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\ \ ‘ I T H  Z ’ E G U Y  T O  C I I A R T R E S  
11 1.; rcader taking up this book1 for t h o  first time may receive a 
confiist.tl irnpressioii. ‘Po begin with he will find some stanzas T I J ~  b’reiiah verse which suggest in their metre the pilgrimage 

xhich they describe in detail. It was Andre Gide who said that the 
poetr. of C1iarle.s €’&guj- was like the repetition of some ancient litany, 
alwa-js siniilar but never quite the same. He might have said, with 
equal trut,h, that  i t  was like the plodding of feet on a hard road, 
rh?thmical and unrelcnting; or like the washing of the sea over a 
shingle beach where no wave is identical but a11 strike variations of 
the same theme. 1’Qguy’s verse has a tremendous purpose, and he 
 as never inore serious about anything than about this pilgrimage 
\vhich he made to Chartres. All that he was and knew and felt-his 
piety and his patriotisrri and his subtle, involuntary presumption- 
went, into i t ,  and was afterwards translated into the poem he dedi- 
cated to our Lady. So much the reader of this book will quickly seize. 
Hut then he will examine the photographs, and fresh images will 
mingle in his mind with the image of PQguy’s pilgrimage. The foot 
of a pillar in Chart,res Cathedral and a rucksack casting its shadow 
011 the pavement; a boy with a rucksack on his back mounting the 
crest. of a hill and the twin uneven spires of the cathedral meet,ing 
1 l,cr li’ortfc de Chcir1rc.s. Kstrai ts  du po&ine de Charles PBguy, images at  p r t w i i -  
- .--__ - - - - _____ 

tation dc I’ii.rrr Jahan  ((‘rrf Blackfriars: Rs. Gd.). 
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hiin 0 1 1  the uear-liorizoii; the long sliatlon-s tliron.11 bj- three w0111eii 
as they tramp along an  empty road-what, lie inay ask, is the niean- 
ing of these images which inis so easilv with the pictures of tlie 
Beauce, with the pictures of Sot re  Danie de Paris and Sot re  l)mie 
cle Chartres and with the plain t.hat lies between them? The purpose 
of this article is to give the  answer to these questions; to describe the 
two pilgrimages which have been made in recent years along tlie 
road to Chartres-the pilgrimage of Charles 1’6guy which was made 
once and forever and the pilgrimage of his posterity which is annually 
renen-ed. 

I have no space t.0 devote ~iiore t h u  kt few lines to tlie story of 
l ’kg i i j - ’ s  life. He was born, of peasant origin, at  Orldans in  l&W. 
His mother was a nitlnn and earned :I 1iurnl)le living by niendiiip 
chairs; PQgtiy was her only child. He was brought up a Catholic. 
alt.lioiigli his mother ritrely fount1 tiiiie to go to .\lass. l:he bog had 
exceptioiial intelligeiice a i d  was  able to go later to Paris and stud>- 
at. tlie Sorbonne. L’roclaiiriing hiiiiself a Socialist and an unbeliever. 
he left the nniversit-j and founded the ( k l i i c r s  tle Qiiiiizaitic in irhich 
he : ~ n d  his few devoted collaborators h a n m e r d  orit tlie first prin- 
ciples of their Citd Harmonie ~ L W .  Pdguj- a t  mice developed an 
idiosyiicratic style, loquitive, einphat.ic, and tirelessly repetitive. a i d  
it was soon clear that  his Socialisni was too personal, and too tradi- 
t’ional, for ail? existing p a r t -  of reform. Meanwhile he had married 
Mlle Badouin, the sister of his closest friend, who held riews similar 
to his own. In 1N6 he surldenl>- found himself a believing Catholic. 
l h e  exact process o f  his conversion is rinkiionm to us .  and it ma>- 
well hare  been obscure to hiin. H e  did not join his fellow-Catholies 
in R I I X  of their secular campaigns. for he was just as opposed to tlir 
militarist monarchism of llarlrrws as he was to the pacifist Socialism 
of Blum. His witness to t.he Faith n a s  solitary and, in one respect. 
equivocal. For the circumstances of his marriage forbade him to 
approach the sacraments. At the time of his wedding he  and his 
wife were both convinced free-thinkers and the ceremony had there- 
fore been a civil one. Xone of his thrcc: children had been haptiserl. 
If he were to frequent, the sacraments. it was essential that  his 
marriage should be blessed in chiircli, and that t,he children should 
receive baptism. Xadame l’Qguy, who was bitterly cliagrined by her 
husband’s conversinii, would agree to neither of these conditioiis. 
l’kguy w a  unwilling to resort. to subterfuge and, t.aking refuge in a 
certain Stoic pride. made no  further effort to resolve H painful situ- 
ation. He never, so far as we know, assisted at. Mass until the feast 
of the Assumption. 1914, three weeks before he  W R S  killed at  the 
Rilnrne. It is uncertain i f  he ever received Communion. Yet it was 

r 1  
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TVITH PEOL‘T TO CKARTRES 535 
the fa.ith, held in i ts  plenitude and wit.hout a suspicion of reserve, 
n-liich iiispired liini to write some of the finest verse i n  the French 
Innguage. It was the faith ~ h i c h  kiiitlled his genius to siich a degree 
of incandescence tha t  he became ii prophet among his own people. 
reconciling their divisions within the unity, paradoxical ~ n d  yet pro- 
fou i i t l ,  of his ow11 ixttiire. 

