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			RISKING

			Sometimes it seems to me that in this absurdly random life there is some inherent justice in the outcome of personal relationships. In the long run, we get no more than we have been willing to risk giving.

			LOVE

			Love is more than simply being open to experiencing the anguish of another person’s suffering. It is the willingness to live with the helpless knowing that we can do nothing to save the other from his pain.

			THE DEPENDENT DISCIPLE

			While seeking to be taught the Truth the disciple learns only that there is nothing that anyone else can teach him … The secret is that there is no secret.

			IF YOU MEET THE BUDDHA ON THE ROAD, KILL HIM!
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			Part One: Take from No Man His Song

		

	
		1. Pilgrims and Disciples

		
			DIFFICULTY AT THE BEGINNING works supreme success.

			Furthering through perseverance.

			Nothing should be undertaken

			It furthers one to appoint helpers.

			I Ching1

		

		In every age, men have set out on pilgrimages, on spiritual journeys, on personal quests. Driven by pain, drawn by longing, lifted by hope, singly and in groups they come in search of relief, enlightenment, peace, power, joy or they know not what. Wishing to learn, and confusing being taught with learning, they often seek out helpers, healers, and guides, spiritual teachers whose disciples they would become.

		The emotionally troubled man of today, the contemporary pilgrim, wants to be the disciple of the psychotherapist If he does seek the guidance of such a contemporary guru, he will find himself beginning on a latter-day spiritual pilgrimage of his own.

		This should not surprise us. Crises marked by anxiety, doubt, and despair have always been those periods of personal unrest that occur at the times when a man is sufficiently unsettled to have an opportunity for personal growth. We must always see our own feelings of uneasiness as being our chance for “making the growth choice rather than the fear choice.”2

		So, too, the patient’s longing for growth is the central force of his pilgrimage.

		
			The psychotherapist needs only to be aware of this force, in his patient, and to keep it within his vision. Then he may enjoy his work, and need never bog down in boredom. His task is simply to watch, as the person in front of him wrestles with well-nigh paralyzing conflict, for the emergence of what he knows is there: man’s inherent longing for relatedness and for meaning. The therapist is an observer and a catalyst He has no power to “cure” the patient, for cure is entirely out of his hands. He can add nothing to the patient’s inherent capacity to get well, and whenever he tries to do so he meets stubborn resistance which slows up the progress of treatment The patient is already fully equipped for getting well.… Since he [the therapist] is not “responsible” for the cure, he is free to enjoy the spectacle of it taking place.3

		

		Of course, like everyone else (including the therapist), the patient is too often inclined to act out of fear, rather than out of his longing for growth. If not, pilgrimages would always begin out of an overflow of joy, rather than (as is more often the case) being conceived in pain and turmoil. People seek the guidance of a psychotherapist when their usual, self-limited, risk-avoiding ways of operating are not paying off, when there is distress and disruption in their lives. Otherwise, we are all too ready to live with the familiar, so long as it seems to work, no matter how colorless the rewards.

		And so, it is not astonishing that, though the patient enters therapy insisting that he wants to change, more often than not, what he really wants is to remain the same and to get the therapist to make him feel better. His goal is to become a more effective neurotic, so that he may have what he wants without risking getting into anything new. He prefers the security of known misery to the misery of unfamiliar insecurity.

		Given this all too human failing, the beginning pilgrim-patient may approach the therapist like a small child going to a good parent whom he insists must take care of him. It is as if he comes to the office saying, “My world is broken, and you have to fix it.”

		Because of this, my only goals as I begin the work are to take care of myself and to have fun. The patient must provide the motive power of our interaction. It is as if I stand in the doorway of my office, waiting. The patient enters and makes a lunge at me, a desperate attempt to pull me into the fantasy of taking care of him. I step aside. The patient falls to the floor, disappointed and bewildered. Now he has a chance to get up and to try something new. If I am sufficiently skillful at this psychotherapeutic judo, and if he is sufficiently courageous and persistent, he may learn to become curious about himself, to come to know me as I am, and to begin to work out his own problems. He may transform his stubbornness into purposeful determination, his bid for safety into a reaching out for adventure.

		You may then ask, “Of what sustained value is the presence of the therapist to such a seeker?” He can be useful in many ways. The therapist, first of all, provides another struggling human being to be encountered by the then self-centered patient, who can see no other problems than his own. The therapist can interpret, advise, provide the emotional acceptance and support that nurtures personal growth, and above all, he can listen. I do not mean that he can simply hear the other, but that he will listen actively and purposefully, responding with the instrument of his trade, that is, with the personal vulnerability of his own trembling self. This listening is that which will facilitate the patient’s telling of his tale, the telling that can set him free.

