
E X P E R I E N C E  A N D  
D I S C E R N M E N T  

By G E O R G E  E A R L E  

I 
T'S A wonderful morning. I am looking out of the window across 
a tennis court. The sun catches the bark of five very different 
silver birches and shows up the intricate tracery of their tiny 
branches. There is frost on the grass. The sound of children in a 

nearby playground brings back the house - only yards down the 
road - where I lived in the 'thirties. A train rumbles under the house 
on its way from St Pancras to St Albans, Luton, Leicester, Derby, 
Nottingham and Sheffield. The  traffic is a continuous buzz out of 
which I hear the occasional cry of a single lorry or car. A dog is 
barking. An aeroplane passes overhead. The warmth in my room, 
the pipe in my mouth, the aftertaste of a cup of coffee give me a 
sense of well-being. The prospect of writing, of wrestling with 
thoughts and words, is exciting. But how is this article going to 
turn out? And shall I be able to edit the April number of The Way 
and fit in all the other things that have to be done before Christmas? 
I am alone, but  very conscious of other people: voices I can hear; 
those who are in the house at the moment;  those who are expected 
back soon; the people I bear in mind when I write; those who will 
be in touch by 'phone or letter in the next few hours; and all the 
people who come crowding in at Christmas. Not far below the 
surface are fathomless pools of anxiety and fear. I know that I am 
over fifty; that memory, energy, confidence and firmness of tread 
and purpose are failing; a sense of inadequacy heightened by 
uncertainty about new tasks ahead; legitimate and well-rehearsed 
questions about  my work, my community, my life as priest and 
religious, the Church, the nation, the world. Am I taking my respon- 
sibilities too seriously or not seriously enough? At least I don't  have 
to cook the supper this evening; that's a relief. 

Just  five minutes of experience on an ordinary morning; and in 
another five minutes there could have been flashes of irritation and 
anger, barriers of frustration, sagging moments of despondency, 
weariness, doubt  or guilt, soaring waves of affection and enjoyment. 
I f  I take experience as the code word for all that happens to me, 
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then I am baffled by the sheer inconsequential complexity of this 
stream of consciousness, which flows through the being that stretches 
from my head to my toes, from the forgotten cradle to the unknown 
grave, and is tied by a millior~ threads to my fellow creatures. I 
notice in passing that I do not often feel hungry or cold or  worry 
over much about sickness and old age, which, in spite of my 
profession of poverty, places me among the privileged few. This 
makes me uncomfortable. 

I sometimes talk as though experience were a series of simple 
waves, which I subsequently weave in to  complicated patterns. 
Let life flow over you! Let it just happen! Let go and register the 
impressions! But experience is not solely something that happens 
to me; it happens in me. It is true that I possess, and constantly 
use, a host of elaborate mechanisms. To mention two which I am 
using at this moment:  my memory, my brain,  my eyes are taking 
in that tennis court and I am telling yon what I can see; my fingers 
are using this typewriter to express my thoughts. But it is false to 
think of experience as a happening and myself as a passive recipient. 
My experience includes the active assimilation by these elaborate 
mechanisms of the raw material which is presented to me. I am con- 
stantly sifting and reorganizing this raw material. I hear the children 
shouting and their noise becomes part  of me; then I tell yon what 
this noise means to me: all interruption ill my thought and a wave 
of nostalgia. My experience is both social and individual. I strive 
to distinguish between the two and to combine them. I was given 
this article to write several months ago; the original meeting and 
plan for this issue of The Way are almost forgotten. Now I am strain- 
ing to finish a few sentences before Mass at 6.30 and to complete 
it by the deadline ill a week's time. My experience is always mingled 
with the past, lived in the present and stretching out into the 
future. I set out Ileat parcels called past, present, future and reform 
them into a past-present-future continuum, feeling the effect of 
past and future on my present. I know a dog is barking, but he is 
at the outer edge of my consciousness and means little to me com- 
pared with my friend who is sick. I am distinguishing between a 
passing impression a n d a  lasting one; between a happening that 
just  tollches the surface and one which affects a large part  of me like 
an acute and continuous pain. I know that the letter on my desk is 
summoning me to Liverpool tomorrow; the train running under the 
house does not go there; the journey is not connected with The Way. 
Some events call for deliberation, decision and action; sometimes the 
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action is appropriate and sometimes not. It  would be as foolish of me 
to think of the j ourney to Liverpool as advancing the progress of this 
article as it would be to prop up a falling building with my bare hands. 

