Summer '73 ) .  July 3, 1973
Research Assembly ~ THE DARK JOURNEY Sanctification #2
Congregation A R A Page 1

' " (Pirst Draft) | , JAS

We are in a time of resurgence but this should not be thought of as a time
of romantic giddiness in thaf everything now is all right. Yes we are in'a time
of resurgence when.life is vital, life is birthing,'lifé is ripping open, life is
creatiﬁg,'life is surgiﬁg, iife is benevolent and life is life. But also life is
inert, life is dying, life is bdxing in, life is destroying, life is stagnating,
life is ﬁélignant, and life is death. And there is a brutal struggle befween
these tﬁét goes on in the nidst of our everyday life, and so it is with societies,
nations, and cultures and the globai village. Resurgence is only found in tragedy,
found in the ﬁidst of that brutal struggle. Today with the breakdown of civil-
1zat10n and the loss of meaning, purpose, roles, structures and symbols, awakened
man, after being assaulted for at least 50 years, sees the tragedy of life which

” is death, but he also sees the pOSSLblllty, he also-sees resurgence, not just as
a visibn £ut as‘acfﬁallj.éoihg on. Then his vision is of even greater possibility
or a greéteP potenfial. |

The‘intensification of resurgence is sanctification. And these series of
twelve lécturés ape.to point to tﬁat procesgs. The First block of four discourses
is about the dynamics of sanctification. The gecond block of four iy aboul the
relationship of sanctificatioh to the Othcr World. The last four reflect on the
relations of sanctificafioh to the Post-Modefn World. Yesterday, our lecturer
talked ébout the first léctufe in the dynamics of sanctification seétion_or '

' “Unlversal Benevolence” Todéy I want to talk about sahbtificafion as profound
1ntegr1ty and tomorrow our speaker will talk about 1t as endless fellClty, and
then the!fourth day our spedker will talk about it undcr the rubric of the
rellg;ogs Llfe. One thing to not;ge as you look at thc‘oveval; gtructure is that
the Fivs; lactﬁﬂe in each block is related to edch othcv; and the second with

Lhe necded aml na on,
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Before we gét "into “thHé m&jor part of what I'm g01ng o -say, I -want toe back
up a little and talk about; seLf ~hood; because 1n one. Sense to talk about sanctlw
fication you're pushlng beyond the onto]eglcal and we. therefore need some way to
be clear abaut_the_eschatologeca;,ﬁerfebegr‘ihe;dygem&cs‘eﬁ;ﬁe}fzygeq:;n gegeral;
Ones life is made up. of relationships and, I guess there would be milléonsre?_yeem
if you could count them all. - There are such things as yourrfami;y,.yourﬂnatipe?
all the whole wide world or whatever else you want to talk about. Next we afe“

E O

always stumbling upon ourselves -conscious of these reldtlonshlpe You are

constantly having to, take an . attitude toward tho§e-relatienehipsﬂ Inlotheq words
you are conscious, of the fact that you are conscious. You participate in all

relations with various images, moods and decisions. Sometimes my reletionship to
. . . T Lo R P B S A R & R

my family is-a very;pleasing one, and sometimes it is.an_angpyhene.T_Sometimes

PR

it invelves a certain course of acijon, and another tlme it embodles a dec1310n )

[
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.to take aediffereptgcourse of action.. I'm always waking up llVlng ln varlous

AT e

kinds of relationships with images, modal tones and decis on that hold them for

me. Now to do.that is to be a human being acting out his pqmaneesfP;Tpere is

no other kind of life that you or I have ever found than that kind. Now once we
see that, we have a basic decision that is at the bottom of qnd_nrior to every
other decision. .It involves the final attitude we will take toward such a process.
It involves our consciousness of our consciousness of consciousnees. Will we say
yes or will we say no to all our relationships., It is this alternative that life
presents us with sharply and clearly. Every other decision rests on or fides on
this Fundamental er'basic‘decisiqn[ And_thefthing.abeg? it.today_is_that a lucid
man knows this is. the eay_life is., Life has hit him hard enough that he has been
forced to see it.. And you can see this, for‘egamplea iﬂ.tbé\S?hlit% beer :
commercial, "Life is once around the .cloek; thepeforc live iy,with,gusto.f NOW

what they do, of course, is rehearse the relationship you have to take not ]usf
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to the beer but to life. But they are not pushing at the final relationship. They
are not grounding themselves transparently in the power that gives them every
relationship. But I do like the gusto; that's a good word. It has something of the é
feel of resurgence, that is, brutality,-power or just the ongoing wrestling with
life into the future. However, they reduce resurgence in its sociological form
down to sailing a boat or sométhing like that and you do that with gusto so tﬁe
whole question of integrity is raised.
We want to talk about Profound Integrity today. Obviously everyman is a

man of integrity; for example, I have a friend that says everyone knows that the

She keeps telling me that over and over. Well, it's rather

family comes first.

