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The Spirit of Man is the Candle of the Lord. 
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CREED 

EOW WE should have 
come to tap this unlikely 
vein at such a time and 

place, in truth I cannot tell. 
Maybe some gentle compulsion 
descended wit>h the cool of the 
day, at the hour when God walks 
in his garden, for we seemed to 
drift into talk of the first and the 
last things with no less natural­
ness than the fisherman turns of 
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an evening to his plans for the 
morrow. 

The canvas lean-to, pitched 
where the river's high bank cedes 
a level spot in mid-ascent, for ten 
days had been our home. A 
carpet of caribou moss, patterned 
with little clumps of the dwarfed 
fir, was ankle-deep about it. We 
looked down upon a bend in the 
river and a pool, broad and still, 
into which at the yonder end 
the swift broken water tumbled 
noisily. A few westerly clouds 
were crimson in a sunset of late 
June, and for a lovely moment 
the afterglow was flushing rosy 
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on the white mossed slope, on 
pool and rapid, on the dusky files 
of spruces climbing range be­
yond range. Before the tent, the 
pleasant flame of a well-laid fire 
was leaping. My companion's 
face was ruddy in it as he sat 
whittling a pipeful of tobacco. 

'You always cut your own ?' 
'Yes, I like my baccy and my 

theology off the plug. Baccy in 
tins and the coarse or fine cut 
and dried theology of books 
don't seem to meet my case.' 

'Are you able to recollect when 
and how it came over you that 
the fate of every book hangs 
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alone upon the reader's uptake 

—when you ceased to accept 

opinion upon the sheer weight 

of authority? W a s it a sudden 

conversion ?' 

'All in a minute at the last, 

but conscience had long been 

pricking. The event dazed me 

like a blinding light and I 

walked exulting. W e were read­

ing Locke's great Essay. I was 

seventeen. Authority skulked 

yet awhile in holes and corners, 

but that was his death-blow.' 

'Then you will agree with me 

that every parson's bounden duty 

is to caution his flock somewhat 
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on this wise: Beloved brethren, 
I sincerely entreat you not to be­
lieve a word I say—only because 
I say it.' 

'And how some congregations 
would stare and gasp! Invited to 
engage in processes of trouble­
some thought! Church would no 
longer be a place of rest . . . Of 
course the only religion of any 
use or comfort to a man is the 
one he fashions for himself: a 
long job and a hard one, but it's 
what we're here for.' 

'Perhaps I understand. Per­
haps not wholly. Would it bore 
you to expound?' 


