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Barbara G. Myerhojf
February 16, 1935-]January 7, 1985

Barbara G. Myerhoff was a Consulting Edi-
tor to PARABOLA from our first year until
her death. One of her articles, ‘“The
Huichol and the Quest for Paradise,”’
appeared in our first issue, and was fol-
lowed in the next by another on the
Huichol shaman, Ramon Medina. Her
book, Peyote Hunt, also comes from
her work with the Huichol Indians in
Mexico. From 1966 to 1985 she was with
the Anthropology Department of the
University of Southern California, where
she became Professor and Chairperson of
the Department. Her interests turned to-
ward medical anthropology and the prob-
lems of old age, and her next book was
Life’s Career: Aging and Cross-Cultural Studies
in Growing Old. Later she celebrated her
work with the aging in her best-known
book, the warm and wonderful Number
Our Days, from which a film was made in
1977 which won the Academy Award as
the year’s Best Short Documentary.

The brief fifty years of her life were filled
to overflowing with her zest for living and
her care for people. PARABOLA is among

the many who were enriched by her work
and who feel her loss deeply.
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By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down,
yea, we wept, when we remembered Zion.

We hanged our harps upon the willows

in the midst thereof.

For there they that carried us away captive
required of us a song; and they that wasted us
required of us mirth, saying, Sing us one of the
songs of Zion.

How shall we sing the Lord’s song in a strange land?

If I forget thee, O Jerusalem, let my right hand
forget her cunning.

If I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave
to the roof of my mouth; if I prefer not Jerusalem
above my chief joy.

Remember, O Lord, the children of Edom in the day

of Jerusalem; who said, Rase it, rase it, even to the
foundation thereof.

O daughter of Babylon, who art to be destroyed; happy
shall he be, that rewardeth thee as thou has served us.

Happy shall he be, that taketh and dasheth thy little

ones against the stones.

—Psalm 137




FULL CIRCLE

A Readers’ Forum

Please excuse these attempts to com-
plexify Dr. Basarab Nicolescu’s analysis of
““Unity and Exchange’’ (Vol. IX, No. 4),
but it would seem that some logical con-
clusions are relevant to the current revival

of the analogy of Dr. Schroedinger’s cat. In

the classical sense, there is a cat, a box, and
an observer. The observer opens the box
and the cat is found to be either alive or

dead. In the quantum analysis, the S-matrix

““cloud of particles’” exists in a state of
““becoming’’; adhering to time, inertia,
and the other so-called laws of physics only
when an observer is present and constantly
maintaining that energy state conducive to
objective observation. Thus, the cat-box-
observer event reifies as a probability in
which the cat is to be found either alive or
dead dependent upon the time at which it
is observed. Prior to that observation, the
cat can be alive, or dead, or both simulta-
neously in that ‘““many worlds’’ state
which is peculiar to the idea of the quanta.
In bootstrap theory, CATBOXOBSERVER are
potentialities engaged in an indiscrete ex-
change of energies.

Bootstrap theory attempts to describe
energy states between that of particle and
that of wave in order to arrive at a more
holistic understanding of the Universe.
Theretore, when the ‘“‘index of topological
entropy’’ is at zero, we perceive the partic-

ulate universe, and when the index of topo-

logical entropy is at some integral level

other than zero, we then arrive at the wave
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state of perception. At some point in be-
tween we should be able to perceive both
states simultaneously. That is, we should
be able to drop the uncertainty from the
uncertainty principle and perceive the no-
tion of quanta: that quanta are a level of
consciousness as well as an energy state in
which particle and wave coexist in a mu-
tually interdependent diffusion state which
is approaching the limits of unity. If you

are a Taoist, you are familiar with this level

Of CONnsclousness as the Tao.

Stephen A. Graue
Stillwell, Kansas

Martha Heyneman’s article ‘“The Un-
encing Hunger’’ (PARABOLA Vol. IX, No.
4) ofters a wide spectrum of how each, on
its own, feeds on, and is food to, another.
The dispassionate and objective manner in
which she made her presentation helped
buffer the shock I experienced when I saw
myself as a unit in the food chain, as well
as when [ realized that all this time I have
been endlessly vacillating between the inner
and the outer worlds and missing the
point.

Perhaps attention should indeed be
turned inward, and without any sense of
““doing’’ rest in that core of existence

g8 OnN



Tauc
11545

f

found within. Perhaps we do need to let
the ‘‘organized’’ evolutionary process take
its course; to pay attention to what is be-
fore us now, and stop trying to seek the
answers out there. Perhaps the search does
not end in answers; rather, it lives in
questions.

S.D. Smith

Tujunga, California

Thanks to Martha Heyneman for the
lovely shimmer of primary images—yellow
lemons, green light, white fish—that as-
semble in quiet painterly fashion into a
graceful illustration of one woman’s life
and its relationship to larger cosmic forces.
But I was taken aback by her breathtaking
ability to swallow whole the deformed ele-
phant of orthodox Darwinian evolutionary
theory. Ms. Heyneman is certainly free to
think of herself as the product of multiple
random mutations (enhanced, to be sure,
by natural selection, a.k.a. survival of the
survivors, a glorious tautology), but I
wonder if her doughty great-grandmother,
so wonderfully evoked by her, would
agree. It all reminds me of the best of sci-
entific jokes, when Bishop Samuel Wilber-
force, in debate more than a century ago
with ‘““Darwin’s Bulldog,’”” Thomas Hux-

ley, demanded of him, ‘‘Pray tell me, sir,
but is it through your father or your moth-
er that you claim descent from an ape?”’
Pegging a series of spiritual insights—even
if they are as deft and refreshing as M:s.
Heyneman’s—on possibly flawed scientific
theory is a risky business. What happens if
researchers discover that the crackpots are
right, and a human being has in him as
much cherubim as chimpanzee? That our
ear bones issue not from the jaws of a fish
(Ms. Heyneman’s contention) but from the
mouth of God?

Thankfully, a full bouquet of alterna-
tive views on evolution has blossomed in
the last halt-century; one appears in the
same issue of PARABOLA, where Owen
Barfield sketches out Rudolf Steiner’s the-
ory that ‘‘matter has emerged from mind,
not mind from matter.”” This is unprov-
able, of course, as are all evolutionary theo-
ries: the time spans involved are too great,
the human mind too small. But what
might happen if the majority of human
beings gravitated toward, say, Steiner’s be-
lief that evolution is spirit defining itself
through matter, and not matter mindlessly
meandering through time? What might
this do to our attitudes toward ourselves?
To our hopes for the future? To our sense
of responsibility? To our efforts?

Philip Busuttil
Cambridge, Massachusetts




Living in the Rift

PHILIP ZALESKI

If a man could pass through Paradise in a
dream and have a flower presented to him as a
pledge that his soul had really been there, and if

he found that flower in his hand when he
awoke— Ay!—and what then?

—Samuel Taylor Coleridge

Can it be? Is it possible that Paradise

still exists—even for us moderns? We can
picture the elation racing across the dream-
er’s face, the terror filling his heart: here,
in my hand, proof of Paradise—the Paradise
described by the myths as my native land.
Behind Coleridge’s imagery lies a truch: a
link remains between myself and a higher
world. I recognize that flower instantly: its
colors penetrate like no other, as if my eyes
were carved to see it. Surely in childhood I
knew its impress, in that early time when
the cosmos flared with meaning, in that
true world tended by parents, school and
church, by legend, myth, and fairy tale.
But since I became an adult? [ remem-

ber . . . certain times when a tide of feel-
ing, propelled by some momentous event—

6

a death in my family, the birth of an idea—
splashed over my breakwater of falsehood
and fancy, and in the stinging cold baptism
that followed I recalled for a moment
whence [ came, and who I might be, and
where [ might go. Mircea Eliade has a term
for this sudden alertness to an inner cali:
nostalgia for Paradise, ‘‘the desire to recover
the state of freedom and beatitude before
‘the Fall,” the will to restore communica-
tion between Earth and Heaven.’’ Eliade
adds that ‘‘the ‘nostalgia for Paradise’ be-
longs . . . to those profound emotions that
arise in man when, longing to participate
in the sacred with the whole of his being, he
discovers that this wholeness is only appar-
ent, and that in reality the very constitu-
tion of his being is a consequence of its
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dividedness.’
Why is this so? Why is modern man

so miserable? Of our wretchedness little

doubt remains: the dreamer’s heartrending
“Ay!”’—a commingling of triumph and
longing and pain and remorse—resounds
for all of us. We are all dreamers, asleep to
the reality of our lives. We are all exiles on
a planet in exile (planet: wanderer, from
Greek planan, to lead astray), a globe
trapped halfway between heaven and hell.
We see our ‘‘dividedness’’ wherever we
look: one moment we prattle of love, uni-
ty, inner peace; the next moment we spit
on our neighbor and vilify ourselves. Re-
calling the legend of Richard the Lion-
hearted and faithless Prince John, we realize
that these royal figures strut across our in-
terior stage: there, too, the true monarch is
abroad and upstart subordinates—our lusts,
our fears—control the throne.

We can, it we wish, heap the blame
for our state on modernity, on the collapse
of tradition, which causes our psyches to
warp as we grow toward adulthood. We
can indict modern science, which stripped
God naked, or modern religion, which
dandified Him with dogmatic finery.
Whatever our culprit, it’s clear that we are
acceding, in a variety of contemporary and

ancient languages, to the concept of a pan-
human degeneration from a golden age, to
Eliade’s idea of ‘‘beatitude before the Fall.’”
Our misery springs from our felt privation.
Perhaps we then see that our longing
for lost Paradise colors every moment of
our lives. Consciously or not, each of our
acts is an act of destruction, a revolt against
our divorce from Eden, or an act of recon-

struction, an effort to repave the road, to
reopen the gates. It is essential that we
understand how widespread and deep-seated
this longing is: the history of humanity is
nothing less than the search for the lost
Garden, for the hidden God: ‘‘Every crea-
ture searches for God. If there were no
search for God, the heavens themselves
would not be revolving,’” wrote Meister
Eckhart. And for many of us, in the
strange final days of this strange millen-
nium that witnessed the collapse of Chris-
tendom in the West, the demolition of
traditional cultures worldwide, the story of
our individual lives is nothing less than a

Photographs by Jerry N. Uelsmann




search for a new relationship with the heart
of spiritual tradition: with the essence of
those great religious institutions that
taught us in our earliest years the secrets of
the miraculous horticulture of Paradise, and

the way, long since obscured, to its ever-
blossoming Gardens.