obvious if you take it at .face value, that certainly for her the family is the

center of value, the family is the cause she serves and therefore integrity is

defined by her relationship to the family. . Or, I remember during World War Two
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I was in a foxhole with sheila éoming déwn all over the place, machine gun bullets,
and mortar shells and everything else and brother you have your head down six feet
below the earth, looking like an ostrich both fore and aft and you wouldn't dare
stick your head up above without pain of a direct order. Suddenly some crazy, I

mean that a literally, crazy marine came falling into the foxhole hollering,

"Where are they, where are they?" We didn't know what to say as we all sort of
huddled there in teh foxhole. Then a sergeant said, "Where's your rifle?”

"Where are they?" he said, "I got my gun." He had a dinky pistaél that looked
like a popgun in face of all those shells falling out there. No one said a thing
and finally one guy motioned toward the enemy and the sergeant yelled, 1'% going

We heard later on that ha

to get them, I'm going to get them,"and he went out.
had killed eighteen of the enemy with his revolver, and was awarded posthumously
the Medal of Honor. Now he was a man of integrity, for benéath”hia ;ction and

his thrust was the nation as the center of value and the object of his cause. And

I can tell you I was glad he was such a man of integrity, and that there were men
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of integrity in the midst of that battle I was in, but that is still not what we
are talking about. Only when you shove that cetner of value and cause to gerve as
the totality of all or that power that glves and takes away everythlng, 1s 1ntegrityi
laid bare. Then it becomes Profound Integrlty or Radical Integrity where your
¢center of value is the Mystery 1tself and your cause in life is to serve that
Myatery.,

Now to try to spell out what we point to with the term Profound Integrity.

But first I want to read you a poem. Maybe some of you have heard it.
In the middle of the road there was a rock,
There was a rock in the middle of the road
There was arock.

In the middle of the road there was a rock.

Never will I forget this happening,

That my tired eyes have seen

Nevepr will I forget that in the middle of the road
There was a rock _ .

There was a rock in the middle of the road.

In the middle of the road there was a rock.

When you learn to live your life you have a great apprécidtion for’
whatever comes along, and even though, being a lucid man, you know that life is
tragic and permeated with the'MyStéry, yet the Mystery seems to give you great
appreclation for life as well as the negations in life. You have human sympathy
and your concerns and your compassions are many. Then something happens. In the
middle of the road appeéfs a rock and when that happens it bappens. The question
is , "What is your rock?" In the middle of the m® road there is a rock. In my
journey of appreciation of life, in my relaxed almost wandering gaily into the
future . . .There is a rock iIn the middle of the rock, there is a rock. And that
rock is that happening where the whole world crashes in upon you. The whole world
falls upon your back. This is hard to talk about and most anything you say to
describe it doesn't seem to do justice to the happening.

As you know this neighbbrhodd in the daylight and around this building

is safe but at night in certain spsts away from here you wouldn't want to be

wandering alone. Lastlggmﬁ'r a‘fﬁiéﬁd;qﬁ miné'Was;;gllin imefthat_he_was‘wa;k;ng"m “i
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down one of the side streets just about dusk. There came three fellows toward him
and he said that just by looking at them fright came into his being. So he sort of
was tense and walked looking straight ahead but they just sort of walked by him
and didn't even look at him. He breathed a sigh of relief and looked over his
shoulder and saw an elderly woman who must have been 70 or 75 about 30 feet behind
him and they pounced on her and began to take her purse away from her. She wouldn't
give it up so they knocked her to the ground and she still wouldn't give it up and
she began to make noises like an animal, she just went, "Aaaah, aaaaaah, aaaaah," he
said. As he made those noises it just went through my whole being, and I never have
been able to get rid of the cry that woman made. It is like all of mankind is making
that king of cry throughout the world., All the world just crashes in upon you, and
when it comes it comes and you're crushed to your knees. You don't know where it
comes from nor do you care. You don't ask, "How," you"re/:gncerned with your
response. The pain isn't that the world has fallen on your back. The pain is that
of integrity. So here you are. It all comes clear. That world is on your back.