l’he life of l’Bgu1 ha.:: :iii epic grancleiii- upon which 1 rllust iiot 
liere dilate. I a m  only concerned to show the place occupied by 
C‘hurtres. and coiisequentl>- by o i i ~ ’  I d y .  in  his piwioiiate :ind 
p t l i e t i c  histor>-. l’i.gri>- w;is iiot a great trawller. H e  never a t.ilt. 
u\)r.iatl Hiid lie iievcr s ~ n .  tile sea .  His life is 1)ouiitlcd by the two 
~~I:iins-tIie Beaucc a i d  the 13rie. and  by the two cathedrals-our 
I,;idy of Paris ant1 our Lady of Chartres. Yet it was not until 1912 
that he welit, to Chartres for the first time. In  the  Febriiary of that  
vear his youngest s m ,  Pierre, fell gravely ill. They srispected inenin- 
gitir. Rut  f o r  1’6guy there wiis a fiirthei. suptwiatiiid angiiish. H e  
was afraid lest his children shoiild die rinbiiptized. niid it was in the 
:igony of this f ew that he said to 31adamc Narittiiii (thc mother of 
Jtiaques Maritain): ‘ I  shall sooii go on foot to C’hartres and confide 
them t.0 the  care of our Lady’. *Is soon as he had made this decision 
the child recovered. I’6guy did not set, out immediately, but on the 
10th .June he told his friend Alan Foiirnier that, h e  woiild go to 
C:hartres hetn-eeii Thiirsda.j- the 13th :ind ‘l’hursday the 20th of the 
s:inw nionth. H e  did in fact leave on Friday the  14tli and returned 
oii IIondaj- t : ; e  l i i t l i .  011 the 18th he wis seen at his ofice in the 
I iur  tle la Sorlmnne, a.pparently exhausted with fatigue. The same 
(1s- lie wrote to the nio5her of one of his friends, thanking her for 
the ’maternal hospitality’ she had shown him at 1)ourdan. a village 
hetween Paris and Chartres. Bu t  it was not until the 27th Septeni- 
ber tha t  he gave to his friend Lot.te the f i i l l  story of his pilgrimage. 
This is what, he said: ‘MI dear fellow, I ha re  chtinged n great deal 
in these last two years, 1 am a new man.  You can’t imagine hou- 
~ n u c h  T have suffered and praxed. If you lived near to me, you 
would understand everything; but. when one only sees R chap twice 
fi year, 1 can‘t  explain to you. T live without the  sacraments. But  I 
haye a treasury of graces, an  iiiconceira.ble superitbundance of graces. 
\Then a sign is given in(? .I obey it-oiie musn’t. resist. ?tly little 
Pierre was ill. . . . I h d  to make a vow. T made a pilgrimage to 
C‘hnrtres. T am a man of the Beaiice a.nd Chartres is my cathedral. 
I did not go :I yard in any whicle and I did the 144 kilometres in 
three tlq-s. -4h, my dear boy, the Crusades-that was eas-! It’s 
quite clear t.hat we others ~ r o u l d  have been the first t,o leave for 
Jerusaleni and that we shoiiltl have died nn the w q .  To die in a 
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ditch is nothing-wliat \re have done is iiiore dificiilt than that .  
You see the spires of Chartres froin 17 kilometres across the plain; 
from time to time they disappear behind a rise in the ground or 
the line of a wood. From the moment I saw them 1 was in ecstasy. 
I felt no more fatigue in my body or m y  legs. All my impurities fell 
from me at  a single stroke. I was another man. The Saturdar even- 
ing I prayed for an hour in the Cathedral. I:he Sunday inoriiiiig I 
prayed for an hour before the High Mass. I did not assist at, the 
High Mass-1 was afraid of the croyds. JIy dear fellow, I praFed as 
I have never prayed before. I u eveii ahle to pray for niy enemies 
-and that  is something quite new for me. . . . My kid is saved, 
and I have given them all three to our Lady. Bu t  1 can’t ta.ke charge 
of everything. l r y  life is not a11 ordintiry o i~e - rq  life is a wager. 
So one is a prophet in his own coulitr>-. ’My childreii are not hap- 
tizetl . . . well, the bltwed Virgil1 iiiust look sfter thht. I hare a 
job to do, I 1i;ive immense respoiisihilities. .It Itottom, there’s a 
Ctitholic renaissance which is ooiniiig about through me;  one has got 
to see clearlj- the thing which is reallj- good’. 

The whole of Wguy ,  or very imirly the whole of I i i r i i ,  is ii i  this 
conveisatiori; his hurnilitv, his pride, his evasions, aii t l  his faith in 
his ow11 destiny. The recoverx of his child was slow, and he wen t  
again to Chartres soon after the talk with Lotte. H e  returned for 
the third and last t h e  in July 1913. On this occasion his soil Narcel 
;iccoiripanied him as far as  I l iniou~~s. La ter ,  he described the march 
$0 Lotte: ‘I nearly died a month ago . . . when I  as niakiiig lily 
pilgrimage t.0 Chart,res. From nom onwards I’ve decided to go every 
year. The heat was appalling. I had knocked off forty kilometres. 
It would be fine to die by the wayside and go straight to  heaven. 
But, I’m all right. Our Lady has saved me froiii despair, which iu  
the greatest. danger’. 

The presence of Chart.res was with P15giiy to the end. On the ’26th 
May 1914 he confided to T h t e :  ‘One day I shall give ~ o u  a rendez- 
vous a t  Chartres. It’s there that I’ve left niy heart and 1 think it’s 
there that  I shall be buried’. The morning of the day he left to join 
his regiment, P8guy asked his wife t.0 make the same pilgrinisge 
every year, if he should not return. H e  wa3 killed on September 5th, 
early in the morning, during t.he fir,st manoeuvrings of the Xarne; 
h e  had spent the night in vigil, c1ecora.ting an altar of our Lady. 
Subsequently his wife and three children were, i n  their own time, 
reconciled with the Catholic Church. 

There is another circumstance which adds poignancy to Pkguy’s 
pilgrimage. The months of Pierre’s illness were a time of acute 
domestic unhappiness, for his conversion and the change it had 
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brought about in his political and .social outlook had bj- now seriously 
estranged him from his wife. Furthermore, he had formed a close 
attachment elsen-here. I’4guj- was ublc to boast, ‘1 have never had 
;I iiiistress’, and 3la.daine I.’Bgii~-. wheii told of this friendship, re- 
j’lied simply, ’ M y  son is married’. Severtheless, it was to gain 
strength for his heroic renui1ci:ttion tliat Pdguj- made the journey 
to (-‘hartres, for this was the most intimate secret that he confided 
to O I J Y  Lady‘s care. I t  was 

. . . Son point par vertu car noiis n‘en avons gu8re. 
Et, non point par devoir car iious ne I’ainion,s pas. 
blais coninie un charpentier s’arnie de son coriipas, 
Par besoin de nous mettre au centre de la niiskre. 