My story is no different from that of
millions of others, and is perhaps useful in
its very ordinariness. When I was a child,
Paradise—or, more accurately, its earthly
embassy—was the Roman Catholic Church
of Notre Dame, a large, grim building on
the potato fields of Long Island, New
York. The church still stands today, three
thousand miles from Rome, six thousand
miles from Calvary. Its bland facade of
dark red bricks, divided at regular intervals
by sentimental stained-glass windows de-
picting the lives of saints, exhibits the
workmanlike ecclesiastical architecture that
flourished forty or fifty years ago in subur-
ban communities across America. Not a
bad place to learn of sacrifice, morality,
original sin. Within its drab walls, an Irish
priest whose jokes were much admired by
the congregation lifted to my lips a com-
munion wafer wonderfully white, alive,
charged with the presence of God. Later, I
revealed my boyish sins to this same priest,
his face crisscrossed by a wickerwork
screen, and felt his absolution wipe across
my heart. Inside Notre Dame, I watched
the universe grow transparent from top to
bottom: I knew my place, my parents’
place, my priest’s place—and I knew where

8

[ stood in relation to the nailed man above
the altar.

A few years ago, on a trip to New
York City, I travelled by subway and bus
to visit Notre Dame. The church doors
were locked. Now I spend my Sundays
cleaning house, collecting shells on the
beach, dreaming of flowers. Somehow, I
too became the man in Coleridge’s tale.

How did this happen? The initial disil-
lusioning experience will be familiar to
many: [ sat in the pew of Notre Dame
with my thirteen-year-old eyes locked on
the heavy wooden crucifix in the apse—on
Christ, exile par excellence, in whom, ac-
cording to Catholic teaching, God exiled
Himself from Himself, pouring Himself
into human form to effect our salvation—
and in applying to this sacred myth my
newly acquired tool of analytical thought, I
began my own exile from traditional faith.
To challenge divinity is an easy game—
sheer delight, really—for an adolescent
skeptic. By setting up straw men to knock
down—articles of faith understood on the

most superficial level, that of the dog-eared
catechism buried in my desk—I guaranteed

myselt a Pyrrhic victory.

Like so many others of my generation,
[ instantly converted to a second *‘reli-
gion’’—to science, whose laboratory coats,
microscopes, Nobel Prize winners, and Ba-
conian methods became for me a second set
of holy vestments, implements, high
priests, and inviolable Commandments. As
Jacob Needleman has pointed out, science
burst upon the Western Renaissance—and,
one might add, upon many teenage
minds—as a Revelation, startling us to the
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core with its ability to uncover the laws of
material creation. [ grew to love the sight
of Saturn’s lambent yellow ball, a tiny top
spinning in my telescope’s field of view;
the feel of planaria squirming down a metal
maze in my junior high school biology lab,
brave little worms jolted with electricity (I
flicked the transformer switch with a dis-
passion known only to psychotics and ado-
lescents) and then chopped into pieces to
see what memories the writhing chunks of
still-sentient flesh retained: the smell of the
rubber membrane stretched across the top
of my homemade, basement atomic cloud
chamber, powered by a radioactive needle
supplied free of charge to readers of Scientif-
ic American. These altars supplanted the
marble slab and terra-cotta statues of Notre
Dame as the touchstones of my inner
quickening. They fed me in a way that
religion had ceased to do, for through
them I made my own discoveries, enjoyed

the fruits of my own efforts to grasp the
world.

Yet another side of me—that which
longed for something immeasurably greater
than myself, greater even than the infinite
spaces | discovered in macroastronomy and
microphysics—grew dissatistied. Science,
with its facts and artifacts, its great men of
sometimes vicious morals, taught me much
but failed to satisty. It was objective but
not absolute.

So I found another religion; for a
while, art became my God. But I soon
discovered that art in this hyperkinetic cen-
tury is largely divorced from any purpose
beyond ‘‘self-expression.’” And the artists I
met—not all, but the bulk—seemed to
swirl around in Brownian motion until,
higgledy-piggledy, they clumped together
into ‘‘movements’’—dada, surrealism, ab-
stract expressionism—which lost rapidly
their initial exuberance, the joy of breaking

9







through barriers, and degenerated into self-
mockery or self-indulgence. The quest of
the modern artist—genuine in its longing,
admirable in its courage—yet lacks a sys-
tem of checks and balances, a measure
greater than individual genius to guide the
practitioner to the ultimate goal.

Myriad ‘“‘religions’’ clamored for my
attention: social action, ‘‘self-improve-
ment’’ through diet, exercise, and sport;
the deep-sea tishing of depth psychology;
more outre activities such as drug-taking,
the study of paranormal phenomena, or the
search for extraterrestrial intelligence (into
which scientific institutions pour millions
of dollars, a perfect expression of our cos-
mic loneliness). But sooner or later it
dawned on me, as it does on many of us,
that all these passions are stop-gap meas-
ures, pseudo-miracles, fast food; that be-
hind this furious activity gnaws the
Hunger.

Where, then, can we obtain real food
to feed our famished beings? Why not re-
vert to our childhood faith? Isn’t this the
real meaning of the parable of the prodigal
son? Many people do return at this junc-
ture: the New York Times Sunday Magazine
ran a feature recently on wayward intellec-
tuals who have rejoined the fold. But for a
number of us—the majority of Americans,
judging from the vertiginous drop in
church attendance over the past decades—
this avenue is blocked. We visit a church
and feel a vague regret; there lies our child-
hood. But we are adults; the gifts of
youth, although we may pass them along
to our children in turn, are no longer avail-
able to us. Rejoining an old tradition, like

slipping into a pair of old shoes, can too
easily lead us down dead-end trails. We
seek a teaching that will confound our hab-
its, our ordinary way of life—the way that
got us into this impasse. We need to see
with new eyes. Perhaps this explains why
the great revitalizers of religion, those men
and women that gain most from and give
most to a particular tradition, are so often
converts— Thomas Merton being the most
dramatic example in this century.

Of course, new traditions that promise
new eyes call to us daily—clamor, at times,
from the modern minarets of street corners
and television talk shows. And more con-
vincingly, every library and bookstore now
profters what used to be the hidden wis-
dom of the ancients; translated and with
commentaries, every esoteric text 1s now
open to us. It’s easy to browse, much
harder to buy. How to choose what teach-
ing to follow? The abundant options avail-
able to us seem to cancel each other out.
We are paralyzed by our very freedom.
Certain that a path to Paradise exists, able
to unfold a sacred map—the Bible, the
Dhammapada, the Upanishads—and trace
out the route, we are yet unable, in every-
day life, to figure out where to plant our
feet. Lost in the Neverland, we peer
around for a signpost pointing us home.

N yearn for tradition, yet we have
moved irrevocably beyond the tradition
given to us at birth. Having experienced
the world as believer, scientist, artist, we
bear all these beings within us. Now we
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demand a method that brings us into align-
ment with the higher forces that nourished
us as children, yet which acknowledges the
multiple perspectives we have attained.
From our current vantage point of distance
from home and early youth, we see that
our adolescent rejection of religion, based
as it was in the heady exuberance of the
unfolding intellect, has little to do with
our current needs. Now we possess a dif-
ferent criterion by which to measure a
teaching: whether it aids us in our quest.
The hope, it seems to me, lies in learn-
ing to use the materials at hand. The inner
life we seek can be stimulated by the expe-
rience of our inconsonance, by the contri-
tion that arises in us if we measure our
weakness against the great traditions from
which we are exiled; if we pit our ‘‘divided-
ness,”” as Eliade defines it, against the unity
we wish to attain; if we gaze without
flinching at the gulf between our dazzling
intellects and our empty hearts. We have
to hold within ourselves scientist, artist,
and priest, rejecting none, surrendering to
none, struggling to discover who lies be-
yond them all, holding them in his em-
brace. In our oppositions there lies a great
secret, a truth that applies even to Paradise;
there is sense in Nicolas of Cusa’s dictum
that *“The Wall of Paradise in which Thou,
Lord, dwellest is built of contradictories.’’
Such challenges demand not compla-
cency, but work. Since | possess nothing
but myself—and rarely that—necessity dic-
tates that I start my work there. I can
begin by making hard choices, by discrimi-
nating between those influences that feed
me and those that bleed me. William James

wrote that ‘‘there are dead feelings, dead
ideas, and cold beliefs, and there are hot
and live ones, and when one grows hot and
alive within us, everything has to recrystal-
lize around it.”” If [ gravitate toward those
ideas that nurture me, perhaps in time, as
James described it, ‘‘a new perception, a
sudden emotional shock . . . will make the
whole fabric fall together, and then the
center of gravity sinks into an attitude
more stable.”’

Before I find the teaching appropriate
to myself—or, more exactly, before it fer-
rets me out—I must construct an inner
compass that will point me towards my
true north, towards the Pole Star that
shines within. I need to find a grain of
truth in myself that will correspond to the
right teaching when and if it appears.
There is no guarantee that this teaching
will find me. But I draw solace at this
moment from a wise saying found in many
traditions: ‘‘If you take one step, God will
take a thousand.”” If I take this step, one
day I may find myself before a teacher in
whose presence artifice crumbles, excuses
evaporate, lies die on my tongue. With the
proper guidance, I may then find my way
back to the groves ot Paradise and match

my flower to the resplendent garden from
which it fell. ®

Carol Zaleski suggested some of the ideas that ap-

pear in this article.
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Endless Trail, Jerome Tiger, 1966

Out of Chaos

VINE DELORIA, JR.
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When we talk about exile today we

are more than likely to have a political situ-
ation in mind; but the original use of the
word is considerably more enlightening.
The roots of the idea of exile are most
prominently displayed in a religious or
mythic context. Moses and Oedipus imme-
diately come to mind—as well as a host of
other historical and mythological figures—
all experiencing exile or suffering the sense
of alienation which such a status entails.
The religious aspect of exile, in contrast to
its political meaning, involves many intan-
gible factors which help us change and en-
hance our knowledge of the world.
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The mythic and traditional idea of exile
entails the expulsion of the chosen one
from his comfortable and often exalted po-
sition in society. He is then thrust into a
barren place where he has to abandon his
former knowledge of this world. He learns
humility and faith, comprehends the tran-
scendent nature of ultimate reality, and is
initiated into the mysteries and secrets of
the other, higher world. Then the exile
returns to his society armed with his supe-
rior knowledge, and creates fundamental
and lasting reforms, so that society marks
its distinctive identity from the time he re-
ceived his exilic commission.

