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ANSWERABILITY: THE CLOUD AND THE LIGHT

I haven't seen the movie, Billy Jack, but I am told there is & line in
the movie that goes, "The problem with the white man iz that he doesn't know
about the Other World that's in the midst of this world." When I was in West
Australia, out on the desert, I met an old black Aboriginal; I suspect he was
seventy or seventy-five years old. Being a wise old guru, he said, "You know,
the white men ave lost." I was lost at that moment; we wers out on the desert
and I did not know how to get back. He said, "They are lost because they
don't know their relationships." He began to point out to me, "See that rock
over there? That is my father's brother. See that tree? That tree belongs
te mv uncle's parents. That is my cousin. See that bird? That's my mother."
And he went on. You could see that the Other World got held for him through
relationships. He had a story about the relationship between him and each
object, so that whatever he touched--a rock, or a tree--was his relationship:
alive and dynamic!

If you de not have a sense of humor, you will never understand the
Seripture, because our fathers had a great sense of humor:

Later on, Jesus showed himself again teo his disciples on
the shore of Lake Tiberias, and he did it in this way. Simon
Peter, Thomas {called the twin), Nathaniel from Cana of Galilee,
the sons of Zebedee and two other disciples were together,
when Simon Peter gald,

"I'm going fishing."

“all right," they replied, "we'll go with you."

So they went out and got into the boat and during the night
caught nothing at all. But just as dawn began to break, Jesus
stood there on the beach, although the disciples had no idea
that it was Jesus.

“Have you caught anything, lads?" Jesus called out te them.

"No," they replied.

“"Throw the net on the right side of the boat," sald Jesus,
"and you'll have a catch."”

So they threw out the net and found that they wers now not
strong encugh to pull it in because it was so full of fish! At
this, the disciple that Jesus loved said to Peter, "It is
the Lord!"

Hearing this, Peter slipped on his clothes, for he had heen
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naked, and plunged Into the sea, The other disciples fol-
lowed in the boat, for they wers only about a hundred yards
from the shore, dragging in the net full of fish, When they
had landed, they saw that & charcoal Ffilre was burning, with
a fish placed on it, and some bread. Jesus sald to them,
"Bring me some of the fish you've just caught."

S0 Simon Peter got into the boat and hauled the net
ashore full of large fish, one hundred and fifty-three
altogether. But in spite of the large number the net was
aot ToTn.

Then Jesus said to them, "Come and have your breakfast."

None of the disciples dared to ask him who he was; they
knew it was tha Lord.

Jesus want and took the bread and gave it to them and
gave them all fish as well. This is already the third time
that Jesus showed himself to his disciples after his resur-
rection from the dead,

When they had finished breakfast Jesus sald to Simom
Peter, "Simon son of John, do you love me mere than thess
others?"

"Yes, Lord," he replied, "you know that I am your friend."

"Then feed my lambs,” returned Jesus. Then he said for
the second time, "Simon son of John, do you love me?"

"Yes, Lord," returned Peter. ''You know that I am your
friend,”

"Then care for my sheep," replied Jesus. Then for the
third time, Jesus spoke to him and said,

"Simon, son of John, are you my friend?"
Pater was deeply hurt because Jesus' thiprd question to

him was "Are you my frlend?" and he said, "Lord, you know
avaryth Youu koow that I am your friepd!®

"Then feed my sheep,” Jesus said to him. "I tell vou
truly, Peter, that when you were younger, you used to dress
yourself and go where you liked, but when you are an old
man, you are golng to stretch out your hands and someocns

else will dress you and take you where you do not want to go."

