evil
of the world grew thicker and ranker than that young soul had imagined. The path that was
to lead to heaven seemingly led to hell. And the thought to come was the work acceptable.
The struggle now was against no outside power for evil. It was too bitter for that. The inner
fabric had broken down. And so in the evening of his day do we find him in the garden
praying “Abba, Father take away this cup from me.” He was going down to death with his
hopes unfulfilled, with his faith shaken, with his work not firmly established. The darkness of
the garden was but the darkness of his own soul. He was forsaken. His demons were not
around him, they were in him. He had not only now to resist them. He had to cast them out.
Before him there lay now no pleasing and sunny prospect, no hope. No landscape of peace
and beauty spoke to him, no vision of coming bliss strengthened him. Death, black as night,
lay before him. The gleams of light which flitted through it owing to the messianic
prophecies which he had apparently brought himself to identify himself, gave little
consolation in this hour. He could only hear the feet of his betrayer and the breathing of his
worn out disciples in sleep. And so must we have our Gethsemanes. All earnest minds must
have them. In the life of Mazzini’s, so much like Christ’s in many respects, there is no crisis
which so truly reveals the greatness of the man than that spiritual trial which he went
through when he first came to England. The change of scene and the accumulation of
deprivation and misfortune made him susceptible to the horrors of doubt. Had he done
right to encourage men to sacrifice everything in this struggle? “I felt myself a criminal” he
says – “conscious of guilt yet incapable of expiation. The forms of those shot at Alexandria
and Chambray rose up, rose up before me like the phantom of a crime and its unavailing
remorse. I could not recall them to life. How many mothers I had caused to weep! Should I
persist in the attempt to rouse the youth of Italy to noble action, to awaken in them the
yearning for a common country? And if that country were indeed an illusion?” he was on
the verge of madness as these thoughts possessed him. He thought of ending all by suicide.
But his soul prevailed. Serenity returned to him. Mazzine pursued his way. Italy was freed
and united. Only by thinking of such men’s life’s can we live our own well. Only by living in
them can we realise the best in ourselves. They are the spirits of the dead and the souls of
men, watching over us and keeping us safe. To us, the heirs of these souls, there is a light
stealing through the shadows of the garden. Our vision is not bounded by the judgement

seat of Pilate, by the brutality of the common hall, by the horrors of Cavalry, by the darkness
of Joseph’s tomb. We see beyond them all. Christ has risen. Christ has ascended. To Christ
belongs that which is eternal. Why grovel over disputed terms in Greek, why consumed
ourselves in disputations on obscure passages in history, why quarrel about what is
reported to have been said by Christ? What if Christ convinced himself that he was to lie but
three days in the tomb and rise in the body and go to Galilee? Does it matter much as part of a
saving faith whether he did or not? Suppose he did not. Suppose his appearance to his disciples is to
be explained on lines that make it a delusion? He but identified the idea which filled him so much,
with his own body. He but yielded to beliefs that were generally held concerning the Messiah. That
mission which Christ was fulfilling he felt could not end with his betrayal. It was eternal as truth. It
appeared to him that he was bur stepping over the threshold of the new being which it made
possible. Against its pulsing vitality, what was the death of the body? To his mind there was more
mystery and impossibility in his lying in the tomb and being forgotten than in his rising from the
dead. How can a man feel that it is impossible that there should be a resurrection whose soul still
pants to be up and doing, who is filled with love, who identifies with humanity, who has never
thought of himself during his whole life? And particularly a man who, like Christ has lived in
simplicity and humility. In this day of what we call knowledge we are inclined to sneer at such a selfdeceiver, but the historical spirit which scientific investigation has given us has taught us to judge
men in their circumstances, and is making it impossible that we should commit the mistake of
judging the heroes of one century by the moral standards of another. A confusion of thought on
Christ’s part, aided by the expropriation which follows on tales of wonder being handed down from
mouth to mouth, and more particularly by the evil designs of potentates into whose hands after
three centuries the government of the Church fell, has given us this unbelievable dogma of the
personal resurrection and ascension. To the reverent soul to whom belief in a literal resurrection
and ascension is impossible, these last recorded episodes in Christ’s work has yet a glorious meaning
ln the resurrection and ascension we see the triumph of ideas, we learn that the soul is not the body,
that man’s mission did not end with his life. It suggests to us that wide world of influence we can all
file through though our feet may never have trod it. In the life of ideas, the death of the body is a
mere incident. For a time we sail the stream of humanity clad in flesh and blood, but our course in
that stream is thus but begun. The unions which we make by love, the tendencies which we start by
faith – these are not subject to the accidents which befall the body. To give him fervour and energy
and trust we may say to the man of the nineteenth century, baffled and disconsolate in a world
which seems to receive him not; as it was said for a like purpose to the saint of the twelfth “Christ
has risen.” Christ has risen and has ascended. The truth in an idea has conquered the error in the
world. But when remembering that that is so and must always be so, we sing praises and are glad we
must not relax our efforts as Christ did not relax his. The triumphant song of the Ascension is for the
pilgrim not for the lazy; for the warrior, not for him who is taking his ease, for the worker, not for the
idle; for him who is living, not for the dead. When it dies away in the heavens, the voice of the angels
do not reply: “All things are finished, Salvation is complete; men are saved.” But: “Work out your
own salvation in fear and trembling – work and pray.”
Tears for a departed friend, the tender memories that hover over someone who is gone, that is
resurrection; and when these tears and memories result in doing – that is ascension. A dreamer
dreamt that she was in great distress because denied eternal life. And in her dreams she ascended to
heaven and prayed God that she might not die. God asked if she was so pure that in her name a
mother might bless her child. And she went away sorrowful. And as she went down from heaven she
saw that the road was strewn thick with thorns and that many worn out toilers were struggling over
it. She began to help to clear the way, and took the old by the hand and carried the young up to

heaven. Then a yearning for everlasting life again came over her and she ventured once more into
the presence of God. Again God asked this question. She replied not but remained at his feet. And
God lifted her up. “You have your desire,” said God, “you will have eternal life. In your name shall a
mother bless her child” And the sleeper awoke and cheerfully began to clear the thorns away from
life.
Christ is risen, for he loved and worked, and if we should abide in him, we too must love and work. It
is no belief in a given cosmogony, no trust in a certain order of the universe that will raise men from
the grave into a new life. Christ never taught that. That is the invention of man. Let us love, let us
work, that is our mission, however we may fulfil it in detail. A true love and an honest work are
indispensable ass the heavens, they are handed down from age to age humanity; upon them men
rise to the eternal.
Earth changes, but the soul and God stand sure.