It is as though the universe has your name on it and you see now what is
really real in life. But why did it have to happen? But it did happen! The
universe chose you. Here is that great big world, and you are one tiny little person
having to bear it., A4nd it chose you to carry it around. I had a friend one time
who lost his arm in an automobile accident and the rest of his life he went around
with that one arm. It happened to him; he lost his arm and he never was fhe.same.
He couldn't turn the clock back, That's just who he was, And it's the same kind of
thing when that world falls on your back, directly on top of you - that is just the
way it is for the rest of your life, and you can never turn the clock back. We
would like to take only part of the world, here and there, but it's the whole world
on your back.

I remember on the late, late show not too long ago, they had a movie called

The Man With The Golden Arm. The "golden arm" was that the main character was on
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drugs and he couldn't kick the habit. He called that "a monkey on his back." The shof
was about his going through a crisis in his life in the midst of which he was able to
kick the habit. But from then on he had to guard himself like he'd never guarded
himself before. When somebody tried to chide him, he said, "The monkey is still on
my back. Then he slowly said, 'Everyone has a monkey on his back." The world is a
menkey on your back and the only thing you Eave to deal with for the rest of vyour
lives is that world. That is what life is all about.

£sam There I am with that world and the future on my hands and then I am awareg
of a horrible struggle-—a struggle of mortal combat. I am struggling for my life. |
Oh, it starts out sort of slow and I ithink I can get out from underneath that world;
if I go here or do that I'll get rid of it. I simply can't live here; - I don't see
the seriousness of it or maybe I can do something to be relieved of it.

Then glowly that deadly strife keeps coming and I'm fighting for my life,
fighting for my freedom or to have a little rest or comfort or to be left alone
just part of the time. Yes, the world is on my back. The world now becomes an
alive monster. The awe breaks loose everywhere, Even the horror movies have become
transparent now to the allen images .of the awe. It is like creeping flesh. You know
what that is like in a horror movie., Eerie noises come to you. When you walk out
in the peace of nature vines reach out to wrap you up and squeeze you to death.
Rooms close in on you. Ghost comes in through your locked door. Hands grab you in
the dark. Graves open up to gobble you. Zombies walk the streets to claim you. You
:-literally begin to receive blows and that slien image assaults everything you
cherish, everything you hold dear or makes life worth living. And the horrible thing
| about it is that you know it will nwver let you go. It will never let you alone
g until it drives everything to the abyss. You become overwhelmed and conquered

% as you are agsaulted both outwardly and Iinwardly. You descend into a sense of

thick darkness.
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At this point you are cast out from yourself, and you look at your whole
?future. Life will never he any other wav, and what I discover now is that enemy I
Ehave is myself. The enemy is myself. Not fust me, hbut the essential self, the self
él am being férced to invent. I will now and ever after he forced to invent in every
ésituation that self, I havg to create the self that stands forever with the world on
iits back, the whole burden upon its back, That's the one I-am given to he,

At this point I become aware of a deep offense. Oh my God when vou talk
about an offense, this 1s the offense that goes to the hottom of enistence itself,
For the abyss that the alien image shoves me into, drives me into, is not a
bottomless pit as you would ordinarily.think, but it ié full. It is full of
‘humiliation., It is full of weakness. It is full of suffering, and it is full of
hatred, The assault on my life keeps me in‘ponstant.humiliation. I see that 1 have
been living in_unrealify. Evéytimeslife assaults me, it shows me where I have
been grasping for-somethiné-that»is not real and T feel impure and revoltingly
unclean. To add to this I edéwthét‘I'have-hétrayed:myseifr It's not something
from outside, I've betfayed‘myselfI‘II'vg duned myself, and therefore & great sense
of unworthiness comes ovér me, agonizing self-doubt that even douhts mv abhility
to judge what. is going oﬁ, and nov T can no longer even tﬁust myself, Then the
feeling is, "My God, this is permanent!" This is always the way:it'S'qoing to

L be, just humiliation, humiliation, humiliation. |

Next this nothing in everything comes as a great weight. Tt becomes an
unbearable hurden. I feel impotent and weak, hopelessly weak; a weakness that T
can't eveniundersténd. It's almost like you have permanént hepatitis, waddline
around frying to act as if you're alive. At the slighfest touch, your life Jjust
fades away, as i? vou're heing hrqtally and unjustly opnressed, and whatévev
aome Just prlnda you mu]m'; The worst thingeg of 411 {n that -'thorn':.x no hopa, nq

comfort; no plty and-no holp. You somse in the dapth of that weakness that you can
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no longer stand living withvsuéhta.weak himan being asg you drev