ER ] ®

Then Jesus sald to him, "You must follow ma."
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Then Peter turned round and noticed the disciple whom
Jesus loved Ffollowing behind them. (He was the one who
had his head on Jesus' shoulder at supper and had asked,
“Lopd, whoe ls polog to M%@@@V vou?"} So he sald, "Yes,
Ltwpd , but what

"If it is wmy wish,” returned Jesus, "for him to stay
11 1 come, Is that vour busliness, Peter? You must
Follow me,™

(John 21:1-22)

We had a great time around here with the priors, and collesagues of
the Contipental Auxiliary, the BTS, and the Presidium, because you can
gtand at the door almost any hour of the day or night, and just greet
people. You can look somebody in the eye, and ask him how he is, and
especially if he brings his wife, you can "buss" her on the cheek, or
give her a little squeeze. Well, I got through working on the monotony
of planning and setting things up the other day, and people were coming
in that Sunday night, so I went and took my turn there. As I was shaking
hands, and squeezing people, something began to happen to me. It was
kind of like a click, or a blink; I noticed that what was happening to
me was that for that moment I was losing consclouspess. I began to
think maybe I had a tumor of the brain, and was about to pass out. My
stomach began to churn a bit. Then I got a little worried. But it
was so much fun, vou kind of got engaged. But every time, I noticed
that 1t came at a certain time: when I shook hands, when we exchanged
names, when we asked each other how we were. Somewhere in there was
that blink--just like that! In the midst of that, somebody came up,
tapped me on the shoulder, and said, "You have a phone call." For

‘ence, I was yeally glad to have a phone call and get out of there.

By the time I got there, the person had hung up and left a message that
he would call back in about ten minutes. He was one of the fellows in
Uptown, so I peeded to sit by that phone and receive his call.

« kapt 1g to me. I tried to trace it down. Where did
?%@% swe from? I m@mba ad & time when I was on a bus in Diakarta,

1 opt 1L1f out of my pocket. There was a time there,
&mm&w@d &* a3 the same kind of moment. If I could go back
in my memoyy, perhaps in some way I could get jostled.
A blink, a black-out. It was like in those censored
ck strip covers mmmwéw‘w eves. A little black

?b@& k

Then it turaned into a 3¢ I got curious, because I wanted to
gat inside that bls hox and see what was there that had been blinking on
me, So I opsned up x and I got in. There wasn't any bottem, and
I fell. As I began to it was as if I passed by billboards. They
ware Little signs anpou to me every time I had falled in life--one
right after the other. was that speech I tried to make one time, and
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fell flat on my face. Here was that time I was with wy parents-in-law

and messed up the whole thing. I then got in even deeper, recalling things:
a fallurs ag 2 husband, 8 joke as a Ffather, ridiculous as a son--the whole
life: just one pile. And I just kept falling through. Then I got down to
those times when I veally did a great job.

I noticed as I fell, things got dark, and by the time I had gotten down
to really falling, it was as if my whole body would begin to collapse, though
I was sitting upright in the chair. It was as if my whole life just went out
through my toes; it just leaped out, and it was nothing but a great big cloud.
I bagan to fidget, and kind of twist around in my seat; all that weakness
and humiliation there. When I could see, one thing got clear to me (and it
was strange, bscause [ couldn't explain 1t to wyself): that that cloud and I
were not two; we ware one. ¥We were one. But I couldn't vreach it.

Something began to appear across that cloud. It seemed kind of strange
to me, too, And on that cloud was written, "1 have cared for the world; I
gare for the world; and I will always care for the world."  Then the slec-
tricity started coming out of that cloud. It was saying that any time you
relate to life, you relate to life through that cloud, and any time life
relates to you, it relates to you through that cloud.

I began to recall those humiliating moments in my 1life; it was something
to remember that that was my care for the world., I and that cloud ars ona.
My mother died not long ago. That came back to me then. I have not bean able
to talk much about that, because 1 was a wmother's boy. And in some ways I
never grew up until she died. 1 was always her boy. For vears, I had been
trying to convince my mother that I was on the right track, deing the right
thing. Mother got sick a few vears ago; and became just a ghadow of herself.
Her woice, once low and beautiful, was now a low shisper, her breathing was
sporadlc, she had to stay under a tent a lot. I knew when I went Iin once
that it was the last time I would see her. Somehow she had gotten hold of
an article (I don't know where from). She had always thought we were a bunch of
Communists or something; but what she did at that moment was to sav she under-
atood what I was about. She gave me her blessing. It had been a long time
since I cried like that. I went out, and then she died. The strange thing
about 1t iz, to think after all these years you had been working trving to
convinee yvour Momma that you weve right, she blesses vou. ALl you are left
with is that cloud. Just that cloud.