The first lesson I learn from these simple examples is that feelings 
and experience are not exactly the same. Feelings are immediate 
psycho-physical reactions to stimuli that come from within me or 
from outside. I feel the heat of the fire, the need to light my pipe, 
the familiar accompaniment of anxiety, the weariness of having 
laboured too long, the annoyance of yet another interruption, the 
twinge in my left shoulder. Feelings are passive. I simply advert to 
them. They are an important part of my life, but  not the whole. 
I t  is just as much part  of my experience to know that the heat is 
coming from an electric fire and not from a fire in the floor boards, 
that  my  anxiety is partly habitual state and partly strengthened by 
my current situation, ttlat my weariness is understandable in the 
light of recent ill-health, my age and the fact of having gone to bed 
too late last night, that I do not have to fill my pipe. I have become 
accustomed to flashes of temper as a passing and usually manage- 
able phenomenon; and I wonder whether the pains in my shoulder 
are rkeumatism or signs of heart trouble. The  more comprehensive 
view of experience as everything that happens to me and goes on 
within me and the appreciation of the valuable, contributory, but 
partial, role of feelings in my total experience may help to put  into 
perspective tile debate between those who favour feelings and those 
who distrust them; between those who put  their whole weight 
behind the power and truth of feelings, suggesting that it is our 
judgement  that leads us astray, and those who put  their whole 
weight behind man's intellectual gifts, while warning that feelings 
often mislead. To push either side in this debate to the extremes of 
excluding head from heart or feelings from mind can only lead to a 
great impoverishment of experience and, at worst, to the lunacy of 
mindless animals or heartless computers. 

The second lesson is that the active, assimilative, organizing, 
selecting, sifting, comparing, relating and unifying aspect of my 
experience can be given another Code word: discernment. Here 
again discernment is not to be set against experience; it is more 
accurately seen as an integral and beneficial part  of my total 
experience. It  is discernment which lays hold of the mass of unrelated 
events and happenings presented by the antennae of my feelings, 
which reach down into the past and out into the universe, and then 
makes sense of them. It  is not true that events and feelings are simple 
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rustics, who talk an immediately intelligible language, and that 
discernment is the sophisticated intellectual who confuses everything. 
On the contrary, discernment picks out what is significant, creates 
order where there is chaos, gives purpose where there is aimlessness, 
sees connections where there is isolation. Take those silver birches: 
there are five of them: I can appreciate each one of them as uniquely 
different, while seeing them as a row, comparing them with other 
trees, placing them in an ever-extending setting, which takes in the 
garden, the locality, my childhood, and speculations about the 
role of this house in the future of the Church in Great Britain. Ill 
ugly philosophical language I could say that discernment is 
simultaneously individuafing and universalizingwithout confusing 
the two: each silver birch is more wonderfully itself when placed on 
this great stage. It seems curious to describe my limited meanderings 
as universal; and yet at every step I experience the need to place 
my scene into a wider one and so on to an infinity of time and space. 
If  I fail to do this I run the risk of maniacal distortion. In spite of the 
mind-spinning range of my thoughts I cannot help remembering that 
they are mine. Discernment, as part  of my experience, is essentially 
personal. This means that I possess the birch trees in the sense 
that I take them into myself and savour their elegant, fragile 
beauty for myself; but  the very elation of experiencing them includes 
gazing at them from a distance; not destroying them, but  allowing 
them to have an existence of their own, so close to and so different 
from my own. There is a resonance between two distinct creatures, 
which is called harmony. I do not merely register this harmony in a 
passive fashion. I am an active agent by entering" into it or by 
destroying it. Someone else may have planted the trees and laid 
out the garden. But for me to receive their delicate impression, to 
ponder  on them and absorb them into my patterns of thought and 
feeling, to exult in their shape and loveliness, to link them to myself 
and other creatures, to decide whether to keep them as they are or 
to root them out, I have to do the work of a creator. 