1’Cgus IVWS in or .al)out his fortieth year, and his pilgrimage as he 
tells it, to us i n  verse of a siiiglarly pure directness, retains all t.he 
st1,ess of a crise tle qziaraiitaiiie. Sothing essential is hidden and we 
know that nothing essential was betrayxl. 

Chartres has always been a city of pilgrimage. The miraculous 
st.atue of our Lady-Kotre Dame de Sous-Terre-enshrined in the 
crypt was destroyed during the Revolution, but was afterwards re- 
placed by another made in its likeness. The new image is carved of 
the wood of the pear tree and seems, like its original. to  be blackened 
by dust and time. Another venerated relic is the veil of the Virgin, 
known as the Sainte Ohemdse or the Suinte Tunique, a piece of very 
old silk wrapped in oriental tissue. When Rollo was besieging the 
town at  the head of his Kormans in 911 the courage of i ts  defenders 
was sustained by the sight of this relic. Rollo, perceiving this, broke 
off his attack and gave one of his castles as a. gift t o  the cathedral. 
The gesture was renewed by other medieval captains, who recognised 
in Chartres a special consecration to our Lady. Furthermore the city 
was an important intellectual centre. The sacred and profane sciences 
were taught here. Suger, the creator of the Gothic arch; Geoffrey de 
Lives, the friend of AbBlard; Pierre le VBnkrable; Saint Yves, the 
patron of the Law; Saint Bernard of the Spiritual Canticle, and the 
c:oiinsellor of Louis XI;  John of Salisbury, the friend of Thomas 
Becket, and author of the Policraticus, himself Bishop of Charfres 
-all these men illustrated the city with their fame. 

ilnd so it happened that Chartres became a national rat.her than 
a provincial shrine, and as the Frenchmen of the nineteenth and 
t.wentieth centuries returned to the profession and practice of the 
faith, they were drawn to Chartres, partly by the beauty of its glass 
and sculpture, and bx the just proportions of the building, but more 
profound1)- b~ the eternal truths of which these things, however 
perfect, are only the perishable svmbols. For Hugsmans it was 
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la ( : a t k i d r u l e  myst ique,  the resum(:’ o f  I i e i t i~ i i  :uid ewth ;  for Imris 
Gillet i t  represented the iiiost perfect flowering of the popular genius 
of the French; for Renk Schwob it was a ‘balmy island floating on 
the waters of pity and of sin’; and we have already seen something 
of what it meant. for YBguy.  I t  stamped with its own riivsterious aiid 
irresistible truth the miiid of the l’rotestiiiit, Henrj- .\daiils. So 
complete and balanced an exprwsion of the faith cur ies  its own 
persuasion, so that  for certaiii souls it becomes antilogous tv the 
miracles of Lourdes or the revelations of T,a Salette or the voc;;iiir)il 
of Ste ThBrltse of Lisieux. But it is no piwt of niy iriiiiietliate priqwse 
to write a hist,ory or an appreciation o f  Chartres. I mi only concerned 
to point out why it has once more i)t.cottie a p1:ice of pilgriniage. I t  
is the road rather than thc tlestiiiiition u.hicli is tlie sul)jt:ct of these 
pages. 

There are several roads which lead from l’aris to (‘1iaItres ant1 they 
a11 traverse t.he granary of the Beauce. It wag a h g  these hidie- 
paths arid highways that the people and the kings of France have 
made t.heir pilgrimage; I’hilippe-Auguste :~nd  fsabella of Hsinault, 
Hlanche of Castile and S t  Loiiis, l’hilippe de Valois, John t,he 
Good, Charles V, Charles V T ,  Charles V l l .  Charles V l l l  and Aiiiie 

of Brittaiiy, Francis I .  Henry 111 and 1,ouisc de VaudBniont, 
Catherine de Jledici, Henry 1V (who was crowned in the cat,he- 
dral), .\line of rlustria, Louis XIV . . . and so the airgust procession 
goes on, until we conie to a grorip nf fifteen stritlents from the 
University of Paris who followed in its make on Whit Sunday 19%. 
By 1947 t,he fifteen had increasecl t.0 4,500, and the students’ pilgrirn- 
age hat1 become known throughout all the  Catholic communities of 
Europe. It is this pilgririiage that 1 niiist 1 1 0 ~  attempt to descrilw. 

lye niay doubt. if m a n y - o r  any-of the glittering iiaiiies I have 
mentioned above were in the minds of these young nien and ivoi~ieii. 
They had a purpose beyond pageantry. But i t  is quite certain that. 
the example of (:harks PBguy w-BS vividly present to them. He ,  like 
themselves, was a man of our own tiine and sensitive to  its d e p r l a -  
tioii. The task he had set himself-to bnptise the Revolution-was 
their’s also. ‘l’hey knew that the schisms of history cariiiot be 
abolished, but that  it is still possible to perceive and to accept xha t -  
ever is creative in a wvclt. It is thus that a nation’s wounds are 
healed, and it was the paradox of 1’6gyv that while for the present 
h e  was H partism, for the past 1112 w:is a peacerndicr. The proSIJectS 
of peace were mrich in people’s iiiincls in 1935, and we cniinot doubt 
that as these fifteen students set  out on foot, through Orsay, Saint 
Arnould, Gallarclon and Gasville, an .almost desperat.e hope for peace 
was in their hearts. We know t,hat they chanted the Rosary as they 
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\rnlkt.tl, ;ind rend iiloutl pns,sagcs from l-'&guj-. Their pilgriiiiage began 
with Benediction in Sot ro  Dame de Paris and ended with Mass in  
the crypt of Chartres. This pattern has been followed, with varia- 
tions and developments. in each succeeding year. 