Considering all the modern racial and
ethnic groups to whom the idea of exile
might be applied, none appears more de-
serving or representative of this status than
North American Indians. In the half-mil-
lennium since the discovery of the western
hemisphere, almost all Indian tribes have
been forcibly removed from their ancestral
homelands and subjected to cultural and re-
ligious indignities comparable in many
ways to the manner in which the old cul-
ture heroes were stripped of their beliefs
and presuppositions. At least this view is
the popular explanation of the condition of
Indians in modern American society. But
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Trail of Tears, Jerome Tiger, 1966

there is considerably more to the story.
We immediately remember the remov-

al of Indians from the Ohio valley and deep

South as the most prominent historical in-
stance of Indian exile. The bitter picture of
thousands of Cherokees, Creeks, and
Choctaws, their heads bowed in sorrow,
walking west in the driving rain of a cold
winter is deeply etched on our conscious-
ness. Federal policy to clear the country
east of the Mississippi of Indians was car-
ried out with almost scientific precision,
even gathering small bands of Winnebagos
in Wisconsin and moving them a few
hundred miles to Nebraska. Removal was
understood as a sensible solution to the In-
dian problem until the 1890s; plans were
even suggested to gather all the tribes in
western Oklahoma, ring the area with

forts, and maintain a massive concertration

camp until such time as the Indians had
either acculturated or vanished.

= —————
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When we look at a map of the United
States, however, we find that there were
tribes that escaped this fate. Beyond the
Mississippi-Missouri border, tribes were
generally settled on reservations within
their aboriginal homelands; and if we note
that many groups are still living within
their original occupancy areas, we might
argue that exile is not an appropriate
description of the condition of western
Indians. But we would be mistaking the
possession of the title to lands for the right
to live on them freely, and substituting our
own political concepts for the rich feeling
toward lands that has always characterized
Indian society.

Within the western context we are
always inclined to see land as a commodity
and think first of its ownership; in con-
trast, the traditional Indian understanding
of land focuses on its use, and the duties
people assume when they come to occupy
it. When an Indian thinks about traditional
lands he always talks about what the people
did there, the animals who lived there and
how the people related to them, the sea-
sons of the year and how people responded
to their changes, the manner in which the
tribe acquired possession of the area, and
the ceremonial functions it was required to
perform to remain worthy ot living there.

The idea of lands, therefore, tells us
the difference between Indian and non-Indi-
an views so we can determine whether or
not an exile has occurred. Whites acquire
land through purchase and sale, and land is
a quantifiable, measurable entity; their pri-
mary responsibility as landowners is simply
to prevent a loss of value; hence any re-
sponsibility the landowner may have is only
to himself. Indian tribes acquire land as a
gift from higher powers, and in turn they
assume certain ceremonial duties which

must be performed as long as they live on
and use the land. Removing an Indian tribe
from its aboriginal territory, therefore, re-
sults in the destruction of ceremonial life
and much of the cultural structure which
has made ceremony and ritual significant.
So the western tribes, although not com-
pletely removed from their lands in a geo-
graphical sense, experienced exile in much
the same way as did their brothers from the
east. Restrictions in the manner in which
people use lands are as much a deprivation
of land as actual loss of title.

Indian exile, because of its impact on
ceremonial responsibilities, includes a reli-
gious dimension which modern political
exile lacks. If we understand ceremony and
ritual, performed as a condition of living in
certain places, as the critical element which
distinguishes each Indian group, then the
cultural life of the people, its continuance
or destruction, is the important fact in con-
sidering whether an exile has occurred. So
while the Sioux, Apache, Blackfeet, and
Crow, for example, all live within their
original lands, persistent etforts to change
their culture and exclusion from sacred
places has produced a profound sense of
exile.

A good example of this intangible, cul-
tural/religious exile can be seen in the
struggle of Taos Pueblo during this century
to regain the Blue Lake area. Deprived of
exclusive use of the lake, located near the
Pueblo and central to its ceremonial life,
when a national forest was established at
the turn of the century, the Pueblo was
given a ‘‘use permit’’ that only enabled it
to visit the lake and conduct ceremonies
but did not give it exclusive use. When the
Pueblo filed its claims in the Indian Claims
Commission, it carefully segregated the
claim for the Blue Lake area and asked for
restoration of the land to the Pueblo instead
of a financial payment for its loss. After an
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intensive struggle in Congress the Pueblo
finally succeeded in getting a bill passed in
which the United States recognized in the
Pueblo the title to the lake area.

[t might appear to the casual observer
that title was the primary concern of the
Pueblo during this argument and that the
Pueblo was only acting in the same manner
as any other land owner faced with similar
circumstances. Such was not the case.
Rather, from the Pueblo point of view, its
religious responsibilities to the lake and sur-
rounding lands were paramount and could
only be carried out in their totality by the
complete exclusion of all other activities
from the area.

Obligations demanded by the lands
upon which people lived were part of their
understanding of the world; indeed, their
view of life was grounded in the knowl-
edge of these responsibilities. Tribal ritual
life was intimately related to the seasons of
the year. Other species shared the land and
also responded to the annual rhythms of
nature. Thus the people perceived that a
social contract existed between men and
the other animals. The human ceremonial
life confirmed the existence of this equality
and gave it sustenance. One could, perhaps,
list the tribes according to the complexity
of their ceremonial year and project their
approximate longevity. We need not distin-
guish sedentary agricultural tribes from mi-
gratory hunting and fishing tribes. Indians
had an intimate and precise knowledge of
the habits and personality of both plant and
animal life and therefore successful relation-
ships with fish and game were no less in-
dicative of the responsibility to land than
were successtul agricultural activities.

Migratory tribes suffered a considerably
greater exile than did agricultural tribes
when the Indians were restricted to the
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reservations. Some of the most important
ceremonies needed to be conducted at cer-
tain sacred places at specific times of the
year. While tribes could hold ceremonies at
the proper time, they could not always
hold these rituals at the proper place.
Sometimes the sacred materials essential to
the ceremony could only be obtained at
these sacred places and so different materials
had to be substituted. These conditions
changed ceremonial life considerably, intro-
ducing a process of erosion which has since
eaten away the substance of rituals and re-
sponsibilities. One might even say that the
ceremonial year of the migratory tribes was
highly dependent upon sacred places where-
as the sacred calendar of sedentary tribes
had long since become dominant over spe-
cial places for enactment. On this basis,
perhaps, we can determine both the lon-
gevity of a tribe and the degree of trauma
which confinement produced.

Not only did their geographic confine-
ment work to destroy the sacred calendars
of tribes, but the effort to perpetuate a
traditional life within the confines of the
reservation was vulnerable to overtures by
the federal government, seeking to make
the people abandon old ways and adopt
new practices which were carefully orches-
trated by a new sense of time—a measured
time which had little to do with cosmic
realities. It is debatable which factor was
most important in the destruction of tribal
ceremonial life: the prohibition of perform-
ances of traditional rituals by the govern-
ment, or the introduction of the white
man’s system of keeping time. The answer
to this question can be found in an analysis
of the impact of each factor on individual
tribes.

Many of the old people among the
Sioux felt that the government prohibition
of the ceremony of the ‘‘keeping of the
soul,”” an important condolence ceremony
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which linked generations of the tribe to-
gether in a more comprehensive cosmic
reality, brought about the real destruction
of ceremonial life in that tribe. On the
other hand, in the Pacific Northwest the
government tried to impose an agricultural
system, and the farming calendar conflicted
directly with fishing activities, producing
the same erosion of ceremonial life. Prohi-
bition of the potlatch was not nearly as
important as the government’s insistence
that the Indians become farmers and the
orientation of all programs to achieve that

end.

Certainly the combination of these fac-
tors must be present in the immediate past

Untitled (Trail of Tears), Jerome Tiger, 1967




of every tribe. We can safely suggest that
the new sense of time introduced into Indi-
an life produced a sense of alienation which
made Indians strangers in a land that was
becoming increasingly strange—as whites
changed it to suit themselves—and that the
old ceremonies might have provided an
emotional bulwark against this alienation,
but their prohibition only increased the
teeling of exile among the people of the
tribe.

Unless time is understood as sacred,
experienced in all its fullness, and so domi-
nant a consideration in the life of a people
that all other functions are subservient to
it, it is impossible to have a complete and
meaningful ceremonial life. Rituals lose
their efficacy because they are performed
within a secular time which does not al-
ways make room for them or give them
the status they deserve. They soon take on
the aspect of mechanical adjustments made
to solve problems which occur within that
kind of time. Forced adaptation to secular,
mathematically measured time has pro-
duced a fundamental sense of alienation.

Although the loss of land must be

seen as a political and economic disaster of
the first magnitude, the real exile of the
tribes occurred with the destruction of cer-
emonial life and the failure or inability of
white society to offer a sensible and cohe-
sive alternative to the traditions which In-
dians remembered. People became
disoriented with respect to the world in
which they lived. They could not practice
their old ways, and the new ways which
they were expected to learn were in a con-
stant state of change because they were not
a cohesive view of the world but simply
adjustments which whites were making to
the technology they had invented.
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Had whites been able to maintain a
sense of stability in their own society,
which Indians had been admonished to imi-
tate, the tribes might have been abie to
observe the integrity of the new way of life
and make a successful transition to it. But
the only alternative that white society had
to offer was a chaotic and extreme individ-
ualism, prevented from irrational excesses
only by occasional government interven-
tion. The experiences of Indians since the
1880s have been uniform in the sense that
they have been confined within the bound-
aries of white individualism and whenever
and wherever they have attempted to re-
capture the old sense of community, tech-
nology and domestic American politics
have combined to beat back their efforts.

There is no question that American In-
dians have been mired in a century-long
exile. Almost anything that has happened
to Indians in the decades since the establish-
ment of the reservations can and must be
seen in this light. Individual incidents are
but minor episodes indicating the extent of
the pattern that has encompassed tribal life.
We find little of the ebb and tlow of senti-
ment and understanding which keeps a
community healthy and growing, only ap-
parent movement back and forth between
the poles of political independence and de-
pendence. In Indian cultural and religious
life we have seen a unilateral shedding of
old forms coupled with a paralyzing inabili-
ty to create new customs and traditions
which have a relationship with the past.
While Indians have copied many ways of
white society, on the whole they have done
so badly and sporadically. Tribal govern-
ments, for example, do not behave like the
old tribal councils, nor, unfortunately, do
they perform like modern municipal gov-
ernments. Their activities suggest some
strange hybrid institution which has no




knowledge of its constituents or individual for a significant mission. The
responsibilities. ' Old Testament, if we can accept some of

its prophetic ideas, saw the exile of the

Jews as the means of preparing them to

life What, if anything, can Indians do to  move forward from a parochial, tribal reli-
ut escape or overcome this condition? Origi- gion and become advocates of a more uni-
ad nally, as we have seen, exile had a specific versal interpretation of the meaning of
id- religious direction which suggested that ex-  human social life. Their exile did not pro-
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much as it enabled the people to see them-
selves as representatives of a tradition
which had within itself the potential to
become an exemplary society, at peace with
its neighbors and its environment. We may
not be able to apply this model completely
to the situation in which American Indians
find themselves; but it is certainly impor-
tant to our discussion of exile to try to

do so.

