It is a cat-and-dog quarrel that can have no end. Science at every point challenges and annuls sacrosanct authority. A mystical theological interpretation of life is either true or it is false. If it is false it is mere cozenage to differentiate between the extravagant superstitions of Rome and the more elusive superstitions of the Protestant churches. We grow impatient with these hedging reservations. It were better to sweep the floor clean and stand upon the bare stone flags.
     Make no doubt of it, we have no permanent commerce with the creative force that lies at the core of matter, be it a quick wicked clay-pit worm or a demi-urge hid in the cloud rack of the heavens.
Our kingdom is the kingdom of this earth and we hold it silliness to keep looking up like so many Johnnys-heads-in-air. The sod has been, and always will be, our only copy-hold. These fanciful presumptions do nothing but harm. What we can see, hear, touch, smell, and taste, should content us. Let us learn to gather sloes in their season, to shear sheep, to draw long water from the spring with grateful happiness, and no longer vex our hearts with impossible longings.
In this physical world, and it is from this commonsense physical world that we are alone justified in drawing our deductions, impermanence is the supreme and tragic attribute of everything that is rare and lovely. The beatific vision is with us, and a moment later it has gone. Iseult m her sad forests: where is she now? The glory of numberless dawns has been utterly lost; moonlight midnights in dim English woods, gone; starlit spaces under cold seacliffs, visible no longer. The haughty pride of the bearded unicorn is broken at last; the lesser white-throat, for all her shy reserves, late or soon is removed utterly from her leafy retreats; the poppy in the garden, the camomile by the wayside, prosper but for a moment.
*Nietzsche
     In Winfrith churchyard there is a gravestone put up in memory of a young woman who died at the end of the eighteenth century. There is a carving at the top of the stone representing her with a skull in her hand. In the sculpture’s rude picture much is revealed. No sooner did man acquire consciousness than he was brought up in short order by the fact of death. He has scarce recovered from that first shock. From generation to generation man’s purpose has been to mitigate the dread of his predicament. No pains have been too much for the devising of sophistries. The priestly trade derives directly from this subjective resistance. It would be impossible to exaggerate how obstinately men baulk at the prospect of annihilation. This girl with the skull in her hand suggests the root- problem of human life. Animals come and go, but have no prevision of their ends. The cropping ewe marks not the bones of the ram that tupped her m the dog-days of July. To a man a churchyard skull speaks plain speech. Its argument is convincing and ugly, so ugly that this unacknowledged universal conspiracy has arisen to 'put it aside’.
It is far better to accept life simply and naturally; to recognize that soon enough our happiness will be at an end. There is no wiser word than to eat and to drink and to be merry. No word that we hear spoken, no gesture we see should be lost. In moments of profane love we should be possessed by an ultimate rapture, our spirits under their foolish bewitchment, awake with gladness, knowing the high fortune of so tender, so savage, so God-like an experience! The simplest actions should be undertaken with a full realization of their significance, as uncommon opportunities of natural piety never to come again. To pour out water from a jug, to break bread, to open a bottle of wine, are lordly offices. To observe suddenly the ancient face of our nurse, like the face of Polycarp, radiant, illuminated with goodness, on the threshold of our door, is a revelation more real, more moving than any tabled theophany of Emmaus or Damascus. No occasion of our lives but should have its solace. It were wise for a man to spend long hours upon his knees weeding a parcel of ground or smelling the mould. We should even go to our garden jakes in a spirit of gratitude that we still can perform this just function of nature. We should not so much as rest in the open country without a prayer in our heart, a godless prayer sent out upon its crooked way for the rich guerdon of simply being alive.

For the end of all - what are we? A herd of dream cattle, images of breath, passing shadows that move swiftly across the world’s pastures to a graveyard where, at a single clap, eternity is as a day and a day as eternity.
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