Soma of us have been hoping that whepn vou got through that Dark Night,
on the other side of 1t there would be something. You go through the agony
and paing vou through the Dark Night: and you Find that what happens s
that thepe Is Dark Night. The agony and pain Intensify, the darkness gets
darker, and yo ht gets faint. ALL you have is this humiliation, this
woakness, and thiz cloud which you cannot touch. Yet, you are ona. HNot two,
Jugt one, with no way yvou can go aeway from it. It follows vou wherever you
go, with no way to diverce vourself from it you are one with it. It dossn't
matter what vou do, 1t is dust therse.

Twe stranges things began to take place in the midst of that. 1 was
still sitting in this chair. The first one was that this dark cloud, which
by that time, you can Imagine, had bedome a weight on me,suddenly became light.

y
%
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The cloud that was there became light.  Either I could bear it, or it was bearing
me; I could not tell the difference. Someone, I think, probably got close enough
to it when he came in. He was talking about the fact ghat last quarter one of
he membars of his House just got up and left, some key clergymen didn't come
hrough, and his wife kicked him around a bit. He saild, "You know, a vear ago,
would bave collapsed. I would have probably had to go see a psychlatrist or
somaething. But it didn't bother we a bit. I just kept on going. It would not
have mattered if my wife had left.®
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T wd fs light. But you have te add that the darkness ls not removed;
it gets derker. The pain does not go away; it gets deeper, more intense. It is
avery day of the week; every time you wake up it is there.

The second strange thing is that it is as if vour 1life was unburdenad. If
someons tells you things have really fallen through, that is fine. If someone
comes and tells you that you had a great success, that is fine. There is
excitement, and there ls disappeintment, but it does not rock you. Someone
says, "We wapt to have a two-hour conversation now on getting ready to leave
the movement, or getting ready to leave the Order," and you see clearly what is
going on. It would not take any two hours at all. Give me three minutes and I
will tell you exactly what is golng omwwith vou. You pour out your wisdom. It
doesn't bother vou. It is very, very strange. You just give your wisdom te them
and they decide. 1 guess you would have to say that you are not distraught.

But the pais is still there; It does not go away. But In the midast of that,
that cleoud of light: vou are not distraught.

The last thing, and thisz was probably the most difficult to state:
was saying the other day he did not have any questions anymore about whether
and his family were going te take snother year, or do something else. When the
asalgoments came out, they just did not hawe the question of whether or not they
would accept the assigoment or turn it down. There is no longer any question if
an RS-I deoas or doss not come off, or If the kids get sick, or If we run out of
money. Not even a question. Whan they arrived, they said that when the next
assigoment eame around the corner, they mould meet it. And they knew the rest
of thelr lives were going to be just like that. In the midst of that is pain
and the darknsss, pad the cloud and the light.

Some paople think that when you talk this way, you turn people inte robots
that don't cave about anything, or raise any deep questions about life. They just
stumble through like, like a robot. Well, I just want to say NO! There Is glory
in finally st
than haviag o
the deep, v
do not kpow
darkness aoy

v of conversation every time the bird twitters--palsing all
gusetions of life, and then kind of moving eldeways. You just
glory of that stepping out. The pain is not gone, nor is the

The funoy thing to me is that all this had to do with a little blink; fust
@ little black box in my imaginetion. 1I'll bet that little blink and that little
black box is in evervbody allke. That everytime we grab each other's hands and
look, that happmns. That that is there im our life, just to hold us over agalnst
what 1t Is to be human bealings.
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About that time, the phene rang. I blinked again. I said helle, and I
had that lapse again; that little black thing flew across my forehead. I sald
hello, but you know what? When he said, "Hello," I could see that same 1lttle
black thing in his life, right over the telephone. I am here te report to you
that we had one good conversatien that morning about life--one thak I do not
think sither one of us will forget for a long time.

~wsfigorge Holcombe

12/27/73