We might, therefore, expect American
Indians to discern, out of the chaos of their
shattered lives, the same kind of message
and mission that inspired the Hebrew
prophets. Indians would, in this situation,
begin to develop a new interpretation of
their religious tradition with a universal ap-
plication. They would further begin to
seek out areas in which they could commu-
nicate with sympathetic people in the larger
society, and put their own house in order.
A process of intense commitment to certain
social goals might then emerge in which
the traditional values of pre-contact days
would be seen as religious principles having
a universal application. Most important,
Indians would begin to probe deeper into
their own past and view their remembered
history as a primordial covenant.

[t would be important and significant
if we could report, in the activities of Indi-
ans today, the emergence of such behavior
and beliefs. Unfortunately the nature of
modern society precludes, or at least sub-
stantially inhibits, the development of new
religious realities and statements. The vast
majority of people, including Indians, be-
lieves that the world is primarily a physical
thing, and the existence or importance of
spiritual realities is given but token ac-
knowledgement. Indians are the popular
American minority group and the white
majority deeply believes that Indians already
have the secret mysteries which will pro-
duce a wise and happy life. Therefore Indi-

22

ans are plagued with a multitude of well-
wishers and spectators hoping to discern,
from within the Indian communities in
which they visit, some indication of the
substance of religious experience. This in-
undation of pilgrims makes it impossible
for Indians to experience the solitude and
abandonment which exile requires in order
to teach its lessons.

Finally, modern American life is com-
parable to a large and bountiful Christmas
tree. It promises only joy and fun, and
never suggests a period of doubt when ulti-
mate realities are experienced and under-
stood. Indians are wandering in this plush
fantasy desert in the same way as sensitive
non-Indians. It will require considerably
more thought and significantly less recrea-
tion and entertainment before Indians will
be able to discern in their own traditions
the substance and energy which lies
dormant.

The exile of today is filled with frustra-
tion because it is being experienced in the
midst of many other intensely competitive
factors, all of which require energy and at-
tention and none of which provide any last-
ing sustenance. It may be that technology
has so insulated human society that the reli-
gious context of exile is now a thing of the
past, incapable of realization in a wholly
artificial world. If so, we have lost an im-
portant key to unlocking the potential
which human social existence suggests. It
may be that American Indians contain the
last best hope for spiritual renewal in a

world dominated by material considera-
tions. The multitude of non-Indians arriv-

ing at reservation doors seeking answers
would seem to indicate an intuition in
many hearts that Indians do give us the last
hope for resurrection. Perhaps out of the
confusion of modern Indian society will
come a statement about the world that we
have come to expect when exiles return. W
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Now, Farewell and Hail

P.L. TRAVERS

lf anyone, in those early years, had
asked me where I lived, I would not have
been able to answer. For me, my homeland
was Here and Now—not a place, not a
time, a condition rather, or domain, enor-
mous and yet intimate, close to the stars
and the grasses. By night you went about
cautiously lest the Pleiades catch in your
hair; and by day lest you trod on a passing
beetle that might well be a prince in
disguise.

All was present and immediate, every-
thing whole and complete, not a thing was
missing. No road ever went on and on; it
returned to its beginnings. The rainbow
was not a mere semi-circle—it continued
its course underneath the world, the two
ends joined at the horizon. And there the
pot of gold would be it you had the luck to
find it.

The Sleeping Beauty awaited her mo-
ment within our crowding forest; the Ar-
gonauts sallied forth in their long-oared

ships in search of the Golden Fleece, and
the waves of the sea, if not seen by the eye,
resounded when you put a shell to your
ear. Tilly Saville, carrying the daily pail of
milk, scattered the farmyard cockerels that
forever crowed three times for Peter who
somewhere, behind a shed, would be weep-
ing; angels squatted on the roof top, ready
to take your soul if you died; if there was
an oak tree anywhere Bonnie Prince Char-
lie would be sitting in it; the Three Grey
Sisters, from whom Perseus had to steal an
eye and a tooth, were in reality my two
great-aunts and one of their aged friends;
Lord Nelson, behind my bedroom door,
nightly scraped the wall with a pencil in
spite of the grown-up assurances that the
sound was merely the creaking of wood as
the house stretched itself luxuriously after
the heat of the day; there were serpents,
any one of whom slithering by would be
coming direct from the Garden of Eden;
the sound of a shot would tell us that
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Nimrod was away hunting on the thither
side of our mountain; tigers burned bright-
ly in the nearby bush and God ubiquitously
worked among us, forever unespied—play-
ing the organ in church on Sundays, his
feet bare on the pedals; unfolding the flow-
er buds at the dead of night; peering
through windows, listening at keyholes—
how else could He know everything?—
giving Halley’s comet a push to speed it
on its way to the stars; gossiping with the
gossiping trees that no matter how hard
you listened for it could never be caught in
the act. Once He looked at me through the
gap in a fence with the face of a golden
sunflower, awesome, quizzical, resolute. I
put up my hand and picked Him. This
deed was reported to my parents who
mildly—after all, it was only a tlower!—
expostulated with me. But when, in exten-
uation, I explained to them Who it was,
they rose up on their high horses. No one,
they said, could pick God and if they
could, they would not. It was socially, it
not ethically, unacceptable and not the kind
of thing people did. I held my peace,
knowing that this was not the case. Ac-
ceptable or not, somebody had done it. And,

given the chance, would certainly do it
again.

All things were possible in this

world of Now. Near and far were alike to
it. Huge, spherical and all-containing, it
yet was so local and neighborly that it
seemed as though I could put out my arms
and take it to my breast.

But the sun and the rain were at work
upon me, drawing me up like the seed-
lings. And as I grew, amidst all the abun-
dance, I began to feel a wanting. Lacking
nothing, I came to know lack—a longing,
even a nostalgia, for something I had never
known. In all the completeness, I was in-
complete, a cup only half-filled.

This ache, this lonely weight of heart
came upon me always at sunset, when the
long rays lay across the earth like stripes on
the back of a zebra. ‘“There must be Some-
thing Else!’” | would say. Achingly, I
would say it. But all, I knew, was Here
and Now, and if all, then within the all
that Something Else awaited me, infolded, |
implicate. Was it an answer to an unheard
question? If a question, how would I |
know the answer?

So, now grown to sapling height and
pondering the riddle within me, I left my |
Now, my eternal homeland, or to put it |
more truly, I fell from it as ripe fruit falls
from the tree, not of intent but inevitably,
as if at the summons of an inner bell.

But who had fallen? Who had been
summoned? | who had been a mere parti-
cle, a scantling of the whole I knew, had
now become an entit,, separate, a thing in
itself, whose reflections threw themselves
back at me from a glassy hall of mirrors.

Surprised at my new infinity, [ turned
among the images, delighting in each pose
and posture, trying them on as though
they were garments to see which was most
becoming. Is this I? Or this? Or this? I
could not choose. I was all of them, a
multiple someone to whom life beckoned
with auspicious finger, hinting at secrets to
be revealed, promises fulfilled.

There were others, too, decked, like
myself, in their own reflections, pressing
towards a moving throng beyond the
glassy walls. And, forgetting the weight I |
carried with me—for now it was no |
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weight at all, a mere lostling among my
findings—I with my flying bannerets hur-
ried to join the dance.

Hand after hand swung me round—O
tinkers, O tailors, O candlestickmakers!—
and I was led into the general motley danc-
ing to the tune of the world.

We had become our own images and
were all, it seemed, on the way to Tomor-
row which would give us everything we
needed—importance, relevance, power,
pleasure, every ultimate satisfaction. ‘I
want, [ want!’’ was the general cry amid
the fluttering oriflammes. Our friends were
exultations, agonies, and the clamor always
for ‘“‘More, more!”’ Yes, even for the agon-
ies ‘‘More!,”’ for the losing as well as the
having—will the sailor come safely home
from the sea, the hunter from the hill?—
for thus we could reassure ourselves, ‘1
suffer, therefore I am. I suffer, therefore I
escape the Void, the Non-living, the
Nothingness.’’

Thus [ danced the day of my life,

seeking, learning, experiencing, always-
living-and-always-dying, until the long set-
ting of the sun. And again, facing the fall-
ing light, I felt the old familiar weight and
paused in the gallimaufry.

“Where am I?”’ I asked myself and
from somewhere came a voice not mine, a
searching echo, ‘“Where art thou?”’

“On! On!”’ cried the dancers streaming
by. But I stood still and let them pass,
knowing that I had been hiding—hiding in
the midst of the dance as in the rift of a
dream, letting being take on the guise of
becoming, homeless, looking for home.

““Where art thou?’” That voice again!

And out, from under the leaves of
Eden, I rose and was awake, awake and in
my lost domain.

““I am here, Now, my eternal instant,
that holds what was and will be.”” | am
here, Now, in the all that is here: Gilga-
mesh reaching for the scarlet flower and
the serpent seizing it from him; Isis gather-
ing back to herself the lost parts of Osiris;

the Buddha watching the golden bowl
making its fateful way upstream; Galileo
muttering into his beard his ‘‘Eppur si
muove!’’; Prometheus bringing down the
fire that men, laboriously climbing, must
carry back to Heaven; a son of Adam set-
ting foot on the moon, another walking
the sky; Demeter searching for her stolen
daughter; Stabat Mater, heart-stopped,
breath-stopped, waiting to take upon her
knees her dead and living Son; Halley’s
comet still sweeping past; Aratus singing
to his lyre, ‘“‘Full of Zeus are the cities, full
of Zeus are the harbors, full of Zeus are all
the ways of men’’; the fox stealing into his
hole, the crested wren swinging in her
hanging mansion.

[ am here, Now, a lost child found,
with that Something Else, that painful rid-
dle, again at work upon me. Perhaps it is
not, indeed, a riddle but rather an intima-
tion. There are things that may not be
understood, except by standing under
them, watching, waiting and empty, as a
shell that the bird has flown. It could be
that my lack is, on its obverse side, my
treasure, that which calls and calls me back
to the sole and living moment. I shall not
be given to know its name nor even to ask
to know it. Somewhere within me it is
known, it has no need of words. And that
which knows it also knows that I shall not
stay long with you, my homeland. I shall
fall away again and again, drawn by the
magnet of Tomorrow and the treacherous
hope that it exists, and carries gifts and
surcease from care. Sages and seers, Now,
dwell in your pavilions. To such as I it is
given only to visit them from time to time
and know that I have slept—slept and for-
gotten my meaning.