Iri 1936, Pentecost falling in the niidclle of their exaniinatioiis, 
t l i e  pilgrimage ~ v i i s  niiuie at the beginiiiiig of .July, and tlierc were 
only thirty takiiig par t  in it.. I n  1957 niore t.haii it Iiuntlred \\.ere 
grouped under three o u i i i o t / i e r s ,  ant1 in 1'338, t.he terctmtenary of the 
\,'ow of  1,ouis 1111, i i  huntlretl arid thirty studenks gatheretl ilt 

C,hartres on \Vhit-Moiidii~- iii t h e  presence of (.'ardiiial Verdier. Fifty 
of theni hiid set out froni S t  Rbrriy-les-CIievreuses on the Sstiirtlay 
niorning, a i d  othcw had joined tlierii on tlie wiy.  On the Jlonday 
afternoon they performed a nij-stery play in the  gardens of the 
bishop's palace. 111 19:3!) the numbers had risen to 175 and for tlie 
tirst tiirie a theme \cis proposed for meditation-'Christ, in the life 
of the student' .  I f  the outbreak of the  war seemed il. rebuff to  tlieir 
prayers for peiice, it  \\'as oiily after the disasters of 1940 aiitl tlie 
tlolours of the (;c.miaii occupatioii tllilt. t,lie pilgiimage began to 
I I S S U I ~ C  its present diniensions. In 1942 there were already 650 who 
left froni 3Iaiiitenoii on  \Vliit-Suritlay and reached C'hartres on the 
1Ioiiday ~iioniing. They nieditsted on l e s  t r n d i f i o n s  irrtrrides rle lu 
f . 'mt i ce  clirc'tienne, and a performance of Le Triomplie de Notre 
J,)atu.c (1,: ( ' l t r i r t res  by He1ii.i (;1i6on was gi\-en on the southern pciruis 
of the cathedral. In 1043 the nuinbers had nlniost doubled-there 
were 1250 a t  ('hartres on the Xonday--eiid the subject for stud\- H'HS 

tlit: Holy Spirit. In 1944, the year of Iiope. the, bombardment of 
Chartres made it necessary to cancel the pilgrimage at  the last 
nioiiient, mid the stiidents went instead to Kotre Dame de U o n n s  
(iarde. They me t  for their general chapter on the Sunday evening 
with the dog-fights above their heads, and their discussion was punc- 
tiiated by the  crackling of machine-gun fire antl the boo111 of t l i s t~n t  
artillery. On returning t,o Paris they found the r;iiln-ay line h:id been 
cut .  a.nd the?- were forced, at, the Iieight of their fatigue, to ttike 
once more to the road. This pilgrirnnge of hope \\'as also ;I. pilgi,iii!iige 
of peiiitcnce. 

I hiive now reached a pailit where I can tell m g  story a t  first hand. 
In Max 1!345 1 went, down to Chartres on the morning of \\liit- 
Montlay. l'wo thousand five huntlred studellts had just nrrived. for 
their C'oiiiiiiiiriion 3Iass and were encamped on the purvis, eating a 
well-earned breakfast or nioving ciiriously round t,he cathedral. It, 
\\'it,s not the cat,hedral one h i ~ d  known. The glass had gone antl most 
of the sculptures were still ohsciiretl by stincl-bags; a group of Ger- 
inan prisoiicis were hastily tli~n!aiitliiig t h r w  from the soiitliern 
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porch, where the mystcry was to b e  perfoimlcd tliat nfteriioon. -it 
ten o’clock Cardinal Suhnrd celebrated Pontifical High Mass, which 
was sung by the whole congregation of pilgriins, atid i i i  the  after- 
noon they chanted Vespers before entraining for Paris. During the 
day I had the  chance to speak to t.hein. They told nie somethiiig 
of their inspiration and of how thrir pilgriiiiiige IWS organised ; hou. 
they were divided into c h p i t r r s  of sixty. ench v i th  its a w w n i e r :  
how the chapitres were divided into gi.oiips, or 6 q i i i p s .  of ten. each 
with its leader who had studied for months past the subject of their 
meditation; how every step of the pilgrimage was made beforehand 
bj- those responsible for conducting i t ;  lion- they litid slept, for two 
nights in the  barns of the  l k a u c e  and walked four miles fa.sting, to 
reach Chartres on thc 3 l o n d q  morning. A s  I listened t o  them 1 
became infected with their mys t ique  and I dccided to  niake the 
whole pilgrimage with them a t  the  first opportunity. In 1946 when 
thcj- were studying the doctrine of the JIj-stical Botlj-, 1 was unable 
to leave London, bu t  Pentecost 1947 found me happilj- free. From 
now onwards I draw directly upon the diary T kept a t  the tinle. 

Kot having been able to assist at Benediction oil the l.’rida>- ewir- 

ing in Kot.re Dame, I joined the pilgrima.ge a.t the Gare Xlontparnassc 
towards one o’clock 011 the  Saturday afternoon. It was a warm U I I -  

clouded morning and the forecasts prophesied H siiniq- week-end. 
Sti1dent.s carrying heavy rucksacks with provisi0n.s for three dsj-s 
were streaming up  the boulevard or standing on the platforms o f  
the buses. The aunzoniers-many Dominicans, E’rnnciscans ~ 1 1 ~ 1  

Jesuits among them-were standing xs a point of ra l l -  for their 
clmpitres. Yet only half the pilgrims were leaving from the Gare 
llontparnasse ; the others were taking the southern route through 
Dourdan and were assembling at the Gare Rusterlitz. I’bre Paid- 
herbe, O.P . ,  who has been the chief animator of the pilgrimage froill 
i ts  emliest days, invit.ed m e  to come with him so t,hat, I could be 
f i w  to get, a better view of it as a whole. .I did not, therefore, 
belong to any single clznpitre,  although 1 attached myself, succes- 
sively, to two or three a.s we went along. The cliapitre, however. is 
the essential unit of the pilgrimage and develops rather quickly its 
own spirit of community. If I were ninking the pilgrimage again. 
T should try to remain with the one group throughout. I n  the train 
I’Bre Faidherbe introduced me to the aumoniers and the principal 
officials of the pilgrimage. They made m e  verv welcome. S11d 1 
began to appreciate what an  intricate task of preparation had beeii 
performed. 

