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Tobecia to cay uicvtidoc sheut what it meang to be human is difficult,
far Cie Nekexperiones cua te lius individually the meaning of
rowed Sosenean’’. is, bsbell aveinst to say waat it means to be

We've boocd over ened CVOR
| gain thut to be humen means to be an

taal, Qlive, inlesradent, s.ualuncougs, rather thon pogsive,
Gepenucc., imictive, unvowu, and if citect, Goad. We have tue words
and ie foes“hts, but

ado we really know what itmeans? Perhaos we
Go, bui it ordy that we doz't. 539, it ia being alive that 1 want
to tatk aacat
ne of the rain thincs which keeng ua from bela fully alive is that
itis ourccives that we ere most <feat of resembling, vie aceent

thepatiernaciven to ug and do not dare to deviate iwomthis pata, Ther
is alwaya @ fear of fingae oureelven

alone, But the mostraoet interesting
thing is this: Lach fus has a epeciit part whieu 26 uidgercnt from
ciber peo;jle, and this rare cart ie Jost ‘he part cc eupress. In otber .

words, thut special value af ours is rowessed ss th. wt. we rony bo more
like other people, and this coacludesthut bugicsly wa are tie sime7

¥

tmy - aedexcoot for those rare qualities andtulenta, To oe walive is to bring
roth dhoom re liticg whisk pote van the individucl pow ure, withert any
wy . Fe yee cd 4 cca gh .bet OF tates 2 UbbEv bf firev eras toe COURS Goow

ue
whatweo feel, and .dysitling to ourseive3 and others what we are

uly like. So, nathor thin follow the casy way Gut iy being secure in
sameness, iet us become ilive ond res.

There is a famous quote in LeCid, which a-ka: " Modrigue, ag-tu du
coturc? Cort thou courageous27) or OGtter -“till, do you nuve a heart?
Vg ig it that we luck whit the Sg,rints eall toe souk and Foote the
Heart? Yes, we have the rizhi canveationa: atthadea, and ail that will .

siverihcially ket us just be accepted in the vyes of others, yet we
forgot the hear. Cneo we can haa ougeb cs enought to forget OUVECiVon
flicg ouly can we be uncerstanweg others. liurt of “aliveness” is
loving, and ag Ivan, in ine Hrovhers

2.
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of legic or intelicet, it's | vine vw ae'g aigluc, with one's stomach!"
ji ig loving life more tiaath &Lag miuganios of iH, which means taat cur
gaddnesay ig suc happiness, Gur moment of oorassion is aur truvh, our
Wulnerability is our gtreicin, oup coy: edb: Soup eourese, aid our
ansor ig our lesson, Lven in our acoop or opression, are feeling «nd
are far frore being indifferent. Loviry: wiih onela wide may baply aise



fiat we moet feel every phage of our UMvyes with cur incide, with cur

ctonmysch,
riaven't you over folt tht you wartcd te run over the borders

oF exonventianwy ami coy what you really vrontead to ewy mut bistead
howe been ciraid of meescocenh, rhoicule or bevchter? Phit ig a
ritionulivorion cut of bom alive. \fhen and onty whea ut is pogsible
rus to brias all our sides togtther by Secire ourselves in our true

Ne %, Only thea ean we become truly alive,

>

Isia't it trive thatwhen we ore in love with onathor, we are alive, and
everythings is alive lows? We seve uiot of thinss we had never seen
before, smolithings we hada't smiclled befere, and heard more; and
ali our senetes ure alive. Though oubvardly nothing may be scen,
inside, the world is yours. But

tos
atten we nevd to have a reagon

for being alive, Some motive or stimmulaiion. Ucing without
aa goul

leads us to dissatisfactisa and unr: sist and goravtimes “'doadness”
as we wait for something to come valong, We ure then like iumog
sitting behied desks in crowded rooms. But thea, why is it that men
dike lasns HoSiman, for example, biucth and ape hanpy until ic seems
thai they mishi purse? “hey have found whet bt micas to by numin
and alive. Andisey, you can be alive without the need of a snecific
etimulus, like being in love or bciagdopendeni on another. Part of
that must corne fhon the esoricus reclization of whalwe ar But
its co fanny hing! if we rcoily Gicuahl about our state o: chairs, ia
OLLOP WOPGS, CUP GEsGdacre, we OGLia uo 20 Roe about ut. liaven't
you ever beon denpresseu or inguferent to ev arouad you?
And then, haven't you pcerh ins pene un the stcird and thoucnt of
sonicthing that made you heppyy lt doesn't

vaatter
what it ig, it can

even be something iittle and Ingignificant to athers, but it hag made
you

thins
and be uw little heppier. iiut ff you can nauge for a moment,

inne matcer what circumsiinces, if you can find one golden moment
Of fay ‘and happiness, then you can sav you have lived and ore alive.
What Lam irying to say is tast there ig a cortuin icy in the heart af
life which can be understood MW oniy we allow ourseives to be true to
ourselves; it does not huve io come trom that convention:l “overydayness
thet we put ourselves into becuuse of our inzseurity. we fecl so much
better in the safe inasses., 4nd this is NOT being alive.

tt

The more we see, the more we want to see, and the more we are
dissatisfied with evcing Little. Part of alivences ig trying to underetand
other peonles and their customs, theee that are unlike ouracives im many
ways. Lut they shouwid ulso be accepted for what they are, andasthey
are, By being able to see and understand a6 much aS we Caa meuag ticat



o

mean of the varied whole, which means the world
: f cscuna not onty this tictle worid of ours here,

wicu ve uimesntent the present, itis
voeoesed that. Ve make tie present what we
nut ourselves where we are fulfilling our capacities into

I could Like ta read a pussege from ‘Thomas Wolfe's book, You Can't Go
Hosa Again, from the chapter, The Locusts Have No King. Here he

9 bxauroy what man 1s.

ron there in gage belie’, one faith that is man's glory, his triumph, his
lramortality -- and that ig his belief in life, Man loves life, and, loving
life, hotea death, and beesuse of this he is vreat, he is glorious, he 18

beautiful, and beauty is everlasting. Le lives bciow the senseless
stars end writes bia meaning in them. Hie lives in fear, in toil -- in
agony and in angiding tumuli, but if the bleod foamed bubbiing from his
wounded lunss at every breath he drew, he would etiil love life more

than the end of breathing. Dying, his cye3 burn beautifully and the old

hunger shincs more fiercely in them -~ he has endured alk the hurd and

purposeloss suffering, and still, he wants to live. Thug it is impossiole
to genre thic cro fuse. Mor cut of his stroct belief fn life, thiés ouny
man rade love. At best, he is love. Without him there can be no love,
no hunzer, no desire.

So this is man, the worst and the best of hiza-- this frail and petty
thing who lives his day and dics like all the other animuis, «nd is
forgotten. And yet, he is immortal too, for both the good and the evil
that he does jive after him. \Why,. then, chould any living man ally
himself with death, and in his greed and blindness, thrive on hia
brother's blood?"

‘Chis is not all that man has. He does have life and love, hunger and
desire, but if he truly wants, he can make himseif into more than the

pessimist cares to offer, He can become alive through his serious
realization that this life is all that be has and that each present moment
holds something.

We so often lagk the music, we so often lack the thought. But even having
these, we also lack an irrevocable resolution to do what wa must. we must

finally allow ourscives to flow unleashed. liveness ig a state of mind,
owned by few, honored by less, revered by only two for life. Dut not only
physically, spirituelly. co, this is my meager explanation of what it
to be alive and human. It can have eternal beauty and truth.

Cotby, 1854.