Death, be my friend! I came, waking,
if weeping, into the world. Let me, wak-
ing, leave it.

And you, Sweet Lethe, run softly
when I end my song that I may not drink
deep of your tide. For there is a thing that
[ would remember.

Now is the day of everlasting. Now is
the day of salvation. E
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We Are All Witnesses

AN INTERVIEW WITH ELIE WIESEL

The long exile of the Jews, from the Baby-
lonian Exile recorded in the Bible to the found-

ing of the State of Israel in 1948, has been both
physical and spiritual fact. From Biblical Proph-
ets to medieval Kabbalists, eighteenth-century
Hasidim, and twentieth-century Zionists, exile
has never been forgotten. No longer a physical
reality, it remains one of the deepest and most
fruitfrd insights of Judaism, which still awaits
the Gathering of the Sparks and redemption
from the spiritual exile to which all human
beings and the cosmos itself are subject.

“I am a stranger with thee, and a sojour-
ner”’—the ancient Hebrew poetry of exile is
unforgettably powerful. But so too is the modern
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poetry. PARABOLA asked Elie Wiesel, interna-
tionally recognized as one of the great Jewish
writers of our time, to share his understanding of
exile with us.

Elie Wiesel was born in 1928 in Sighet, a
small Transylvanian town with a richly tradi-
tional Jewish life. From his grandfather, he
heard Hasidic tales retold as if the eighteenth-
and nineteenth-century holy men and seekers in
the tales were still alive, their lives still a dia-
logue between the above and the below. From
his father and mother, he received a liberal,
broadly European point of view which comple-
mented formal Jewish studies at schools in the
town and region. And after school hours, he
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discovered an obscure synagogue caretaker who
responded to his appeal by teaching him the
elements of Kabbalah and the Jewish mystical
view.

In 1944, the Nazis occupied the region and
deported the Jews of Sighet to their deaths in
concentration camps. At Auschwitz and Buch-
enwald until the liberation in 1945, Wiesel lost
his grandparents, parents, and a sister but sur-
vived, deathly ill and in despair, vowing not to
speak of his experience in the camps until ten
years had passed. He found his way to Paris,
where he resumed his studies and in time be-
came a journalist. In these years, he worked not
only with teachers but with a Teacher, the in-
scrutable Rav Mordecai Shushani, whom he has
memorialized in one of his most joyful stories,

“The Wandering Jew.”

In 1958, the prominent French author,
Francois Mauriac, convinced him that the time
had come to speak. The result was Night, the
brief and unforgettable account of his concentra-
tion camp experience which remains the most
read and perhaps the most central work about
The Holocaust. Thereafter, he continued to
write—novels, stories, essays, plays, more than
twenty books in all, ranging in theme from
contemporary lives and issues to powerful recast-
ings of Hasidic tales and the Hasidic world.

Elie Wiesel is a witness and a survivor; this
alone gives his work moral authority. But be-
yond that, he has incarnated the true vocation of
the writer with a rare seriousness and power.

He lives today in New York City with his
wife and child and is the Andrew W. Mellon
Professor in the Humanities at Boston Universi-
ty and Chairman of the United States Presi-
dent’s Commission on the Holocaust. These and
many other honors are far from one’s thoughts
when one meets him. He erases any doubt we
may have as to the essential dignity of man.

—Roger Lipsey

Roger Lipsey Exile and the return from
exile can be seen from many different levels.
When the feeling appears of not quite be-

longing here, of being a stranger, that can
be the beginning of a movement of return.
What do you see as the real exile?

Elie Wiesel I cannot see any other exile
but the real exile, and that exile is total. It
envelops all endeavors, all explorations, all
illusions, all hopes, all triumphs, and this
means that whatever we do is never com-
plete. Our life is not complete, and lo and
behold, our death is not complete: one
does not die when one should, or the way
one should. As you know, in our tradition
we speak of exile in absolute categories.
Exile envelops God Himself; God Himself
is in exile. Language is in exile. The Shek-
hinah, of course, is supposed to be every-
where, and it is exile that carries it
everywhere. So exile for us is something
which is as absolute, as infinite, as life.

R.L.There is a feeling of being cut off, and
yet there can be a thread, no more than a

little thread to someone or something high-
er than oneself. When that is cut, that is
the exile, don’t you think?

E.W. Not necessarily. For example, exile
has a link to solitude—why? Because we
are away from home, we are away from
our memories, we are away from security.
But what is easier to bear—to be in exile
alone, or with someone whom one loves?
[t may become worse to see the other per-
son also suffering. So maybe the cutoff is a
blessing and not a curse. One of the rea-
sons why so many Hasidic rebbes sank into
melancholy was precisely the Galut ha-Shek-
hinah, the Exile of the Shekhinah. They
were ready to bear their own suffering, but
not the suffering ot God.
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R.L. Is that your understanding today, or
did they express that in their own way?

E.W. It’s my understanding, which they
didn’t express. I discovered their melan-
choly, I was struck by it, and I couldn’t
understand why it was so. The greatest of
the Hasidic masters, meaning the first gen-
eration, the companions and disciples of the
Besht, all of them without any exception at
one point in their lives had an encounter
with melancholy, with deep depression.
And I couldn’t understand it, because all of
them were speaking of joy and happiness
and exhilaration. Why should they be in
such danger of falling into depression? I
studied it, I researched every case, always
in their terms, with their books and sto-
ries. And the reason was a transfer, a trans-
fer in the sense that they didn’t encounter
depression on their own account but be-
cause of the separation of the Shekhinah.
And that’s something, after all. If I suffer,
maybe I’ve done something, but if God
suffers, what right do I have to suffer for
Him?

The real exile, the profound exile—
where did it begin? It began with Adam,
who fled God, and with Cain, who fled
human beings. Or did it begin with Abra-
ham, who fled his parents, or with Moses,
who fled his enemies? There are categories
in exile. God’s exile also has many stages.
In the Kabbalah, we read that God’s ex-
ile—the Breaking of the Vessels—occurred
very far back, at Creation. The Creation
and exile were almost simultaneous. In the
Midrash, we read that it happened during
the destruction of the Temple, the first
destruction.

R.L. God’s exile from what?

E.W. We don’t know about that, we only

know that we are in exile; that, we know.
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And we ask ourselves, how did God our
Father allow this to happen? There are
many answers given. One answer was that
God Himself is suffering.

R.L.Terrible trials and tests have been put in
the way of the Jewish people, which are
inseparably bound up with exile. After the
concentration camps, someone said, ‘‘God
saw that it was enough.’’ After two thou-
sand years, the Jews could return to their
land. Does this mean the exile is over?

E.W. The entire period is a question. I
envy those who think that God said it is
enough. Maybe He said it’s only a warn-
ing. I’'m scared, I’m literally scared for the
future of mankind. It seems to be the plan
that whatever happens to the Jews later
happens to the world. God gave the Law
to all the peoples; we were the first to
accept it, and then we shared it. Almost
every phase in our civilization we later
shared because we wanted to share; for
after all, God said *‘I am your God,”’ and
we said, ‘“Thank you, but don’t be our
God alone, be everyone’s God.”” He gave
the Torah, we are told in our tradition: He
went from one people to another, from one
nation to another, and nobody wanted it.
And again, we accepted it—under duress,
but we accepted. The moment we accept-
ed, He said: everybody gets it!

There is a tendency in us: the more Jew-
ish we want to be, the more universal we
become. That is true in everything. There
is a thesis to be elaborated about the con-
nection, let’s say, between the Inquisition
in Spain and what happened to Spain, be-
tween the exodus of the Jews from Spain
and the downtfall of Spain. Somehow,
when Jews left the country, it fell into bad

shape. Very often, in Europe, they called
them back.
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R.L. What we’ve been talking about so far

has more to do with all of us, with human
beings in general. But when it comes to a
man’s own work on himself, then things
have to be looked at in quite another way.
A man learns enough about himself to see
that something is lacking. He needs to live
in the present, and not worry about past
history or the future. Maybe the first thing
he has to understand is that something in
him is in exile from his true self.

E.W. Yes, but what you say about having
no ccncern for past history or the future is
impossible. How could human beings be
human without the past?

R.L. Yes, but what about the present mo-
ment when I can be?

E.W. What is exile? What is galut?
Whenever I have a problem, I go to the

original Hebrew idioms. After all, the
world was created in that language. Let’s
go back to the relations of that word: gal,
move, gil, joy: it means movement, continu-
ous movement. It means that everything
is moving, except me; or the other way—I
am moving and everything else stands still;
or still a third way, we are not moving in
the same direction. Then exile means to be
displaced, I am here and I am not here.
The content and form do not espouse one
another. That means they are in exile.
When a person is in exile, nothing fits.

R.L. Do you see a purpose in the exile?

E.W. We are told there is a purpose, the
purpose is redemption. This is expressed in
the Kabbalistic theory of the Gathering of
the Sparks, after which the universe itself
will be redeemed.
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R.L.The Jewish people have had experiences
which, had they stayed in one place, might
never have occurred. And the rest of the
world has had experiences because of the
Jews which it might never have had. From
the point of view of a return, could there
have been something useful there?

E.W. Do you ask my opinion or the opin-
ions of other people whom I could quote?
In my personal opinion, I cannot bring my-
self to find a purpose to suffering, so much
suffering. I am ready to accept my suffer-
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ing, but not the suffering of others. Does
it have a purpose, was it usetul, two thou-
sand years of suffering?

R.L. Yet there are individual stories of men
growing as a result of their suffering. Peo-
ple suffer intentionally, perhaps, to reach
another level, to come closer to God.

E.W. You find that phenomenon in every
mystical movement: the self-inflicted
wounds, suffering to reach a higher level, a
higher sphere; then, variations occurred,
you joined your suffering to the suffering
of Christ, or you suftered for God, but it’s
still self-inflicted suffering. We never ac-
cepted it. You know in the Bible, when
somebody renounces the usual, normal,
everyday joys of life, he must make a sacri-
fice in atonement.

R.L. You said that the goal of exile is re-
demption. What does that mean?

E.W. I am told, I didn’t invent it. My

teeling is really that we did not choose
exile, we never did. As long as we were in
exile, we tried to rationalize it, and to see
it in a larger context. We weren’t satisfied
to say that because Israel was in exile, the
redemption would be only the redemption
of Israel, a geographic redemption. We

wanted to return to the Kingdom of David.

In other words, we wanted the impossible.
Only the impossible could =xplain or accept
or justify so many sufferings. We speak of
exile, and we speak of Messianic redemp-
tion, which is universal redemption—not
only of the Jewish people but of Creation
itself. And then all the imageries are possi-
ble: the wolf and the lamb at peace, there
will be no slaves, justice will prevail.