\X7e left the train at Ranibouillet and lined up in .a semi-circle 
in the square outside the station. Here I saw for the  first time the 
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contingent of the paralysed and t,he infirni. There wew al)otit. fifty 
of these in their invalid chaiw, ready to be pushed along the road 
by an e‘quipe de secouTs. When the swoiid train froiii Paris had 
come in we chanted the Salve  Iicgina and nioved off, dividing into 
two routes called Blue and Red. These were never more than a mile 
or  two apart, and t,he officials of the pilgrimage moved at  will from 
one to the other. Remaining with the Blues I walked up and down 
the column, listening. The meditation on ‘the structure of the Faith’ 
had already begun a.nd the rrumoiiiers went, from one ( : q u i p  to the 
nther within their own chapi tres ,  assisting the discussion. I already 
knew t,liat these 4590 students were not exclusively Catholic. There 
were some l’rotestmts among them, two Mohammedans, and a 
nuniber of Narxists. It \KLS interesting to  guess, as one overheard the 
crackle of dialectic, whether this argument or that objection came 
from i t  Catholic or an unbeliever. Once, I remember, the discussion 
had strayed on to politics and ha,d to be pulled back on to its proper 
plane. Tn another chapitre I met a lively young uribcliever who 
nevertheless reached Chartres before aiiyone else by walking there 
on the Sunclay cvening. He wanted to see the cathedral I)y night. 
In the same group there was a young Jew, newly baptized; his grave 
and iirdent faith made a piquant contrast with the high spirits of his 
companion which no metaphysical anxiety had yet. disturbed. 

Our first halt was in t.he Bois de Batonccau. Here we fell out, by 
chnpi f res ,  under the tmes, and the leaders of each c‘quipe summed 
l i p  the trend of their discussion,s. W n s  faith an act of the intellect or 
of t,he will or of the heart? The argument usually ran upon these 
lilies. When they ha.d finished, the student chef d e  chapitre opened 
a discussion which ma,s corrected, and then closed, by the aumonieT. 
-411 this lasted about three quarters of an hour. We then resumed 
our march. IVe mere iiow leaving behind us the fringes of the Forest 
of Rambouillet and were coming out  on to the open plateau of the 
Reauce. The road had been st,eadily rising. W e  ca.mped for dinner 
in a t,hinnish copse not far from a spring, whence the men carried 
supplies of water. Everyone had brought plenty to eat  and shared 
generously with their neighbours. After dinner the Blue and Red 
mi t e s  joined in t,he singing of Compline and then the men and girls 
iiioved off to their respective clantorztte)nenls in the granaries of the 
adjacent farms. Some of the nien made their confessions, walking 
iip and down the road with the nnmnniers .  There was 110 ceremony; 
only the bare words of absolution a.nd the sign of the cross sketched 
in  the cool evening air. 

I spent the night on a comfortabIe bed of straw with the Pquiipe 
tle direction serving both branches of the pilgrimage. Before we 
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turned in the officers met. in coiiiniittc:. to discus-: a i d  criticise and 
plan ahead. ‘Lhe final details for the entr?  into Chartres 011 Noiiday 
were made clear. There was plenty of arpiiment and aii unflagging 
good humour. The following morning we xere  woken by the dog who 
insisted that i t  was time to get up. We n-ashed and shaved from 8 

t ap  in the farmyard, and then I tool; the rnad to Gallardoil where 
both routes of the northern br:inch were to  meet for N a  
was leaving T ,saw the last cl~clpitres of Houtt. Red tlisnppear ( J \  er 
the brow of the  hill. It was a good four-mile \\-ulk and T n a s  alone 
and fasting. The day was perfect. I s\vuiig doni i  the hill into 
Ecronnes, I overtook and entered into conversatioil with a n  old 
shepherd. A p e r s o m n g e  de I’Cgu!/. H e  told me that m a n 1  of tlirse 
farms belonged to absent proprietors n-ho \\ere making a packet of 
money out of agricult.ure without paying i u i > -  corresponding increnGe 
of wages. It was ,an old stoyy and he told it me without bitterness. 
H e  must have been about sistj- and he hat1 fought beside the English 
in the First German War. 1 left hiin Iwliiiitl to ca,tch rip witli a prolip 
of three students who were ahcad o f  me  on tlic ~ a i i i e  ro ;d ,  

The Mass of Pentecost was celebrated i n  a field just outsitle 
Gallardon. The little town with its sumptrious Gothic btisilica and its 
old t,ower, battered bj- the Englisli iii sonie pnst and pcstty siege. 
made ail impressive background. 4 high altar had been erected in 
the middle of the field before a screeii of greeiier>-. Soiiic stiitlt2nts 
were putting a finishing touch to it. as n-e arrived. In front of i t  n ’ i i s  

a semi-circle of t,hirty-cight smaller altars, made rnit of piled nick- 
sacks or wooden trestles; some of them were decorated with branches 
of white lilac which f i e  girls had ciit from it neighbowing wood. 
Before each of these altars ail a u n i o ~ i e r  stood vested. with his 
clanpitre grouped in rows behind him. The deep blood-red of 
I’entecost made a brilliant wntrzist with the young green of the  
rrieadon-s and the trees. Dirrctly facing me. at the extrrhnle riglit of 
the semi-circle, t he  invalids wei’e liiiecl up in their chairs. The 
liturgy was sung by the whole two thousand present, and as the 
celebrant intoned the Credo,  t he  priests advanced to their altars and 
began s imul t aneod j -  to say their Masses. I n  this way they were 
bmught to the  Elevation a t  the same time as the  celebrant at the 
High Altar. It was an unforgettable moment-the Hosts raised i n  a 
single unanimous gesture to the  serelie iuiclouded skies. 

Each aumonier gave Cornmiinion to his rlrnpitrc.. I t  appears that, 
in the diocrse of Gallardon we had a dispensation to take  liquid food 
brfore Communi,on, bu t  very fen- seenied to knon- of this and fewer 
still to take advant,age of it. -1ftrr breakfast 1 slipped up into the 
town to see t,he church. The choir is priw perfection of Ile tlc France 
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Chthic; it recalls Beauvtcis. And there is a remarkable painted roof 
to  the nave. 11-e lunched a n  hour or two later i n  the m i d d q  heat and 
n.plkec1 on throiigh the  afteriiooii. There was now very little shade. 
The 13eauce has a kind of gmnietric beaiity, and the 1iionoton-j of 
the immense horizons is striped bp the fields of clover and the 
brilliant magenta trefoil. The chnrncter of this landscapt. n-ns noted 
bj- l-'ortunat.ns : 

Bel s ia ,  triste solunt,  cui  desun t  bis tria so lun i :  
F o n t e s ,  prata,  nemz i s ,  lapides ,  arbusta,  ra.cemu.y. 

