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IF any one wishes to form the fullest estimate of the real
    character and influence of the great man whose name is prefixed to these
    remarks, he will not find it in his novels, splendid as they are, or in his
    ethical views, clearly and finely as they are conceived and expanded. He
    will find it best expressed in the news that has recently come from Canada,
    that a sect of Russian Christian anarchists has turned all its animals
    loose, on the ground that it is immoral to possess them or control them.
    About such an incident as this there is a quality altogether independent of
    the rightness or wrongness, the sanity or insanity, of the view. It is
    first and foremost a reminder that the world is still young.[1q] There are
    still theories of life as insanely reasonable as those which were disputed
    under the clear blue skies of Athens. There are still examples of a faith
    as fierce and practical as that of the Mahometans, who swept across Africa
    and Europe, shouting a single word. To the languid contemporary politician
    and philosopher it seems doubtless like something out of a dream, that in
    this iron-bound, homogeneous, and clockwork age, a company of European men
    in boots and waistcoats should begin to insist on taking the horse out of
    the shafts of the omnibus, and lift the pig out of his pig-sty, and the dog
    out of his kennel, because of a moral scruple or theory. It is like a page
    from some fairy farce to imagine the Dukhobor solemnly escorting a hen to
    the door of the yard and bidding it a benevolent farewell as it sets out on
    its travels. All this, as I say, seems mere muddle-headed absurdity to the
    typical leader of human society in this decade, to a man like Mr. Balfour,
    or Mr. Wyndham.
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But there is nevertheless a further thing to be said, and that is that,
    if Mr. Balfour could be converted to a religion which taught him that he
    was morally bound to walk into the House of Commons on his hands, and he
    did walk on his hands, if Mr. Wyndham could accept a creed which taught
    that he ought to dye his hair blue, and he did dye his hair blue, they
    would both of them be, almost beyond description, better and happier men
    than they are. For there is only one happiness possible or conceivable
    under the sun, and that is enthusiasm—that strange and splendid word
    that has passed through so many vicissitudes, which meant, in the
    eighteenth century the condition of a lunatic, and in ancient Greece the
    presence of a god.
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This great act of heroic consistency which has taken place in Canada is
    the best example of the work of Tolstoy. It is true (as I believe) that the
    Dukhobors have an origin quite independent of the great Russian moralist,
    but there can surely be little doubt that their emergence into importance
    and the growth and mental distinction of their sect, is due to his
    admirable summary and justification of their scheme of ethics. Tolstoy,
    besides being a magnificent novelist, is one of the very few men alive who
    have a real, solid, and serious view of life. He is a Catholic church, of
    which he is the only member, the somewhat arrogant Pope and the somewhat
    submissive layman. He is one of the two or three men in Europe, who have an
    attitude towards things so entirely their own, that we could supply their
    inevitable view on anything—a silk hat, a Home Rule Bill, an Indian
    poem, or a pound of tobacco. There are three men in existence who have such
    an attitude: Tolstoy, Mr. Bernard Shaw, and my friend Mr. Hilaire Belloc.
    They are all diametrically opposed to each other, but they all have this
    essential resemblance, that, given their basis of thought, their soil of
    conviction, their opinions on every earthly subject grow there naturally,
    like flowers in a field. There are certain views of certain things that
    they must take; they do not form opinions, the opinions form themselves.
    Take, for instance, in the case of Tolstoy, the mere list of miscellaneous
    objects which I wrote down at random above, a silk hat, a Home Rule Bill,
    an Indian poem, and a pound of tobacco. Tolstoy would say: "I believe in
    the utmost possible simplification of life;[2q] therefore, this silk hat is a
    black abortion." He would say: "I believe in the utmost possible
    simplification of life; therefore, this Home Rule Bill is a mere peddling
    compromise; it is no good to break up a centralised empire into nations,
    you must break the nation up into individuals." He would say: "I believe in
    the utmost possible simplification of life; therefore, I am interested in
    this Indian poem, for Eastern ethics, under all their apparent
    gorgeousness, are far simpler and more Tolstoyan than Western." He would
    say: "I believe in the utmost possible simplification of life; therefore,
    this pound of tobacco is a thing of evil; take it away." Everything in the
    world, from the Bible to a bootjack, can be, and is, reduced by Tolstoy to
    this great fundamental Tolstoyan principle, the simplification of life.
    When we deal with a body of opinion like this we are dealing with an
    incident in the history of Europe infinitely more important than the
    appearance of Napoleon Buonaparte.
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This emergence of Tolstoy, with his awful and simple ethics, is
    important in more ways than one. Among other things it is a very
    interesting commentary on an attitude which has been taken up for the
    matter of half a century by all the avowed opponents of religion. The
    secularist and the sceptic have denounced Christianity first and foremost,
    because of its encouragement of fanaticism; because religious excitement
    led men to burn their neighbours and to dance naked down the street. How
    queer it all sounds now. Religion can be swept out of the matter
    altogether, and still there are philosophical and ethical theories which
    can produce fanaticism enough to fill the world. Fanaticism has nothing at
    all to do with religion. There are grave scientific theories which, if
    carried out logically, would result in the same fires in the market-place
    and the same nakedness in the street. There are modern aesthetes who would
    expose themselves like the Adamites if they could do it in elegant
    attitudes. There are modern scientific moralists who would burn their
    opponents alive, and would be quite contented if they were burnt by some
    new chemical process. And if any one doubts this proposition—that
    fanaticism has nothing to do with religion, but has only to do with human
    nature—let him take this case of Tolstoy and the Dukhobors. A sect of
    men start with no theology at all, but with the simple doctrine that we
    ought to love our neighbour and use no force against him, and they end in
    thinking it wicked to carry a leather handbag, or to ride in a cart.
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A great modern writer who erases theology altogether, denies the
    validity of the Scriptures and the Churches alike, forms a purely ethical
    theory that love should be the instrument of reform,[3q] and ends by
    maintaining that we have no right to strike a man if he is torturing a
    child before our eyes. He goes on, he develops a theory of the mind and the
    emotions, which might be held by the most rigid atheist, and he ends by
    maintaining that the sexual relation out of which all humanity has come, is
    not only not moral, but is positively not natural. This is fanaticism as it
    has been and as it will always be. Destroy the last copy of he Bible, and
    persecution and insane orgies will be founded on Mr. Herbert Spencer's
    "Synthetic Philosophy." Some of the broadest thinkers of the Middle Ages
    believed in faggots, and some of the broadest thinkers in the nineteenth
    century believe in dynamite.
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The truth is that Tolstoy, with his immense genius, with his colossal
    faith, with his vast fearlessness and vast knowledge of life, is deficient
    in one faculty and one faculty alone. He is not a mystic: and therefore he
    has a tendency to go mad. Men talk of the extravagances and frenzies that
    have been produced by mysticism: they are a mere drop in the bucket. In the
    main, and from the beginning of time, mysticism has kept men sane.[4q] The
    thing that has driven them mad was logic. It is significant that, with all
    that has been said about the excitability of poets, only one English poet
    ever went mad, and he went mad from a logical system of theology. He was
    Cowper, and his poetry retarded his insanity for many years. So poetry, in
    which Tolstoy is deficient, has always been a tonic and sanative thing. The
    only thing that has kept the race of men from the mad extremes of the
    convent and the pirate-galley, the night-club and the lethal chamber, has
    been mysticism—the belief that logic is misleading, and that things
    are not what they seem.
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Leo Tolstoy as an Officer in the Crimean War
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Tolstoy with His Bicycle
(Photographed in 1896)
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