R.L.Is there an exile within Judaism itself—

not the exile of Jews in the diaspora versus
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elf—

Jews in Israel, but an exile within the reli-
gion? The religion of the successful Ameri-
can Jew often seems very dilute, and yet
there is a longing to return to a more au-
thentic Judaism. Have authentic Jews
reached out to these economically successtul
and religiously failed Jews?

E.W. [ don’t know them! I know quite a
tew young people whom I teach (and I
love them), who have a profound, authen-
tic quest for something truthful. Not only
in my classes at Boston University, but
wherever | go, | meet people who want
something. But there is no support any-
more. The future is frightening, it is
frightening.

[ had to give a lecture two years ago in
a seminar on the Year 2000. My topic was
the future of language. So I worked on it,
and never have I had to work so hard on a
lecture, because I couldn’t imagine the Year
2000. Yet it’s only fifteen years away! Is
this the feeling of the millennium? I’m not
sure. It’s the feeling that we are racing too
fast; technologically, scientifically, we’re
going too fast, and in ethics and in philoso-
phy we remain behind. Technology is nev-
er really pure, it’s always at the expense ot
something. Maybe that is what the young
people are afraid of: they see themselves
running, thrusting into the future at a tre-
mendous pace, and they look for support in
the past, which is there, and the past after
all is synonymous with survival: we sur-

vived the past. But can we survive the
future?

R.L. Until modern times, traditions and cus-
toms made it possible for people to have
more or less tolerable lives; they supported
people, the possibility of living closer to
one’s center was there. Now, there is such
a collapse of many traditions. You and a
few other authors have restored the Hasidic

tradition—

E.W. Well, I have not; I have tried to tell

a few stories.

R.L. It seems as if, in the absence of tradi-
tions, the master is terribly important—the
single individual who concentrates the
knowledge and whose very presence in a
room changes the way people think and

feel.

E.W. Absolutely, absolutely, look at the

Besht: when he came to a town, the simple
fact that he was there influenced people.
Moses—I would be afraid to meet Moses,
but I would like to meet him. He was the
one who was a watershed in everything,
not only to his disciples but to all the peo-
ple that he and his disciples had never met.

R.L. Is there a teacher to send people to
now—a spiritual guide?

E.W. Ah, this is a disturbing question. I
am looking for one. My own case is differ-
ent, because I had teachers. The longing is
not only for teachers but for what they
represent, a whole world.

Hasidism is very beautiful, but to me
it’s amazing to see Hasidism in New York.
[t’s so atypical here. Hasidism had to be in
villages; it was born in villages, it was
meant for villages. Hasidism is not only a
structure of perceptions or of melodies or
of stories, it is a geography. It had to be in
the mountains of Carpathia, and in the vil-
lages there that were abandoned and forsak-
en. It was never a city movement, it was a
village movement. You know, some streets
in Brooklyn are structured like the villages
in Eastern Europe. But the fact is that the
Hasidic movement suffered most of the
losses. I think three Masters survived
among hundreds and hundreds.
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R.L.There is a sense in which Hasidism was
very healthy and alive even in 1930, but in
your books you have also implied that
there was a decline after the first three gen-
erations in the Hasidic movement.

E.W. I confess, I glorify them. I do it
with love, because whenever I have to re-
peat something negative it hurts me so
much. If I had written my books in the
1930s, like Martin Buber, I would have
become an objective, neutral, critical histo-
rian of normative Hasidism; why not? But

today this wouldn’t do them justice. Ot
course, | know the truth—the first and

second generations, and the third, were

great. The fourth was less great.

R.L.The third generation was trained by the
Great Maggid?

E.W. Yes, and then began the dynasties,
tamilies, and everywhere you found chil-
dren becoming heads of schools. It was no
longer in the tradition of the Besht. The
Besht’s successor was not his son, but a
disciple. Moses left his succession not to his

children but to his disciple Joshua. That is
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the tradition: it goes from master to disci-
ple, not from master to son. But in later
Hasidism, it went from father to son. ;

- A

R.L. So that people wouldn’t fight and envy :

each other?

E.W. They fought! Why? Because really
the generations became less worthy.

R.L.Isn’t there always the ‘‘chain of tradi-
tion’’? Doesn’t someone always appear to
maintain the life behind Judaism or behind
any tradition—the melamed vav in Jewish

tradition?

E.W. The melamed vav is by definition un-
known. But that doesn’t matter. There are
always masters, but they change. That is of
the very essence of Judaism. How was the

i

tradition handed down? Moses gave it to |

the Elders, the Elders to the Judges, the '

Judges to the Prophets, then to the Teach-
ers, then to other Teachers. Every genera-
tion has had its paradigmatic personage.
Somehow, Jewish history has always man-
aged to find those who kept it alive.

R.L. There has been something Biblical
about recent Jewish history, hasn’t there?

E.W. I think we live in Biblical times.
This is the conclusion I have reached. We
live in extraordinary times.

R.L. To see through the inner exile, to find |

oneself deeply happy to be here and to be
what one is, accepting whatever burdens
and suffering there may be—this requires a
great deal of intensity. Where is the inten-
sity in Judaism today? Where is the real

quest?

E.W. Our times are Biblical, but also para-
doxical. On one hand, you may say we
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have never been so poor because of what
we have lost; on the other, when you see
what is going on in Jewish life, it’s amaz-
ing. Never has Talmud been taught in so
many places as it is being taught now.
Never has there been such growth. Never
has Hasidism been so popular. People want
to study, they want to come along to
communities.

In France, all those young people in ’68
who belonged to the Maoists, the Trot-
skyites, etc.—what are they doing now?
They are studying Talmud! Jean-Paul
Sartre’s adopted daughter just published a
translation of Eyn Ya’akov, a huge Midrash-
ic work. You can’t imagine what’s happen-
ing there.

R.L. Abraham Heschel once said that the

““school’’ in the sense of ‘‘school of the
prophets’’ is missing in Judaism.

E.W. It’s difficult to evaluate, for geo-
graphic reasons again. In a small city with
15,000 Jews, sixty or seventy shuls, houses
of prayer and study, it was easy—easier
than it can be in New York or Chicago or
Los Angeles. Here we need other methods.
But the new methods must never be
against the orthodox; a new method must
be an outgrowth of orthodoxy but never
against it. If the Talmud had been against
the Prophets, there would be no Talmud;
the Talmud came to complement. If the
Midrash later came against the Talmud, it
would never have grown; if Rashi had
been against—but never against; it’s always
an adjustment, but not in opposition to. A
new method is possible, it is necessary. We
have to remember that we need also strong
roots.

R.L. May I ask: you have been a witness,
and—

E.W. We are all witnesses, I have no
privilege.

R.L. But you have witnessed such things as
most people don’t see. As a witness, you
help us all to remember: what is it we
should remember?

E.W. Everything! We have to remember
that we can’t remember. My fear really is
that memory is in exile. The only possible
salvation of the Jewish people is to remem-
ber our whole experience. But this memory
is so powertful, so exalted, that we can’t
remember fully: it is bigger than us, bigger
than all of us, than all the people. So how
do you transform it into memory? Memo-
ry must not stop. If [ were to stop in, let’s
say, 1944, it would lead to madness. And
then I realize that, after all, there was a

Jewish life before, and there I find my

triends and my teachers, and I go back and
find my grandparents, and go back and I
find the Hasidim, and go back and find the
Kabbalists, and I go back—memory must
go back until it goes back to the source of
memory. It is a creative channel.

R.L. Everythingin]Judaismsays,

“Remember.”’

E.W. Absolutely. We have lived through

such events.

R.L.In a certain way, my life is not only the

events of my life. Isn’t this something that
has to be faced?

E.W. Events are outside, reverberations in-
side. To be awake means to listen to these
events. Each event is a code, history is tell-
ing us something, God is telling us some-
thing, and if we don’t try to decode the
message, then what will make us under-
stand it?
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The Strife of Interpreting: The Moral

Burden of Imagination

RICHARD R. NIEBUHR

Our general life today is one of
strife. We can distinguish various kinds of
strife, but we can untangle them only with
great difficulty. Strife placards itself in the
slogans and symbolical facts that we daily
encounter in our communications media:
burning effigies of ‘““Uncle Sam’’ in the
streets of Teheran, cities of tents stretching
along the borders of Cambodia and El Sal-
vador, starving villages in the Sahel, ruined
bodies and buildings in Lebanon. Here in
the United States policy makers shape their
actions in fearful response to the specter of
a league of enemies encroaching upon
““our”’ sphere of influence and gaining a
more secure foothold in the countries of
Latin America. But fear begets fear; and
others, perceiving the policy makers’ fear,
act out of their own fear that those who
define our nation’s interests will once
again, as they did in Vietnam, set in mo-
tion the great Wheel of Destruction that
heedlessly crushes combatants and bystand-
ers alike wherever it chooses to roll.
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This readiness to read the approaching
future as a menacing presence is the child
of long experience; for strife has measured
out grievous change in every decade im-
printed on our social memory. There lives
in that memory, for example, the devasta-
tion of the 1930s: the disasters that befell us
in the collapse of our economy and the
blossoming of the dust bowls in the Great
Plains, the homelessness into which families
were cast, and the breadlines in which the
destitute waited. To be sure, the larger part
of the nation’s present population has been
born since that depression. But our blight-
ed economy a half century later and the
escalating number of unemployed and up-
rooted make these realities vivid to us
again. The World War of the 1940s, with
all the horrors of the radical wickedness
and incomprehensible destruction it
brought forth, lowers over us ever more
ominously in the lurid image of the war-

created mushroom cloud. The Cold War of

the ’50s and its virus of universal distrust
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and domestic suspicion are still our dreadful
legacy. The assassinations, riots and burn-
ing cities, jungle wartare and political de-
ceptions of the 1960s and 70s inhabit our
imaginations and whisper to us how we
ought to interpret what is happening now
in Central America, in the Middle East,
and in other regions of the globe. Our
forebodings of the future in turn intensity
these memories of the recent past.

Yet strife not only effects change for
the worse; it can also create possibilities of
change for the better. The failures and dis-
asters of the 1930s made an opportunity for
the development of a new kind of federal
executive and legislative accountability to
the people as a whole for restraining unbri-
dled and destructive competition for
wealth, for fostering conservation of farm-
land and water, for creating employment
for the jobless. World War II opened the
way for the independence of peoples who
had been the colonial satellites of the war-
ring empires. For a time, at least, the deep
turmoil in our country in the 1950s and
'60s helped to generate a new national ded-
ication to the building of a ‘‘Great Soci-
ety,”” involving more stringent laws to
ensure the right of all to vote, a more
realistic recognition of the ubiquity of racial
and sexual discrimination, and the deploy-
ment of federal tax monies for the release
of the poor from the social obstructions
entrapping them. These new and life-en-
hancing possibilities born of strife serve us
as much needed auguries of hope and en-
dow us with courage to engage the future
resolutely.