Added to thesevtwin "pains" is:a. creeping sense of .ddom that we are
forsaken and victims'of '@ totdl- and relentless hatréd: ' Something out there:is out
to get you, something'oqtcthereWhafes=you,‘something assaults-you from which there
is no escape and no hope.” Allrdf Iife for+the pest of your<1ifé is to. Baffer -
truly at the hands of “that malignant momster or whatever it is out there that's.
chewing you up. You experience-deep emptiness inside as.you try to deal with that
and feel that madness is taking 6ver within you and you will be totally dnnihilated
from within as well asd without. ;Stillfyou yearn, but it has no object, and- that
induces more sorrow and more sufféring,-and:you'juSt’éuffer, suffer, suffer, until
you seem to be suffocating under Such-sorrow. MWorst of all you séem to be pardlyzed
in the midet of that.  You wdit fop'relief and help 1o ¢om&; theh ybu See you ave |
waiting for nothing;” and even in-thit waiting ‘yoir' sé8’ you ard waiting for waitirg
and that is 4 doublé whaming! a’'trap in- itself. “Then'you become '@oubly lonély, weak,
empty, and ‘frustrdted and your sufféfing is driven'déepdf. - d

‘Finally you 'become &6 rackéd with painful doubt as to .WHy;Tyou ard so”
oppressed that your- insidé& scream. ~It 'i& like the Psalmist says, you have got a
whole belly full of howling dogs inside of you, that scream and scream and screan
out at life and the way life acts and pushes upon you. That alien-image assaults
you, and inside a deep war goes on within you, a war to the finish. You cannot
stand that enemy that is thére, you cammot deal with it and you have got to destroy
it, as it seems to bé destroying you. It is a war between that alien image which in
its weird way is also an alien desire which I am now aware produces my humility,
weakness, and suffering and therefore in the'midst of this a raging hatred comes
out like it had’né%ér’cdmé'Huf-befofé‘éé you bitterly feel ydurself placed in such

an unjust situation. Then''a stranpe dwareness comes that your own hatred has

become_part.of the eruel, overwhelning burden put upon you.
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At this point lucidity sees clearly the situation. You do not have any
possibility of winning, not one wit of possibility; either way you are dead. You
know if you run away your lucidity is going to burn you up because you know the way
things are, and you know you will be burnt to a crisp. But if you stay and stand
and pick up your life you are going to be burnt to a crisp anyway. You are damned
if you do and you are damned if you do not. And my God, this is the way it is.

I was talking to a fellow not too long age - the pressure had built up
in him and he was saying, "I'm going to leave the Order." Now by leaving the Order
was for him a symbol of getting out of life. I asked, "What is going on?" And
he began to spell out in his own words just what I have said. I asked, "Where are
you going?" He answered, "I don't know, there ig no place to go; I guess I will
stay.'" This burning lucidity is that kind of irrational. reasoning. Who would be
so silly to follow it? There is no rhyme or reason to it. -1t is not like you rise
up and make some great big old decision, I am poing to'do this. It is more like
fainting into the arms of that alien image. You just give up and surrender your
1life to him. Or you just die or you give yourself up to this alien image - to this

awe that assaults you. You live the way life is. You invade the swamp, the quagmireg

of this abyss that is so filled full with humility, weakness, sulffering and hatred.
You take that into yourself, and you embrace it all, which is accepting the burden
of the world that you have upon your back.

Once you surrender yourself, you see the essence you are out to invent
was invented before the beginning of the world, and it was that essence that was
moving in upon you.‘ Or again, it was the image of radical integrity which relates
you to the totally of the nought, to the Hystery itself. To live in profound
integrity is beyond any particular relation, beyond the moral, beyond any relation
however prodat:  your lamily, the nat fon or anything that you could talk about.