'By the mystery of this water and wine may we come to share in 
the divinity of Christ, who humbled himself to share in our human- 
ity'. Discernment, as we have described this active dimension of our 
experience, is surely the most obvious way in which we share in 
the divinity of Christ. We are, after all, created in the image of 
God our Father and Jesus is the perfect image of God. 1 I t  is not 

Gen ~, ~7; Col i, i5;.Heb I, 3. 
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surprising then that I experience this god-like uniqueness as mine 
alone and yet not separated from others; that my relationship with 
all things is personal, calling them my own and yet establishing 
them in an independent existence of their own; that I not only 
experience harmony, but possess a capacity - often limited, it is 
true - for creating harmony, whether within a community, a 
sentence, a picture, a kitchen or a garden. My creative gift does not 
always remain enclosed within me; it can range from the discerning 
activity of heart and mind to promote empires in Hampstead or the 
Sudan. 

Tile question, therefore, is whether I discern or not, whether I 
discern well or badly. I have recently spent some time in a hospital 
ward for patients who tlave had severe strokes. They may take in 
more than we think, but they are not responding normally or fully; 
only fitfully and with a flicker of an eyelid or a slight movement of 
the hand. A selective, co-ordinated, original response of the whole 
person is beyond them. They cannot take in a complex scene, hold 
in balance and combine a variety of human faculties, come to a 
sound conclusion and express it coherently, make the rigkt decision 
and act upon it. Extreme cases such as this raise tile awkward 
question; Am I so very much better? Am I not, too often, afflicted 
with confusion and partiality of vision, severely limited in what I can 
hear, insensitive in my reactions, hesitant in will and paralysed in 
action? And what I say of myself is multiplied a hundredfold wher~ 
it comes to corporate responses. Tile stroke patients are at least 
safely tucked into their beds. They are incapable of imitating the 
gadarene swine, whose headlong folly so much resembles tile con- 
duct of many religious communities or political parties. Inflation, 
unemployment, world hunger, devolution, atheism, evangeliz- 
ation; as members of the Church and of our world we have to renew 
old institutions and meet new situations, build communities ir~ 
which we have a sense of belonging and responsibility, convert 
dreams into realities and then see them crumble again. Our  
reactions are too often those of the swine rushing over the cliff or the 
paralytic on his stretcher. We set out with fervour, religious or not, 
to create harmony and all we hear is a long and horrible discord. 

How, then, does Christ discern and create harmony? His long, 
intense gaze and the consequent, coherent action are wonderfully 
described in this short gospel scene: 

He went again into a synagogue and there was a man there who had 
a withered hand. And they were watching him to see if he would cure 
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him on the sabbath day, hoping for something to use against him. He 
said to the man with the withered hand, 'Stand up in the middle!' 
Then he said to them, 'Is it against the law on the sabbath day to do 
good or to do evil; to save life or to kill?' But they said nothing; Then, 
grieved to find them so obstinate, he looked angrily around at them, 
and said to the man, 'Stretch out your hand'. He stretched it out and 
his hand was better. The Pharisees went out and at once began to 
plot with the Herodians against him, discussing how to destroy him. ~ 