The pages of ancient philosophy record
Heracleitus as having said: ‘‘All things
come into being and pass away through
strife.”” These words still commend them-
selves to us as empirically valid. But we
cannot content ourselves with the mere
passive recognition of the ‘‘law’’ of strife;
our sense of moral responsibility commands
us to take active part in shaping the deter-
minations of this law.

Religion in Strife

Strife is a fact not only of our social
and political experience; it is a fact also of
our collective religious life. To be sure,
conventional social analysis all but conceals

(

. .. even we of the “modernized” west,
as well as our contemporaries in other
regions of the globe, still shape our con-
duct not only by prudent calculations of
individual or national interests but by
imagining ourselves as protagonists in
great dramas of mythic proportions, in
conflicts of order with chaos, good with
evil.”

the action of religion, focusing as it does
on the patterns of economic and political
processes and—above all—on the military
violence they breed. The recognition of re-
ligion as a primary potency in our collec-
tive experience is still woefully under-
developed. As a society we are little atten-
tive to the religious energies that atfect us,
particularly the religious loyalties of com-
munities to which we do not belong, and
we are therefore disadvantaged in our inter-
preting of the tumultuous world environ-
ing us. The still prevalent notion that
religion is an evolutionary phase, a myth-
making stage through which cultures pass,
encourages us to believe that only tattered
remnants of religion now remain, principal-
ly among isolated peoples. The notion is
part of our inheritance from Enlightenment
rationalism and nineteenth-century specula-
tive philosophy of history. But as a guide
to interpreting living experience, it veils
the fact that even we of the ‘‘modernized”’
west, as well as our contemporaries in oth-
er regions of the globe, still shape our con-
duct not only by prudent calculations of
individual or national interests but by

35




imagining ourselves as protagonists in great
dramas of mythic proportions, in conflicts
of order with chaos, good with evil. The
disadvantage that falls to us from this self-
incurred ignorance of our nature is particu-
larly apparent in the dominant institutions
which gather, report, and comment on
news of events at home and abroad; for
they are often inept in discerning and intel-
ligently describing the action of religious
symbols and loyalties in our common life.
The perceptual and cognitive habits gov-
erning these institutions weaken their pow-
er of interpreting what is going on. This
weakness showed itself dramatically in the
media’s struggie to interpret the recent rev-

“We are compelled to heed these theolo-
gies—Black theologies, women’s theolo-
gies, liberation theologies of various
peoples in various parts of our world—
because we know them to be the verbal
and public signs of immeasurable pain.”

olution in Iran. Newspapers and television
networks were able to do little more than
represent those events as merely a puzzling
outbreak of inexplicable fanaticism. Still to-
day we tend to understand that ongoing
series of events as having culminated in the
seizure of American citizens as hostages;
we still regard what was—and is—a violent
religious storm as essentially an act of ‘‘in-
ternational terrorism.’’ But this is to misin-
terpret a complex cultural and religious
process as simply a political calamity.
Presently we are all witnesses to anoth-
er kind of strife that has deep religious sig-
nificance, though that significance is not
widely recognized. This is the strife be-
tween the individual and corporate persons
who value economic development above all
other values—as our highest good and the
goal of history—on the one hand; and, on
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the other, those who are committed to the
ideal of conserving all life, to the conserv-
ing of the balance of nature. The epithets
that each party hurls at the other do much
to disguise the religious character of the
conflict. Nevertheless, the perception and

valuation of nature as a household of life,
which is what the word “‘ecology’” (oikos

or household + logos or knowledge) sym-
bolizes, is significantly religious in its
ethos, drawing as it does on American
Transcendentalist religious literature and
philosophy and grounding its convictions
in religious motifs, specifically in the an-
cient and ever recurring idea of a harmony
or law of proportionality governing the
cosmos. This valuation of nature as a house
of life espouses a deeper and wider consent
to being than does the more conventional |
or presently publicized way of thinking,
which trusts in the profit motive as a

mechanism adequate to the ordering of hu-
man life and the global concord on which
all life depends. The conflict is profound
and is growing ever more strident. Affect-
ing the whole of our collective life, it is
indeed of mythic proportions and verifies
the fact that the world we look upon and
try to see into is a complexly religious
world, by whose processes and actions we

are repeatedly taken unaware. What some,
though still only a relatively few, among

the ecologically minded have perceived is
that an explicit religious symbol system, an
eloquent theology, is needed to give voice
to the woundedness of nature, to cry out
in behalf of the liberation of all living
things from mindless exploitation.

Indeed, the religious utterances, the
theologies, of which we have become most
keenly aware in recent times are just such
cries expressing a deep woundedness, if not
explicitly in behalf of all that is living still
in behalf of peoples manifestly wounded
and oppressed. We are compelled to heed
these theologies—Black theologies, wom-
en’s theologies, liberation theologies of var-
ious peoples in various parts of our
world-—because we know them to be the
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verbal and public signs of immeasurable
pain. These theologies are registrations—as
on a seismograph of the spirit—of disloca-
tions in the deepest recesses of our being.
And they will not pass away until the body
of our common life begins to change into a
new heaven and a new earth. There was a
time when the word “‘theology’’ signified
intellectual hair-splitting, the making of
distinctions that are so fine they are not
real distinctions at all. This was the theolo-

gy of the schools or scholasticism. But it is
impossible now to live as fully sentient
beings in our experiential world and em-
ploy the word theology in that fashion. For
the manifest impetus of vital theology to-
day is to symbolize the groaning creation,
the spirit-flesh-and-blood that are in travail,
waiting to be delivered from bondage
““into the glorious liberty of the children of
God.’’ Moreover, this travail is of such
magnitude that no one can deny its reality.




[t is the mother of our religion, and the
birthplace of creative imagination.

Theology of this root kind that sym-
bolizes the groaning creation comes to pub-
lic utterance as response to covenants and
promises woven into the fabric of life itself.
Such theology is the striving to read and
interpret the texts of experience for the ul-
timate purpose of wringing from them the
fulfillment of these promises. The texts we
try to interpret are, of course, of many
kinds, a fact that we need to explore tur-
ther. But the one text that still threads all
of the other texts of our experience is the
Bible, if in no other sense than that biblical
history and narrative remains the objective
““other half’’ of our corporate social and
moral imagination. Equal justice and equal
dignity are not merely abstract values; they
are real energies that have become laws of
our conscience and imagination, the source
of our sense of worth; and they have come
to lodge in us through our perpetual quest
of the covenant of life, of which the Bible
is the objective or enduring social symbol.
Whoever in our world endeavors to read
experience religiously reads to lay hold on
the promise of life.

This is the great fact to which conven-
tional social analysis of the sort employed
by our news gathering and interpreting in-
stitutions is oblivious. It recognizes convo-
cations of bishops and the travels of prelates
and evangelists as religious events—and
also, of course, the often startling activities
of ‘“‘new’’ religions and cults; but it does
not recognize the wider, deeper thirst for

life that continues so powerfully to moti-
vate human beings.

Reading as Religious Action

The variety of ways in which we read
and interpret books reflects the complexity
of our experience and the multiplicity of
the interests and the purposes we pursue.
We read to be distracted and amused, to be
instructed, to acquire skills, and to be made
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wise. In all these kinds of reading we must
discriminate, gather up, and interpret—at
one and the same time—the signs and char-
acters to which our minds attend.

We also read for religious purposes. In-
deed, where we encounter religion we are
apt to encounter a peculiarly intense en-
gagement with texts. People dream of and
treasure sacred texts: stories and histories,
coded laws, hymnic poetry. Texts, how-
ever, need not be written: they may also be
told or sung, gestured and danced, sculpted
or built into temples. Ditferent kinds of

“Whoever in our world endeavors to
read experience religiously reads to lay

hold on the promise of life.”

systems of symbols serve the purpose ot
providing text matter, although they tend
to tlow into one another. The one thing
necessary is a sincere desire to read them.
Whether it is the reading and interpreting
that create the text as sacred or the text
that makes the reading and interpreting re-
ligious is a matter that now exceeds our
understanding. In our experience, however,
religious reading and religious text actual-
ize each other.

The religious traditions we commonly
identify as living in a relation of special
intimacy with sacred books are Judaism,
Christianity, and Islam. (Of course, the
number of religious traditions that give
writings a central role is larger.) For pur-
poses of very broad characterization schol-
ars describe these religions as teaching that
their scriptures are divine words, words
that are realities in themselves, the sacred
present in time and space in literal form.
Certainly this conviction appears in Christi-
anity and has become starkly evident at
times. It is notable in the confessions of
faith and dogmatic theses of the sixteenth-
century European reformation and in the
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systematizations of Protestant faith made
by seventeenth-century scholastics. ‘‘Can-
onical scriptures,’” according to these di-
vines, ‘‘are the actual true words of God,”’
manifesting the quality of perspicuity or
utter clarity. No recourse to unwritten
words or other supplements to scripture is
needed, not even to the traditions of the
church. Amandus Polanus, a representative
figure among these systematizers, writes:

All doctrines . . . the knowledge of which is
necessary for eternal life, are presented with
undoubted clarity in Holy Scripture for him
who reads it with a believing mind, i.e., ac-
cording to the regula fidei et caritas [the rule of
faith and love]. It follows from this that the
obscure passages of Scripture are to be ex-
plained by the unambiguously clear ones or the
analogia fidei [analogy of faith] based on them.’

But we today know ourselves to be greatly
distanced from Polanus’s cast of mind. For
one thing, we are not so confident that we
can distinguish between the passages that
are ‘‘unambiguously clear’’ and those that
are ‘‘obscure.’’ Moreover, we find our-
selves to be different from the orthodox of
earlier times, because we are not able to
read Scripture—or any writing from which
we desire counsel and wisdom—while abid-
ing solely within its pages and bringing
nothing to them from beyond their
precincts.