You are mow out over the abyas, and the only way thal you live is in relationship
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to the mystery, to the all in all, and to creation itself, inwhich the mystery is

constantly placing you and spinning you. T6 be human is to carry the whole world
on your back, and the rest of your life is struggle, but is<truggle in radical inte-
grity, not struggle against radical integrity. S

Such a'struggle uses us up at every moment; Life is perpetual intensi-
fication of consciousneés. ‘Every moment I wake. up in élsituatioﬁAI have a new
radical demand upon myself, to totally expend myself in that Sitﬁation and it does
not make any difference. how much I expended mySe;f &esterday,:lrnow have a demand
to expend myself fully. I never will forgét a few months‘égo a situation happened
that had never before happened to me. I found myself flowing into that situation,
and something happened inside of me. My God I tingled all over, and knew I lived
in that situation. Do you know what? I have been afraid of that kind of situation
ever since. It is.like there is a room that I am afraid to enter, because I know
it is going to take the totality of my life, the most profuund intensification.

No matter how profoundly your life was intensified yesterday, at this moment you
are again called on to expend it completely, to grasp it without qualification.
This means you grasp it in the midst of your humiliation in being an unreality,
sdﬁ&mﬂﬁﬁl,mﬂsdﬁﬂm&taﬁimﬁﬁmgﬂmtym1Mwwsfmdymmmﬂfinamha
situation. That is where your intensification comes to continuous meaning.

Being a lucid man who lives out of what he sees, your life desires to
be one of action and of service. You want to give yourself to the situation; and
what you see is that you can intensify at any point that action to raw courage,
to the fortitude to stand, to fulfillment as strong as death or to the cruciform
principle. My God, to do so, I must take into myself my weakness,.my intense
feeling of inadequacy, of being drained, of being brutally oppressed and sceing
myself a pitiful creation. Or again, I find myself motivated. When you are in

this position, you are not a slob in the first instance at all. No you are
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motivated, but being motivated and having a zest for life you also know you can
grasp motivation and intensify it into total participation in being itself. Your
inner being burns with a sweetness, a sweetness that has the fascination pole of
awe at the center on it. But to intensify that motivation into total participation
in being means that you grasp your suffering, of seeing yourself as a doomed victim
of the outside and internal forces of hatred, of being burned out, of objectiveless
yvearning and being.paralyzed in the midst of waiting for n~thine.

Finally you see a boldness in your life. In fact you can b~ vehemently
bold. Intensificaiton of this means gr .sning that all the energy within you can
be picked up and used to seize a situation for the future. Or again. ‘ron can grasp
that from then on with radical intens®firation that you dare to seize God. By
seizing God 1 mean you have found out what you always wanted to know, all you have
been yearning and waiting for all of vour life, and now your total life can go into
that. But to do this you have to grasp your hatred. whirh is to grasp your painful
doubts. The cruel deadly war going om in you, the cruel unjust situation that
assaults you, and then your hatred itself which has become a cvgel burden, and
you do not even know whether your hatred is hatred against life itself that spins
you into the abyss again, or genuinely shoves you into authentic relationship to
the Mystery itself, _

Finally my life is to see that "my being" is like "being itself", that
is, my living radically detached from idols and radically engaged with the Mystery.

Then I know I am like being for I participate in being. And as such I participate

in the endlessness of being. It is what the poet meant by "going to heaven', for

it is an experience-beyond time and space,

We have a story that helps us to hold this. It is the story of Jesus
our eschatological hero. He. is the picture of the sanctified one. He is the
transparency of humanness itself. In the Cospels is the mythology of sanctification

d it breaks loose in at least three places in the New Testament: Baptism,
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Transfiguration, and the Grucifixion/Resurrection story. You recall at the baptism

when he comes up out of the water,a voice comes out of the geavens and says, "This

is my beloved son in whom I am well pleased.”" You know I have never gotten over

being amazed at infant Baptisms. Whether it is the right symbol to uée, I do not
know; but I have never gotten over being'amézed at it. You just imagine taking a
small, almost one halr breath from deéth, weak baby and mark him with a sign that
says whatever happens to him for the rest of his life, his life and all that goes on
is pronounced good. Can you imagine such a strange rite. I remember Voltaire's
Candide, which was a eynical indirect attack on Christianity. He had a character
in there named Pangloss and Pangloss was the prototype, a caricature, if you piease,
of the life style of the Christian. Wherever he went everything was good. They were %
always running swords thrdugh him, or he was falling out of windows, or chariots ‘
would run over him, or bﬁggies would hit him, or wheels would cut him to pieces,
or they would shoot him with arrows or flintlocks, and he is always getting up and
saying, "That's good" and kee@s walking on. He was sort of a divine zombie who
took his crummy life an& spun it. Voltaire in his cynicism only got hold of one
pole of the offence of Baptism. The other pole is Jesus ordination so to speak.
He had one task set before him - to release all mankind to live their lives. The
movie "The Gospel According to St. Matthew" captures this in Jesus' style. After
his baptism came the temptation which Jesus refused and from then on he walked
my son,

straight on to the cross. 'Thou art/my beloved,in whom T am well pleased.™

Then Jesus as the eschatological hero is transparent as the resurrected
one. You and I have been taught to sentimentalize the resurrection, but the
presurrection is the crucifixion, or better there is no resurrection except in the
midst of crucifixion. The scriptures are clear about this. You remember the next
+o the last thing that our eschatological hero said before he died, "My God, my