~From the simple fact of  one man 's  handicap  and the suffering 
i t  causes, f rom an env i ronment  made  secure by the Law  and custom- 
a r y  ways of  doing things, there arise waves of  prejudice,  hostility, 
confusion, violence and  destruct ion;  a pre lude to the passion. 
Christ does not  p re t end  that  folly, pa in  and wickedness do  not  
exist. H e  does not  tu rn  away f rom them into a well pro tec ted  reli- 
gious life of  his own. O n  the contrary,  he  looks into the hear t  f rom 
which  all evil designs come 3 and  walks into the jaws of their  duplic- 
ity, fear and hatred.  Because Christ enters the world  as it real ly is, 
and because he is not  of  the world,  bu t  r a the r  comes to t ransform it, 
his d iscernment  must  take place unde r  the sign of  contradict ion.  
H e  brings peace,  bu t  a peace  which, unlike the world's,  is found 
wi th in  and  arises out  of  turmoi l ;  4 he  gives his own joy,  5 bu t  a joy  
which  springs f rom present  sorrow ;6 he loves, but  it must  be like the 
love of  his Father ,  which goes out  to those  who hate  him. 7 He  who  
is perfect  as his heavenly  Fa the r  is perfect  possesses a universal  love, 
which is nevertheless confined to the life of  one m a n  living in one 
place  With one people  at  one per iod in their  history. H e  is the 
al l-powerful  God  who makes himself  the servant  of  all; active in his 
passion; strong in his weakness; free in his s lavery ;  bui lding up  and  
heal ing  in the midst  of  destruct ion and  disease; lucid in the face of  
c lamour ;  wise when  he confronts senseless questions; drawing to 
h imsel f  a band  of  friends out  of  his own isolation and theirs. At  the 
cent re  of  a l l  these gospel paradoxes  is the meet ing place of  the 
ever-fai thful  God and faithless man,  foretold in the Old  Tes t amen t  
a nd  real ized in Jesus Christ. 

' I n  your  minds you must  be the same as Christ J e s u s . . . , s  W h e n  
we pass f rom Christ 's d iscernment  to our  own, we have  to recognize 
bo th  resemblance and  dissimilarity. For  our  d iscernment  to be  
t ru ly  Christ-like and so to mir ror  God 's  creat ive h a r m o n y  it  must  

M k  3, x -6 .  3 M t  I5, 19. 4 .In 14, 27. s J n  I5, I I .  
J n  I6, 2 o - 2 2 .  ~ M t  5, 4 4 - 4 8 .  s Phi l  2, 5.  
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be marked by the same contradictions as Christ's. We cannot settle 
for either side of this painful dilemma: God or sinful man. We have 
to live at the crucifying conjur~ction of the two. ' I f  anyone wants to 
be a follower of mine, let him renounce himself and take up his 
cross and follow me'.9 It  is tempting to bask in the light of God and 
forget the surrounding darkness. This sense of well-being, which I 
like to think of as a lasting and definitive consolation, is spurious 
godliness. The power I feel within me can conquer anything and 
need no t  submit to anyone; i n th i s  way I make myself the equal 
of God and so become the most monstrous of tyrants. 1° At other 
times there is only darkness; I cannot disentangle myself from the 
impotence and wickedness of man. This road leads to despair. Both 
temptations are all the more cogent because they are true, but not 
in separation from one another. The saviour comes to overcome sin; 
sin cries out for a saviour. 'The light shines in the darkness and the 
darkness has not overcome it'. n 

Although Christ has identified himself with me, I cannot say 
that Christ and I are identical. I am an adopted son. I receive 
what is Christ's - his peace, his joy, his victory, his l ove -  as unmer- 
ited gifts. I have still to grow into the fulness of his manhood. 12 
I have not yet reached the completeness of his risen life, compared 
with which my present life is but a seed. This means that in my 
discernment in and with Christ there is bound to be a double 
vision: his and mine. Once again there are opposite temptations: 
glibly to assume that what I think or decide is right, because Christ 
is at work in me; sceptically to doubt whether I can ever be sure 
that  Christ's mind is mine. The history of the Church is defaced by 
examples of people who too readily fell into the first trap and ruth- 
lessly enforced what they believed to be the will of God. Today 
many of us are more likely to capitulate to an all-pervasive agnos- 
ticism. It  is ironical that  at the very moment when feelings are being 
brought back into their own by various movements inside and out- 
side the Church - the charismatic movement and the influence 
,of psychologists to mention only two - we lack the means for sifting 
and evaluating these ieelings, for determining whether they are 
simply my own, God's or the devil's. The fashions of my day, which 
I thoughtlessly reflect, persuade me to choose the first of these 
three alternatives: that I am alone with my feelings and that God 

9 M t  16, 2 4 . x0 I sa i  I4, 12; D a n  Ix,  3 6 . ix J n  1 ,5 .  

1~ E p h  4, I3 -16 .  