Deep Reading

Dedicated readers, lovers of the crea-
tive word, who brood rather than skim
over the characters on the page, and coun-
sel and read themselves as much as the lines
over which they pore, seem to be drawn
irresistibly to a less partitioned and more
freely flowing region of language and expe-
rience. It is a region where established
word patterns are vulnerable to disturbance
by intuitions and surmises that rise from
the depths of invention in ourselves in
newly retrieved symbols phosphorescent

with the freshly apprehended qualities and
processes they name. This is the region of
deep reading and, for that matter, of deep
telling, for we must become authors our-
selves in order to decipher the messages
coded upon the pages. This region includes
not only the high art of inspired prophets,
sages, and poets but also the more tentative
and halting words of those who are still
finding their way to knowledge and wis-
dom not yet achieved. We have prolific
examples of the latter in diaries, notebooks,
and letters, which are often as valuable to
us as are finished works. They show us
thinking, meditating, and imagining in the
process of growing; they mirror to us the
ways in which our own intelligence moves.
Robert Alter has observed that the process
of literary creation, as it is exhibited in
biblical narrative, is an unending conflict
between ‘‘the necessity to use established
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... we find ourselves to be different
from the orthodox of earlier times, be-
cause we are not able to read Scrip-
ture—or any writing from which we
desire counsel and wisdom—uwhile abid-
ing solely within its pages and bringing
nothing to them from beyond their
precincts.”

forms in order to communicate coherently
and the necessity to break and remake those
forms,’’ because patterns repeated merely
automatically no longer carry news that re-
freshes and augments us.? Art, Alter adds,
is ‘“the dance of significant innovation”’
upon the ground of the familiar and ex-
pected. We can supplement this remark
with the further observation that the art of
reading deeply is also an unending conflict
between convention and innovation. It is
the interpolation of the text or passage into
the reader’s experience and the reader’s ex-
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perience into the passage, not, to be sure,
either haphazardly or according to rigid
rules but tactfully and experimentally. Ear-
lier generations of readers ot Scripture—
including contemporaries of Polanus—
knew this art well; and art is what they
understood it to be. These are the persons
who, tollowing a precept expressed by Se-
bastian Frank, found in the Bible a reflec-
tion and adumbration of their own
experience. Sometimes they searched in
themselves for experiences answering to the
examples they encountered in biblical narra-
tives or in the Psalms or in other Wisdom

“... To read in the way described is to
interpret, and interpretation is always a
contest, at times a contest that is a game
and at times a strife with personal and
social powers.”

Writings; sometimes they were overcome
by an unexpected surfacing in their own
awareness of an experience that deepened
the example set betore them on the printed
page.”

Many of the texts we read we merely
employ as perishable artifacts. We skip
through or skim them, we dip into them.
But in deep reading we do not so much
have a text ‘‘before’” us as a ““presence’’ of
voices, of living words and symbols,
around us. We do not scan lines seeking
what may please us, for we are not attend-
ing to a two-dimensional surface. Rather
we are inside a voluminous space whose
proportions we are attempting to gauge
and whose twists and turns we are trying
to discern. Reading of this kind is similar
to living in a sprawling house, in which
we climb up and down and explore adjoin-
ing rooms, halls, and yard. For the deep
reading we do makes as intimate a part of
our lives as the houses in which we grow
up and grow older. The text annexes our
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imaginations to itself; conversely, our
imaginations annex the text to us, and we
wander in corridors and living spaces fabri-
cated of both. In such reading we no long-
er encounter the text. We dwell in it, and
the text dwells in us. But deep reading is
still more lively and complex: for we are
continuously stepping in and out of this
voluminous space, now regarding its writ-
ten symbols from the ‘‘outside’” as though
inscribed on a facade and now living and
exploring in their midst.

This I believe to be a fair description of
the reading we do, not of every kind of
reading, but of reading for ‘‘great’’ pur-
poses, reading for moral and religious en-
largement. If it is not accurate in every
detail, it is at least faithful to the process in
general. To read in the way described is to
interpret, and interpretation is always a
contest, at times a contest that is a game
and at times a strife with personal and so-
cial powers.

Interpretation

We interpret not only when we read
but also when we think or communicate
with ourselves, when we speak with oth-
ers, and often when we act. Philosophers
have written at length on the art and rules
of interpretation and all that it involves. In
many respects the most insightful and help-
ful—if also demanding—of them are Fried-
rich Schleiermacher and Charles Sanders
Peirce. They were pioneers in formulating
the art of interpretation and the philosophy
of signs. But for the task at hand, what we
must be clear about is that interpreting is a
process, one that issues in acts of valuation,
and that the outcome of the action of inter-
preting can be momentous; indeed, it is
momentous more often than we are apt to
suppose.

When we read Miguel de Unamuno’s |
words alluding to his passage through scep-
ticism, ‘‘I was a pilgrim in the fields of
reason . . . , ~ we must retrieve from our
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own experience some appropriate feelings
of mental wandering and lostness which
make this fresh and surprising metaphor
both immediately concrete and generally in-
telligible.* We re-value Unamuno’s words
for ourselves. That is to interpret. Again,
when we read in the prologue of The
Fourth Gospel (1:14) that the Logos that
was with God in the beginning ‘‘became
flesh’” and ‘‘tabernacled’’ or ‘‘tented
among us,”’ we are better prepared to in-
terpret, that is, to re-value what the words
signify, if we ourselves have bivouacked in
a wilderness. Otherwise, we are likely to
choose the common and much paler render-
ing of the Greek: ‘‘became flesh and dwelt
among us.’’ But the latter is poorer in val-
ue, less resonant and provocative. The
signs, images, and symbols we choose and
use in interpreting are—again—momen-
tous, in their present and future
importance.

When we meet an author or speaker
saying ‘‘Nature knows best,’”” we must in-
tuit or surmise the particular set of mean-
ing-values the speaker has in mind, for
“nature’’ is a word that carries an unusual
multiplicity of meanings. We interpret the
meaning of ‘‘nature’’ in this instance by
looking to the context in which it appears.
Perhaps a soil conservationist wishes to
warn us against damming up a river, be-
cause the rich silt the river carries will then
never reach the lands lying downstream
that depend on the river-borne silt to re-
plenish their nutrient capacity. If we con-
sent to the argument, we adopt a new
configuration of values, expressed in the
belief that dams are potentially destruc-
tive—a belief symbolized and further con-
firmed by photographs of downstream
fields, sterile and barren of crops. This val-
ue-laden belief is a product of the act of
interpretation. And it may become a policy
of restraint in dam construction. Such a
policy, founded on belief, conflicts with the
desirableness of building dams to create
lakes for leisure recreation or to generate
electricity. This conflict is a conflict of

values, brought about by acts of

interpretation.

The Image

One of the conventional comparisons

we meet in mystical and older theological
literature likens the eye and the soul to
mirrors, so that whatever stands in front of

them appears within them. But eye and
soul are not passive mirrors; they are active
powers that seize what appears before them
and appropriate it into the whole fluxing

pattern of life that is self. William James
observed that images are ‘‘steeped and

dyed’’ in the waters of the mind.’ In turn,

they give to these waters differing colora-
tions by bleeding into them their own

hues. The interaction is subtle and com-

plex, and no impermeable boundaries di-
vide images from the psychic energy that
embraces them. As a psychologist James is
now receiving renewed appreciation; as a
phenomenologist of consciousness he is un-
surpassed, and his remarkable characteriza-
tion of consciousness as a stream lives on in
our literature if not in recent technical psy-
chology. Every image, James says, is sur-

“But eye and soul are not passive mir-
rors; they are active powers that seize
what appears before them and appropri-

ate it into the whole fluxing pattern of
life that is self.”

rounded by a ““halo’’ or ‘‘penumbra,’’
““the dying echo of whence it came to us
[and] the dawning sense of whither it is to
lead.”” But all configurations are susceptible
to change, and this is nowhere more evi-
dent than in the relation between the im-
age and the halo of significance that
““surrounds and escorts’’ the image.

James goes on to propose that the

41




“‘image in the mind is the attention.”’® Part
of the import of this judgment is that to
attend is to imagine in a quite specific way;
it is to imagine some feature or quality that
is ‘‘there,’”’ which we hitherto had not no-
ticed; it is to imagine—with patience and
deference towards that which shows itself.
And, conversely, to imagine with genuine
respect for what shows itself is to attend.
Such imaginative attending or attentive
imagining constitutes a momentary conflu-
ence of the action of our minds and the
tflowing world of objects-in-relation. These
confluences alter the direction of our expe-
rience itself. Perhaps we are apt to think of
images as inevitabilities or even as fatalities
that befall us; and there is 2 measure of
truth in that way of taking our experience.
We all know what it is to be surprised by
an appearance we had not anticipated. But
if we conceive attending as being in the
main deliberative action, then our effortful
(as well as our habitual) choosings of what
to attend to play decisive roles in our living
and interpreting. Consciousness, to quote
James again, ‘‘is always interested more in
one part of its object than in another, and
welcomes and rejects or chooses, all the
while it thinks.”’” There is much in this
characterization on which we could reflect,
but for the purposes at hand the impor-
tance of James’s description lies in the
prominence he assigns to interest and to
choice. Here we meet with an issue that
confounds much psychological, philosophi-
cal, and theological theorizing. Are our in-
terests outside our capacity to determine
and hence outside the domain of our re-
sponsibility, so that our choosings follow
the dictates of our desires and fears? Or,
can our choosings modify our interests, our
ways of attending? The issue, as C.S.
Peirce remarks, is really one of noticing
what we experience. One of the facts our
experience presents, when we take notice,
is that we are immediately conscious of
choosing. We are, to use Peirce’s example,
as much conscious of hitting as of being
hit, as much conscious of acting as of being
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acted on. ‘‘A consciousness of polarity
would be a tolerably good phrase to de-
scribe what occurs,”’ Peirce writes.® This is
an issue we cannot settle with a sentence or
two. We have each to examine our experi-
ence as best we can, but once we begin to
read it, we can scarcely overlook so evident
a feature:; so it seems to me, at least. Desir-
ing and being interested are intimately in-
termingled with our acts of volition, but
we ought not to confuse this intimacy and
contemporaneity with inexorable
determination.

Our practical experience tells us that
we are free, free to initiate action—and to
know ourselves as initiators. The experi-
ence of attending helps us to see this. For
as we attend we learn to discriminate, to
dissolve qualities in that to which we at-
tend, and to connect them again with oth-
er qualities in other objects, in ways we
had hitherto not suspected as possible or
fruitful. We suspend the automatisms of
our perceptions and expectations and in-
spect, dissect, and reconnect. We thereby
make room for new interests and purposes
to arise, assisting the world to come to
light for ourselves in new ways. The work
of those who write or paint or sculpt or
fabricate in the many other torms open to
us, asking us to perceive and think with
them as we had not before, is witness to
this fact. To be endowed with the capacity
to imagine is to be endowed with the free-
dom—and the need—to bring into being.
We do not, of course, create out of noth-
ing; we re-create, as authors do who inno-
vate on the conventions earlier authors have
established. Attending and imagining are
our responses to the flowing world of ob-
jects. Insofar as our willing is active in
these responses, they are moral actions.

Habit

Habit, to be sure, plays a large part in
our attending and imagining. Many images
that modify the mind’s action of appre-
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