		The therapist provides a “dreamlike atmosphere …, and in it … [the patient] has nothing to rely upon except … [his] own so fallible subjective judgment”4 I have pirated this description. It was written by Carl Jung to describe the usefulness of the I Ching, the three-thousand-year-old Chinese Book of Changes, some lines from which I have used to begin this chapter.

		At first, the patient tries to use the therapist, as many over the centuries have tried to use the I Ching, the oldest book of divination. The Book of Changes is made up of images from the mythology and social and religious institutions of the time of its origin. Orientals have too often searched these images for oracular guidance, just as some Christians have opened the Bible to verses picked at random in hope of getting specific advice about how to solve problems. So, too, the psychotherapy patient may begin by trying to get the therapist to tell him what he is to do to be happy and how he is to live without being fully responsible for his own life.

		However, the I Ching, the Holy Bible, the contemporary psychotherapist and other gurus, all are poor oracles. They are instead far more significant as well-springs of wisdom about the ambiguity, the insolubility, and the inevitability of the human situation. Their value lies just in their offering imagery that is fixed without being stereotyped, images “to meditate upon, and to discover one’s identity in.”5 To these well-springs, the seeker must bring himself, and then listen for the echo returned by the books of wisdom or by his guru. Coming to knowledge of the self is insisted upon throughout the pilgrimage. The helper provides “one long admonition to careful scrutiny of one’s own character, attitude, and motives.”6

		The seeker comes in hope of finding something definite, something permanent, something unchanging upon which to depend. He is offered instead the reflection that life is just what it seems to be, a changing, ambiguous, ephemeral mixed bag. It may often be discouraging, but it is ultimately worth it, because that’s all there is. The pilgrim-patient wants a definite way of living, and is shown that:

		
			The way that can be spoken of

			Is not the constant way;

			The name that can be named

			Is not the constant name.7

		

		He may only get to keep that which he is willing to let go of. The cool water of the running stream may be scooped up with open, overflowing palms. It cannot be grasped up to the mouth with clenching fists, no matter what thirst motivates our desperate grab.

		Starting out as he does in the urgency of his mission, it is difficult for the pilgrim to learn this patient yielding. This is to be seen in the old Zen story of the three young pupils whose Master instructs them that they must spend a time in complete silence if they are to be enlightened. “Remember, not a word from any of you,” he admonishes. Immediately, the first pupil says, “I shall not speak at all.” “How stupid you are,” says the second. “Why did you talk?” “I am the only one who has not spoken,” concludes the third pupil.8

		The pilgrim, whether psychotherapy patient or earlier wayfarer, is at war with himself, in a struggle with his own nature. All of the truly important battles are waged within the self. It is as if we are all tempted to view ourselves as men on horseback.9 The horse represents a lusty animal-way of living, untrammeled by reason, unguided by purpose. The rider represents independent, impartial thought, a sort of pure cold intelligence. Too often the pilgrim lives as though his goal is to become the horseman who would break the horse’s spirit so that he can control him, so that he may ride safely and comfortably wherever he wishes to go. If he does not wish to struggle for discipline, it is because he believes that his only options will be either to live the lusty, undirected life of the riderless horse, or to tread the detached, unadventuresome way of the horseless rider. If neither of these, then he must be the rider struggling to gain control of his rebellious mount He does not see that there will be no struggle, once he recognizes himself as a centaur.

		If he ever achieves his true nature, gets beyond the point of struggle, he may wonder why the therapist-guru did not tell him at once the simple truths that would have made him free. But as a therapist, I know that though the patient learns, I do not teach. Furthermore, what is to be learned is too elusively simple to be grasped without struggle, surrender, and experiencing of how it is. As one Zen Master said to his now-enlightened pupil:

		
			If I did not make you fight in every way possible in order to find the meaning [of Zen] and lead you finally to a state of non-fighting and of no-effort from which you can see with your own eyes, I am sure that you would lose every chance of discovering yourself.10

		

		This search for enlightenment, pursued in a secular context by today’s psychotherapy patient, has in the past been cast in religious terms. Whatever the metaphors in which the pilgrim experiences his quest, any trip involving a search for spiritual meaning is an allegorical journey through life, a journey that can renew and enrich the quality of the rest of the pilgrim’s daily living. The pilgrim, “strengthened by desire and hope, burdened with anxiety and fear, beset by temptations and guarded by spiritual powers, pursues his way along the Path of Life, seeking ever ‘a better country.’ ”11

		The early history of the pilgrimage is a variegated story of journeys made for reasons both sacred and profane to those holy places where a god resides, or where a prophet has appeared, or where a hero has been martyred. Pilgrimages were made by pagan Greeks and by the inhabitants of the ancient sites of other early Mediterranean civilizations, by orientals, Egyptians, Jews, and Christians.