13o E X P E R I E N C E  A N D  D I S C E R N M E N T  

does not intervene in this mundane and familiar area of my life. 
From the very start, therefore, I can be loaded with presupposi- 

tions which exclude my active, discerning partnership with God. 
Paradoxically the temptation to usurp the place of God has 
encouraged this slant in my character. Mos t  of us grew up in a 
centalized, highly authoritarian Church, in which i t  was assumed 
that all important matters of faith and morals were decided in 
Rome or by our own legitimate authorities. They were the people 
who spoke for Christ and made the decisions. The rest of us simply 
had to ask them either directly or by looking up the answer ill the 
relevant book. There was no room in this unilateral, over-simplified 
view of the Church for personal discernment, for thinking, speaking 
or choosing ill the name of Christ. O f  course there were extra- 
ordinary people like Padre Pio, whom some of us consulted from 
time to time; and there were rare occasions like conversions, voca- 
tions, marriages or calls to heroism. I often envied those who were 
persecuted in distant historical or foreign lands, because so much 
more was expected of them than was demanded of us. T h e y h a d  to 
choose for themselves; we had only to accept. I sometimes catch 
myself saying, alone or in a group: There is no Christ-like way of 
cooking, teaching mathematics, making this decision, organizing 
my time, directing my energies, viewing the political and economic 
scenes, reacting to this situation, coping with my recurrent moods, 
ailments, joys or sufferings. The words that give me away are: 
It's only. It's only my temperament, only the weather, only an 
administrative matter, only an accident. It's only the carpenter of 
N a z a r e t h . . .  he was not able to perform any miracles there. 13 

When I begin to recognize the atrophy which has taken hold 
of my discernment, a theoretical and a practical approach can 
helpfully work hand in hand. Perhaps I need to initiate a restora- 
tion of my dignity as a creature of a skilful and loving God, as a 
member  of the Body of Christ, as a son of the Father, a temple of the 
Holy Spirit, an apostle. Christ 'swords - 'whoever believes in me 
will perform the same works as I do myself, he will perform even 
greater works TM - are addressed to me. I have responsibilities which 
I alone can fulfil, and Christ's strength in my weakness 15 is as great 
today as in any other period of the Church's history. This ground is 
familiar enough. All the talking and writing about  discernment are 
the devil's substitute for the reality. Discernment is something I 

1~ Mk ,  6, 1-6. 14 J r ,  I4 ,  I2.  15 2 Cor  I~, 9 - I o .  
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either practise or I do not. An article cannot take the place of 
discernment; it can only point to certain landmarks along theway,  
which each traveller will have to find and use for himself. Christ and 
anti-Christ have already come face to face in the hesitations about  
whether to discern or not; in wondering whether the interaction 
between Christ's Spirit and my spirit is verifiable. 16 Throughout the 
process of discernent Christ a n d  anti-Christ will clash in my 
discerning self. I t  is therefore necessary to move forward with 
cautious self-criticism. The words are hardly out on the paper 
when I realize how this caution, if taken to excess, can paralyse and 
destroy all confidence in the partnership between Christ and 
myself, which is the basis of all discernment. 