Tlic3i.c: are no isolated houses; on11 the large solitary farms with their 
winclowless fronts aiid their tight walls speak of a practical ant1 tin- 
imaginative toil. What  a sharp contrast with the  coiintrj- nearer to 
Paris-with the I-liirepoix and its domesticated moods, i ts  hint of the 
h a i i l i c i ~ e  ! Here and there a Roman or Merovingian villa reminds us 
that centuries of skilful cultiwtion have made of t h e  Reauce oiie of 
the historic granaries of Europe: it, has even been compared to an 
Hungarian landscape i n  the middle of E'raiicc. . h l  ,vet the absence 
of detail and aiiecdote is a precious aid to  conteniplatioii. The mind 
is attuned to infinity, and I found myself thinking nf thc plateails 
of C'astilr and the aid these must have given to the Spanish mystics. 
The heat was becoming intense. We  paused to drink wherever there 
an.. R poilit d ' r o u .  Some of thc  girls were ohviousl?; tired, and the 
meii relieved them of their rucksacks. The discussion flagged. and 
thew was a moment when the secular strains of A u p r i s  tle ma Blonde 
rriiiigled with t.lie autliorisecl canticles of the route .  'I his seemed t.o 
n i t '  n-holly fitting. for it, is the genius of the Chartres pilgrimage to 
raise a supernatural structure on a na.tural foundation. Silence fell 
alid the  tired foot.stepS plodded 011. And it was just. then, at. the 
inoment of our most extreme fatipiie, t,hnt t.he spires of. Chartres 
first appeared on  the  sky line. 7 3 e j  were seen with d i f icd ty ,  fixmed 
between two telegraph poles. Rut soon the whole bnilding became 
clearlJ- visible, like a beautiful galleon riding the  ocean of the wheat. 
Spontaneously, one after another. the chapitres took up t.he Sa lvr  
fi'e:7irza. Now near, now distant. the  voices hung in the hot air, and 
the faces broke into smiles of intimate recognit,ion. There is a logical 
link hetween the Salve 1Zegirz.a and .4iipras de m a  B l n u d ~ ,  and I felt. 
that  we had forged it. 

11-e halt,ed about. 6.30 and for tltt? thirtl and  last time the tcLLapitres 
t.ook careful st,ock of their discussions. After supper the Blue and Red 
r f ~ u f t - 8  rejoined for an evening session in R large clearing of the wood. 
-\ muiged in a half-circle, they lietened while a number of selected 
~ p a ~ l i e r s  read through the microphone from the testimony o f  fan1ou.s 

I 1  l h v  villngcs are few and scat.tered, grouped a1~)und the r:iw 11.~11s. 
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converts. These extracts were linked by an explanatolg narration. 
First there was S t  Paul, telling the story of the road to Damascus: 

Vers le milieu du jour-je vis sur le chemin uiie luniibre venant 
du ciel. . . . 3 

I reflected that every year there is sonie student from Paris for whom 
the road to Chartres is also the road to  llamascus. ?‘lien came St 
Augustiiie, speaking Tor the z:~rnal sinner, and read by an -4fiican 
st.ud ciit : 

Il’bme Imlade-je nie t0rtura.i~ 
M’accusant rnoi-ni&me--avec plus de skv6rit8 que jarriais 
Ale retournant e t  nie d6bat8tsnt dans m a  chair . . . 
I<t vous me pressiez, Seigneur, au plus secret de ~ n o n  Arne. 

T h ~ ~ i i  Newman, for whom 1 was piivilegtrd to speak, since I to!,. iii 

my degree, had been an Oxford convert. 
Ida conviction t i &  nette de l’ideiitit6 clu aliiistiaiiisine et du  cntliii- 

licisiiio miriain s’est empar6 de irioi 
aiid afterwards, in it rather moving t.ranslation, some stanzas i m n  
‘ Lead kindly Light’ 

Bicnfaisante luliii&re, au milieu cle ces onibrcs, 
Guide inoi eii avant,. 

And so to the first of the iiiodern pilgrims of Chartyes, .J. K .  H q s -  
Inans, attempting to explain t,he secret operation of grace : 

I,a soudaiiie et 1% silencieusc esplosioii de lutnibre qiii s‘est tnite 
en moi; 
Ida soudaine et la silencieuse explosion de lumibre qui s’est faite 

of Sotre Dame on Christmas Eve, while the boys were chanting the 
Magnificat : 

E t  c’est aloys-que se produisit 1’6vAnenient-qui domine toute 
i i i i t  vic. k:ii tin iiistant iiioii ceiir fut touch&-ct je CII,US. ,Je crus 
d’ulit.  telle force d‘dh6sion-d’un tel souli?vctnient de tout nion 
&tie, d’une conviction si puissant.e-d’une telle certitude ne laissant 
pl;ice B aucune espece de doute, que dcpuis-tous les livres-tous 
les I.;iisonneinents-tous les hasards tl‘une vie agitke n‘ont pu 
kbranler ma  foi, ni a vrai dire la touoher. 

‘To Lou Tseng Tsiang, once Prime Minister of China and now titular 
Abbot of St Peter in Ghent Hiid a monk of Saint-Andik. His testiniony 
was read by a Chinese ,student. . h d  lastly to Charles Pkguy himself. 

La main de Dieu est lourde-le travail de Dieu, 
L’opdration secrkte est un feu qiii consume. 
Comment nos pauvres carcasses y rksisteraient-elles? 

One could not listen to t,his company of converts and reinsin un- 
moved. What  a miraculous providence had rekindled the faith in t,his 
sceptical and disintegrated France of the twentieth century ! One 
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after another tlie liigh intelligences nnd tlie leaping imaginat,ions had 
been caught upon the wing. I thought of Maritain climbing the slopes 
of Montrnartre on his first pilgrimage to Ldon Bloy; I thought of 
Bergson’s baptisni of desire; I thonght of l’sichari in the desert. I was 
proud, even though .I WBS not astonished, that  h’ewman had been 
iilclucled i n  the brilliant list, and I thought, had this been an English 
occasion, h m -  proudly we should h:1w put Chcsterton and Hopkins 
beside him. 