		The primitive Aborigines of Australia also make ceremonial trips to holy places, places whose origin their myths describe:

		
			The two Djanggau Sisters came across the water … traveling on the path of the rising sun from an island away to the northeast. They made the first people. They made the water holes and the sacred ritual sites.

			At first the sisters possessed all the most secret sacred objects, the most sacred rites. Men had nothing. And so men stole them. But the sisters, said, “Oh, let them keep those things. Now men can do this work, looking after those things for everybody.”12

		

		And to this day, Aboriginal men still make pilgrimages to the sacred ritual sites to look after things.

		In the Orient, pilgrimages have long been, and still are, common ways of fulfilling spiritual vows. Buddha himself has been called “the Great Pilgrim.”13 In Islam, Mohammed, the Prophet of Allah, proclaimed it the duty of every Muslim to visit Mecca at least once in his lifetime. As a result, Mecca, the birthplace of Mohammed, has become the center of religious life of the Muslim world.

		Christians, too, have long found it rewarding to make pilgrimages. From the close of the eleventh century on, they undertook several great crusading expeditions. Taking up the Cross and forsaking their homes, thousands ventured out for the love of God, or for their own material gain. They made the far journey to the places in which the Savior is said to have walked. Whatever their motives, they went in the company of other seekers; they found community with others as they exchanged tales, made themselves known to one another, and examined the meaning of their lives.

		Even before (as well as after) the Crusades, many were used to the familiar habit of journeying to the shrines of local saints. Some were sick and sought a cure. Others, now recovered, went to fulfill a vow of gratitude. Many went to expiate their sins, as a communal expression of penances. Some even went as a form of social protest, to honor a dissident hero. “To make a saint of a rebel was the most energetic means of protesting against the king.”14

		Whatever the initial motives, such a journey often gave the pilgrims new perspective on the meaning of their lives, made them “converts to better lives, [at least] for a time.”15 The metaphor of his journey is a bridge, and as the pilgrim crosses it, “a fiend clutches at him from behind; and Death awaits him at the farther end.”16 But there are companions and helpers along the way as well. One pilgrim may help another as when a blind man carries one who is lame upon his back, so that together they may make a pilgrimage that neither could make alone.

		By acts of devotion, the crossing of this bridge may be undertaken. But the call to the difficult life of pilgrimage may be ignored or denied. Christ admonishes:

		
			Enter ye in at the strait gate: for wide is the gate, and broad is the way, that leadeth to destruction, and many there be which go in thereat:

			Because strait is the gate, and narrow is the way which leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it.17

		

		And a journey may be a flight, rather than a search. James Joyce, the Irish expatriate, went to find his place in Paris, and spent the rest of his life in exile there, writing about life in Dublin, the home from which he had escaped. Someone once suggested that his God-term should have been a pier, rather than the bridge of pilgrimages, for a pier is a bridge that goes nowhere.

		Search we must. Each man must set out to cross his bridge. The important thing is to begin. “A journey of a thousand miles starts from beneath one’s feet.”18 But, remember, setting out does not by itself guarantee success. There is beginning, but there is also persevering, that is, beginning again and again and again. You are well advised to set out with a professional pilgrim as a guide. Such men of lifelong calling (or penace) are easily recognizable, “adorned with many tokens, the witness of many wonders, the hero of many adventures.”19

		And remember, too, you can stay at home, safe in the familiar illusion of certainty. Do not set out without realizing that “the way is not without danger. Everything good is costly, and the development of the personality is one of the most costly of all things.”20 It will cost you your innocence, your illusions, your certainty.

	
		2. The Healing Metaphors of the Guru

		
			He finds a comrade,

			Now he beats the drum, now he stops.

			Now he sobs, now he sings.1

			I Ching

		

		Some men undertake their pilgrimages in solitude, others in the company of other seekers. Even those who set out alone may find helpful companions who join them along the way. But for most of us, at the troubled time at which we set out on the search for the meaning of our lives, it seems wise to turn to a helper, a healer, or a guide who can show us the way (or at least can turn us away from the dead-end paths we usually walk). “Priests and magicians are used in great number.”2

		Such a spiritual guide is sometimes called a Guru. This special sort of teacher helps others through the rites of initiation and transition by seeming to introduce his disciples to the new experiences of higher levels of spiritual understanding. In reality, what he offers them is guidance toward accepting their imperfect, finite existence in an ambiguous and ultimately unmanageable world. Gurus may at first appear to be “the ideal bearers of final truths, but [in reality, they are] simply … the most extraordinarily human members of the community.”3 Even the contemporary Western guru, the psychotherapist, can only be of help to that extent to which he is a fellow-pilgrim.