I f  I can circumvent tile pitfalls of mere theorizing, of imprudent 
rashness and inhibiting prudence, I may yet learn from growing 
experience that at every step there is risk and the possibility of 
cementing or undermining my partnership with Christ. My  weak- 
ness and failure, for instance, can bring me comfort or distress; 
this will depend on whether they lead me closer to or further away 
from the Lord and along the path to greater self-affirmation or 
greater self-destruction. I can say: 'Lord, I am not worthy',  and 
give the words quite different meanings: 'Lord, I am not worthy, 
and therefore there is no point in trying to do your work', or: 
'Lord, I am not worthy, but  I am sure you pardon my faults and 
provide what  I lack'. Every moment  of failure is therefore a cross- 
roads, at which Christ beckons and supports, while the devil in me 
obstinately and deviously resists. Gifts, far more numerous than I 
ever recognize, can be just  as ambiguous: the source of intolerable 
pride or exhilarating and humbling reminders of how helpless I am 
without them. 

I can observe so many levels of experience: the vegetable and 
animal levels of  hunger, thirst, sleep, pain, which sometimes 
function efficiently and sometimes do not; the range of human 
emotions such as sorrow, anger, fear, anxiety, boredom, peace and 
exultation; the higher flights of my intellectual and spiritual 
activities of the rational and intuitive varieties. I would like to 
label some good and others bad, helpful or harmful, higher or 
lower, religious or irreligious. I cannot easily do so, because I 
am often looking for a rule, whereas Christ is looking for a rela- 
tionship. Do these various experiences, at whatever level, alone or 

16 I C o t  2~ I l o  
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in concert, foster or hinder Christ's goal for me; his love for me and 
the common love I share with him for his Father and for every 
creature? Do t h e  various levels converge or diverge from this 
goal? A marriage can be broken by indigestion or insomnia; or it 
can grow stronger through indigestion or insomnia. Few people are 
silly enough to identify marriage with eating and sleeping - or even 
with sex; but it would be equally idiotic to think that eating, sleep- 
ing artd sex have nothing to do with the fortunes of a mar r iage .  
We who are married to Christ often behave in this foolish way by 
taking it for granted that  many of our experiences and activities 
have nothing to do with Christ. Marriages can also be broken by 
the use or misuse of our so-called higher powers: she can become 
too absorbed in her intellectual life and he in his personal religion. 
Both carnal and spiritual man fall out of love with Christ. 

I may at times want to assess my performance over a period of 
time. This thought or desire has been with me from childhood : is it 
good or bad? This inclination has only just occurred to me: is it 
right or wrong? Much as I would like it to be otherwise, there is 
no ready-made rule: a long cherished dream can be misguided; the 
latest idea may be just what I need; both can be wrong or both can 
be right. I can only refer to a deepening or slackening relationship 
with the Lord, and ask whether along this time scale, however 
many leaps, somersaults and crashes, there is movement towards or 
away from Christ's goal. According to my temperament, training 
and circumstances I may be tempted to make consistency or 
flexibility my guiding principles. Both need to be challenged in the 
name of Christ. 

The same pattern appears in  the area where the debate rages most 
keenly: should I prefer individual or communal discernment? I 
cannot state baldly that the one is good and the other bad; or say 
that both are good or both are bad. A whole civilization can be on 
the road to disaster, while an individual is saved; 17 an individual 
can commit suicide, while his friends pass arm in arm through the 
gates of heaven. I may go to a spiritual director who is a bigger fool 
than I am and who leads me hopelessly astray. I t  will be my fault 
if I have abdicated my powers of discernment just as it will be the 
fault of others when I lead them astray. Communal discernment 
is not magic, nor a machine for producing instant, correct answers 
to questions which are beyond the capacity of any individual in 

17 Gen 6, 5-8; i8, 22-32 . 
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the group. The quality of communal discernment will depend on 
the quality of each individual's appraisal of and response to the 
interplay of Christ and anti-Christ  within him. Christ's desire 
that we should love one another as he loves us does not ensure 
that the majority is always right, nor preserve us from misunder- 
standing, opposition or even hatred, when we have to pursue what 
we believe to be his Father's will. At 5 crucial moment in his life 
his friends deserted him and rail away. is We are at times inclined 
to replace the tyranny of those in authority by the tyranny of the 
group. 'When Christ freed us, he meant us to remain free. Stand 
firm, therefore, and do not submit again to the yoke of slavery'? 9 