\Vhen tlie readings wcre over, :L priest fiwm Coltainville arrived 
with the Blessed Sacranient n-hich was placed on an d t a r  set up in 
the clearing. Compline was sung and Beiicdictioii given. Then we 
divided and niored off to our cantonneineiz ts .  

presbytery. I t  mas a magical even ng. Sonibre but always clear, the 
cathedral stood against the skj-. Overtaking three girl students. I 
chanted the Litany of Loreta with them ant1 passed 011. Their high 
voices, lifted in the ‘ J e  vous sa lue ,  d ln r i e ’  lingered in the air behind 
me. When I reached the presbytery I found some girl guides caniping 
in .the garden; they were walking to Chartres on their own. Seeing 
t,hey had made a fire, I asked them to boil some wa.ter and we shared 
sortie of the ‘Xcscafk’ I hat1 brought. from Sn-itzcrland. Then I 
pushed open the door of this very humble presbytery and found my 
wav upstairs. I unbarred the shutters and let the perfume of the 
syringa bushes in the garden invade the room. Darkness was just 
falling. I flung a mattress on the floor, and was presently fast asleep. 

\Vhen I awoke at 5.30 I found, to my surprise, that  no one else 
had occupied the room. The beds had not been slept in. Something, 
however, had swung the shutters to, and when I opened them 1 saw 
that  it had rained a little during the night. Bu t  t.he morning was fine 
and clear, and the last contingent of gir1,s was swinging silently along 
the road t o  Chartres on t,he further side of the. cemetery. The Cathe- 
dral looked quite different in the dawn-light,; even from this distance 
of four miles or so i t  seemed lit up from within as well as from 
without. I dressed hurriedly and overtook the nort,hern column about 
two miles from the city just as the second branch, coming up by 
anot.her road, joined it from the south. This moment of meeting had 
been carefully timed. When the southgrn column arrived at the 
cross-road,s, the last chapitres of our own branch were swerving into 
the main highway, and as soon as they had pa.ssed, the chef d e  route 
of t.he second column followed in behind them. From now onwards 
we marched as a single body. T,ooking back, a mile ahead, I could still 
see the pilgrims coming up over the brow of the hill; I suppose we 
niiist have stretched for H couple of miles. Yet I miist guard against 

1 walked by niyself C ~ O U I ~  to GH ville, where I u-as to sleep in the 
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giving an iiiipressioii of iiii1itiii.y precision ; i i ic l  roiltine. TIiis Pil- 
grimage never remotely resembled a crusade; it WIS  helit, fiist o f  all, 
upon t.he conquest of itself. Spiritually speaking, it niarched iipoii its 
knees, and 1 never ,zaught a single note of that  collective presiinip- 
tion which so often mars the humility of Catliolic deiiionstr;iti~ins. 
Except for an  occasional ‘Je v o w  d u e .  Marie’. or the lo\-cly lilting 
refrain of ’SotiwDarne Aiq+i.int;’, ivt: 111arclied i n  silence. Oi11> the 
careless t,ramp of 4,500 feet accoirip;iniecl our inedita,tions. It seemed 
to  iiie then tha t  a triily (’isterciaii pe:ice had desceiiclccl 0 1 1  i i ~ .  for 
each of us was alone and get in rliythni with an  iiiinieiise coii i~~aiiy.  
I was delighted to  find a J)oriiiiiic:aii frieiid of mine w l i o  was ~iiiiking 
the Pilgrimage on his own. :iiitl had joined the soiit1iei.n b~.aiicIi on 
the Sunday night.. The year before he liiitl iriilketl with three friends 
from T.yons to Chartres in fulfilnient of  i t  vow mutle diiriiig tht. \viw 
that if one of t.hese friends returned safe froin Crerniiing they \v(iulcl 
make this 1’ilgriin:ige in thanksgiving. I t  had tiikcn them 13 days, 
hard walking all the way.  In the end. he told me, they had ‘prwipi- 
t,ated therriselves upon our I d y ’ .  .Is we reached the outskirts of 
Chartres he snatched my copy of 1’6giiT’s ‘l’rdsentatioii tle la Beaiice’ 
and recited it aloud. The words went out t o  pee t .  the cathedral on 
the hill ; they sublimated and s~nchronised  the trilnip of all those 
marching feet. 

Quand nous xurons quitt6 ce s:ic et cette corcle, 
Quand nous aurons trern1)lQ nos clerniers trembleriieiits. 
Quand nous aiirons rdl6 nos deixiers rideineli ts  
Veiiillez vous rappeler votre rniskricorde. 

\Ve descended a straight and sloping road between i i i i  aveiliiv of 
clipped limes and left our rucksacks in a field immediately belon. the 
Cathedral. It WHS surrounded on three sides by an ancient stone 
wall, admirably and sturdily built. PQre X remarked to me tha t  in 
all beautiful .and ancient things there is an  image, or  bild as Rilke 
put  i t ,  which is the picture of those thiiigs as they were first, designed, 
or as they first, appeared, in the imagination of the men who iiiade 
them. I n  most modern buildings there is 110 surviviiig image ; there 
is no nerve in ehem which makes them eternallg ap t  and no\\.. l’er- 
haps, I thought,, looking upwards, i t  is the  presence of this image in 
Chartres rather than any disposition of buttress or pillar n.Iiich , cives . 
to the building its unalterable youth. 

The women separated from the riieii and took a shorter way to the 
Cathedral in order to be sure of getting seats. for most of them were 
fasting. They entered by the west door. IVe, in oiir tu1.11, approadied 
by the  southern parvis. There was no time to linger over the loved 
details of the place, bu t  I caught my breath to see once again the 
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Angel of thc .\nliucii~tioi~. soiiietinies ciilled ' the haiitlsoiiiest uian in 
France',  breathing its beiietliction over the plain which had once 
Iieeii 1'8giiy's and iiow was ows. .ind as we 1iiovt:rl inside, tlie nioi'n- 
iiig siiii, stixmniiig throiigh t,he restol'ecl iviii(lo\\-s, staiiietl tlie stt.lie 
\I ith sapphire. 