God, why hast thou forsaken me? Eli, eli; lama, sabachthani.' And the last thing
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he said was aaaaaah! A scream! What is resurrection? What is life? It is "My
God, my God, why hast though forsaken me?" to humiliation, suffering, weakness,
and hatred? Why hast thou forsaken me? The New Testament is clear as are our
fathers: they recognize no other death but crucifixion... This crucifixion was
Jesus crummy death. Nobody paid any attention and the guy -dying does not care.
"My God, my God, why hast thou Forsaken me?" And what did that crummy death look
like? He took it and spun it and 'it becéme life giving - it became transparent.
You have yourself a crummy death of humiliation, weakness, suffering, and hatred,
as he did. To be a zombie is to avoid that death; but to live it aml to bestow life
is to take your crummy death and to spin it and to make it transparent--'"Ye men of
Galilee--why stand ye here? . Why stand ye here?"

Also sanctification is visible in Jesus as the transfipured one, or thg
Divine presence. Remember how he: went up on the Mount of Transfiguration and there
Moses and Elijah appeared beside him? Peter, always the straight man, wakes up
and say, "Oh, master, it is wonderful to be here. Let's build three tents, one
for each of you, you, Moses and. Elijah." And then a voice comes again, ”Thia'is
my Son, my Chosen, listen to him." In other words, beyond the law and the prophets,
stands the one who creates structures and calls them into question. All authority
in heaven and earth has been given to you, why stand ye here? We are free to
create wonder in every situation, free to create and free to bring judgment, exposing
the creative activity of the Mystery itself, and its brutal resurgence showing all
men life, and allowing them to be beckoned by it.

The myth of sanctification is acted out by Mclurphy, the main character

in the play, One Flew Over the Cuckoos Nest, MHe came into a mental hospital ward

and immediately became a hero to the inmates. They were all sick and perverted,
all human rajocts, and they had overy kind of prablem you couhd dreaam of ‘that could

make them impotent. MeMurphy, in contrast, wdy alive, vital and zestial., lle
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would go around and cheer thém‘ﬁp, defend them, and pat them on the back. He became
their hero, and they wished they could bé like him, but he was almost like a dréam.
He was not a real possibility for them; they were twisted and perverted; they

could not live like that. McMurphy stood up. for them, he did whatever was necessary
for them, and defended them against the structures. He became even more their hero
for they could not stand up against Big Nurse, a tyrant who controlled their lives
even.to the point of death. In the process McMurphy so alienated himself in the
structures that he had to leave or else face certain destruction. One night he
stood at the window the irmates had opened for him, and he was ready to go out and
escape. But he looked Back at all the human rejects and he came back in. I do not
know McMuﬁphy's inner being, but imagine the humiliation, that he was called, elected,
to help the human rejects, who wére not even worth taking care of in th%byes of the
people there. Also think of his'weakness in the situation which now he could not
handle, a situation ﬁhat got out of hand. Also imagine the intense suffering

going on in him. He was a dowmed victim, of the hatred of Big Nurse. Or again
imagine his own hatred: hatred of the situation, hatred of Big Nurse or was it

hatred of life itself? In other words was he throwingihis life away for spite,

or was he throwing his life away for those rejects? Mclurphy spun his crummy death.

He came back and did what any of them could do, that is on behalf of the others
offer up their lives. No longer was he a hero that would be a dream in their mindé,
but he became a feality in the midst of their lives and that reality was transparent.
When the hospital took McMurphy and destroyed him, everyone on that ward knew they
could live. They could have life; and finally what liferwas all ab~ut in the midst
of that humiliation, weakness, suffering a ~ hatred, was daring to embrace that, in
embracing 'the world.

From no, on, from beginning to end it is your world, and you are to live in%f

relationship to bearing that world, in vadi~al integrity.

Joseph A. Slicker