These are sketchy signposts to indicate that all along our way, 
in matters trivial like having a drink, i n  matters material like 
spending money, in matters grave like choosing a job, in matters 
of uncertain significance like having a conversation, one part of 
me will want to stay with Christ and another part will want to go 
sadly, thoughtlessly or delightedly away. s° The Spirit of Christ is 
with me to enable my self-critical awareness to help rather than 
hinder; to show me when to wait and when to act; to guide me when 
I am too attracted by prompt action or interminable delay. In a 
sense I cannot discern until the acceptable t ime has arrived, 
because I do not command the gifts of my partner. To tiffs extent 
those who urge me to live in the present give me sound advice and 
save me from much useless anxiety and wasted energy. On the other 
hand, I have at hand the wisdom of twenty centuries, which is 
neither to  be ignored nor to be slavishly copied. Each one of us can 
acquire a deeper, more personal, complete artd sensitive knowledge 
of Christ's ways and of the snares of the ertemy. A uniquely privileged 
means of growing in knowledge of Christ and of what his life means 
to me is to read the Scriptures, to ponder oil them prayerfully and 
to relate them to the lesser and greater events of my life. How this is 
to be done and  how often must be left to my own discernment, 
which will depend on God's word becoming more fully alive and 
active in me. Traditional teaching tells me that the powers of evil 
will attack me where  I am at my weakest and along the incline 
of my particular character: it may be vanity, obstinacy, melancholy, 
temperamental instability, sloth or rigidity. The traditional defences 
against these attacks are: to know myself better; to cultivate honesty 
and to defeat self-deception by being honest with at least one other 

is M t 2 6 , 5 6  . ~9 Gal5 ,  i. 2o J n 6 , 6 o - 7 I .  
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person; and to face up to the devil with more courage than I can 
readily muster. ~'1 There were rows of excellent books telling me how 
to build up virtues and to lay bare the wiles of the evil one. They 
have disappeared from our shelves, because minor skirmishes 
around myself had come to replace the campaign for and against 
Christ, and because the recommended tactics, valuable as they 
were, were failing to answer the question: Do you love me? 22 

Do you love me? The drift of this article has been to show that  
I am at my most god-like when I am discerning; but I have only to 
look inside myself and around me to realize that I am not in contin- 
uous, unimpeded, conscious, instantaneous contact with God. Do 
you love me? The question comes first of all as a reproach to me 
from the very being of God, who is constant in his love for me, 
however great my treason and blasphemy may be, however often I 
act on impulse, follow the cry of the herd or give in to the attractions 
of evil. The all-sufficient answer, given once and for all, comes from 
Jesus Ghrist in his life, death and resurrection: 'Here is the message 
of the Amen, the faithful, the true wimess, the ultimate source of 
God's creation'. 23 Discernment is the amen I utter through, with 
and in the mind of Ghrist. 2~ It  cannot be located in one part of me, 
nor call it be defined so as to exclude some of my faculties. I t  is 
rather my whole person with all the powers at my disposal, in 
every action alld at every moment, with ever so much flickering and 
disjointedness, striving to say: 'Lord, you know everything; you 
know I love you'. ~5 My discernment, which takes place whenever 
there is the possibility and danger of discord, means saying amen 
with all my experiences in chorus with the creator and recreator 
of all harmony:  he who brings unison out of the chaos of nature; 
he who brings peace out of the convulsions of history; tie who 
forms a family out of the warring tribes of mankind: 

May they all be one. 
Father, may they be one in us, 
as you are in me and I am in you 
so that the world may believe that it was you who Sent me. ~6 

21 This  sentence is s imply a brief s u m m a r y  of sections 325-27 of the  Spiritual Exercises 
of  St Ignatius.  
22 J n 2 x ,  15. ~ A p o c 3 ,  I4. ~4 I G o r 2 ,  I 6 ; P h i l 2 , 5 .  
2s Jn 2I~ 17. 26 Jn I7, o0-2I, 