'l'here WIN not ail instant of confusion as the 4,500 pilgi,iiiis, iiow 
joiiietl by a sriiall contingelit. from l'ours. were ushered to their pluces. 
My frieiid and 1 were pliieed ;it the estreiiie end of the choir, next 
to t,lie peoplo's idtar Iwlnw the  chalice1 steps. High Mass w;is sling 
a t  8.30 by the \\-hole congregation, most ot w.horii inade their ('om- 
iiiunions. Soon after the Offertory I'he S niovecl off to i i i i  ultar in 
the apse to say his Mass which 1 served for him. The Sctrrc:tu.s and 
tht? .4gil/l.s Dei callie echoing bilck to 11s fro~ii tlte hidilen croa.d of 
worshippers, filling, as it sceined, every crevicc and vault of the 
( 'athc:drd. 'J'lie soiiiitl, reiiching 11s from these invisible lips, t,ook 011 

i t  tiiiirl::i;s qudi ty .  vliic!i iq i n  itself the property of Gregorian 
ciiaiit. The irnmeiise anxieties and profound qwst,ionings of oiir own 
day ~ v e r e  assuaged by t,liis alliance with the cent,riries. 'I'he burden 
\vas sliared with d l  the people and with all the kings of France. 
.Just as the twin coluriiiis of our pilgrimage had lost their ,separate 
itlentities in the  inoiiieiit of junction on tlie highway, 60 we now 
joined a procession withoiit, elid, whose sorrows and expectations had 
1)et.n oiir's. In the y r u  ( ' I u i s t i  thcre is a i 1 ~  one distinction that 
matters : tht: distinctioii between the  sheep and the Shepherd. 

'l'here is not. very ~ i iuch  more t.o tell. - l i ter  breakfast we retiiriied 
to the 'chmip tles p4lPrins' for the (,ienera.l Chapter, at  n.hi,oh four 
students (one of theiii a I)utchnian, representing the foreign delega- 
tions) resmrierl the coiiclusions of the  Pilgrimage. I n  the w r l y  after- 
110011 we filed, chapter by chapter. before the statue of Sotre-Dame- 
Gous-terre, and tit 3 o'slock Chiidel's 'Tobie e t  Sarah'  was given on 
the steps of the soutliern p o w i s .  This was perhaps a little difficult 
for the ope11 air and the large, tired audience. \Then it was over we 
sang C'ompline i n  tho (':~thetlr:il ;i!id the 13ichop of ('hi3i.t res gave 
Beliediction. .\ messa.gc from Cardiiial Suhard, who was prevented 
a t  the last nioment from ;ippe:iriiig in person, was also read. 1 had 
found a place in the north aisle where I could see the Madonna of 
the Belle I 'errihe, which has a l \va .p  seemed to me the most beau- 
tiful stained-glass window in the world, and it was with e p s  fixed 
iipon this th:it I joined in tht: chanting of the Magnificat. Half an 
hour later we liad entrtiincd for ]';iris and the Pilgrimage WRS over. 

So clesci,iption, 11on.evc~i. itiiiniatecl, can give an accoilnt of a silper- 
Ii;lt rnwl experience. The incideiits and cert:moiiics, the 5pontaneous 
spiritiiiility, which have Iwen the siihject of these p g e s .  \\-ere only 
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the symbols of a prolonged coiiversatioli with (iod. ’I’hc. clt*taiIs alicl 
tenor of tha t  coiiversatioii art‘ not to  be i.evealed. hut thej- are the 
core of the students’ Pilgrimage to Cliartrcs. \\.itIiout which the out- 
ward nianifcstat,ions would be a hollow a,iitl iuiiiccessary ii:)ise. One 
can say how well the Z’ilgriniagt~ was or,c:;uiised: one caii si1~- ho\\ 
well the pilgrims behaved. Certitinlj-, the note of peiiiteiice ~ v a s  llot 

sounded excessively, aiid there was no riiiii to r i i w  the pleasures. oi’ 
add to the di,scomfort, of the  march. But it  was not for iiotliiiig th;tt 
many had walked those forty-odd kiloiiicLtres who were iiot iised to 
walking and tha t  nobody had lit a cigarette for three d a p .  Yet oiie 
may say all t.his and much inorr .  a.nd j - e t  feel that oiic has said 
nothing. Wha t  one would like to speak of \voiiltl be the iiiiiige ui i t l  

germination of the  I’ilgriniagc i i i  those man? souls; for in each one 
of them, Christiaii or unbeliever, Marxist, Jlosleni or Protestant, it 
will have marked a milestone. or possibly :t crisis. i i i  it tlwiiia \vhicli 
the judgment of God must one day bring to a11 end. It was evident 
what t,he Pilgrimage has come to mean for France, but, it is not of 
the French that I now think. as I bring this essa>- t.0 il close. I thiiilc 
of a young Swiss artist, I met  in Geneva shortlj- before 1 came up t ( J  
Paris, and of a young Dut,ch student I mct i n  Sijmegeii j u s t  altci, 
1 had returned from C,hartres. Both of t,hese had made the Pilgrimage 
in 1946. The light that, came into their faces when T told tlie m e  
of my project and the  other of niy experience sIiowetl me that, the 
Pilgrimage had become both a s p i b o l  aiid ail exercise of Europeaii 
unity; that. where the  Mother of ( iod so sigiially performed her  
minist.iT of healing, there were neither French nor Ilnglish, Dutch 
nor Swiss. Italian nor Spanisli.‘but that  all n w e  one iii C3rist ,Jesus. 

HOBERT SPEAIGHT 

P E G U Y T H F: P A  R A D 0 S 
RAS(’I< is reaniiliening. Sot tlie Prance of Vo1t;iii.t.. I)ut of S t y  
Jeanne d’Arc, not the France of Rousseau’s ‘Social Contract’, 
but. of P6guy’s Christian social contract. the contract of unirer- 

sal brotherhood and charity. Charles PBguy was the day-star of that 
rea\va.kening. S o n e  better than he understood the  past and present 
of France, and none was better equipped to reconcile them. IVitIi 
reason he  urged his fellowmuiitrymen to recall the  soul of theii. 
race : ‘Nous sommes une veille r<ace de moines, d’ap6tres. de soldats. 
de  maitres d’oeuvres’. H i s  socialisni was not. the socialism of Fourier 
and Saint Simon but of S t  Francis of Assisi and Ste  Jeanne d’Are. 
R sncialism n-hich is the very antithesis of tha t  propounded by the  
Gerrnnii Jrn-. Mars.  a swialism to which France, if we r e d  t,he 
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