		The guru will appear in different forms. He may wear the garb of a simple teacher or an itinerate healer. Or he may come upon the scene with the dramatic force of a prophet, a sage, or even a wizard, depending upon the time and place of his appearance. He will fit the cultural expectations, even though he may be responded to as much with distrust and fear as with confidence and respect.

		Both the awe that he commands and the distress that he engenders are, in part, responses to his radical, even charismatic, strangeness to all rules and traditions. Arising in a revolutionary context, he sets himself against both the traditional authority of patriarchal domination and the bureaucratic legalistic defining of power. Unintimidated by cultural expectations, he is his own man, piercing the group’s conventional wisdom and overturning the usual ways of understanding the meaning of life.

		His impact comes in part from his speaking the forgotten language of prophecy, the poetic language of the myth and of the dream. “If the myth is the outer expression of the human condition’s basic struggles, joys, and ambiguities, then the dream is its inner voice.”4 The guru teaches indirectly, not by way of dogma and lecture, but by means of parable and metaphor.

		Instruction by metaphor does not depend primarily on rationally determined logical thinking nor on empirically objective checking of perceptual data. Instead, knowing metaphorically implies grasping a situation intuitively, in its many interplays of multiple meanings, from the concrete to the symbolic. In this way, as the Sufies demonstrate with their Teaching-Stories, these inner dimensions make the parable capable of revealing more and more levels of meaning, depending on the disciple’s level of readiness to understand. By way of example, here is the Sufi Teaching-Story of the Water-Melon Hunter:

		
			Once upon a time, there was a man who strayed from his own country into the world known as the Land of Fools. He soon saw a number of people flying in terror from a field where they had been trying to reap wheat. “There is a monster in that field,” they told him. He looked, and saw that it was a water-melon.

			He offered to kill the “monster” for them. When he had cut the melon from its stalk, he took a slice and began to eat it The people became even more terrified of him than they had been of the melon. They drove him away with pitchforks, crying, “He will kill us next, unless we get rid of him.”

			It so happened that at another time another man also strayed into the Land of Fools, and the same thing started to happen to him. But, instead of offering to help them with the “monster,” he agreed with them that it must be dangerous, and by tiptoeing away from it with them he gained their confidence. He spent a long time with them in their houses until he could teach them, little by little, the basic facts which would enable them not only to lose their fear of melons, but even to cultivate them themselves.5

		

		The Truth does not make people free. Facts do not change attitudes. If the guru is dogmatic, all that he evokes in his pilgrim/disciples is their stubbornly resistant insistence on clinging to those unfortunate beliefs that at least provide the security of known misery, rather than openness to the risk of the unknown or the untried. That is why that Renaissance Magus, Paracelsus, warned that the guru should avoid simply revealing “the naked truth. He should use images, allegories, figures, wondrous speech, or other hidden, roundabout ways.”6

		The earliest form in which the guru appeared was that of the shaman, who arose in the hunting and gathering societies of the paleolithic era (and among their contemporary Eskimo and Indian progeny). Before the advent of God and His priests in the more stable agricultural societies of the neolithic era, the shaman acted as spiritual leader to the nomadic, Stone-Age hunting band.

		Such a guru starts out on his own tortured pilgrimage as a deeply troubled, misfit youth. In mastering his personal afflictions, he gradually comes to the position of being able to help others on their spiritual trips. Unlike the later priests who were ceremonially trained in ritual acts and verbatim incantations, the shaman has been inspired by the visions that arise during his own pilgrimage. The power of his growing self-awareness and the spontaneity of his improvisations fit the hunters’ needs for daring and imagination (just as the priests’ ritual intonements and predetermined social proscriptions fit the planters’ needs for stability, achieved by the sacrifice of the individual to the greater good of the group).

		The source of the shaman’s moving inner vision is a journey deep into the self. Usually in a trance-like state, he experiences the struggle within his own soul as an encounter with the spirit world. In the religion, myths, and literature of every culture, the personal motives and conflicts that men would disown are represented by gods and ghosts, by spirits and visions. A young Eskimo neophyte shaman tells of his own transformation experience while out on the pilgrimage of a lonely wilderness vigil:

		
			I soon became melancholy. I would sometimes fall to weeping and feeling unhappy without knowing why. Then for no reason all would suddenly be changed, and I felt a great, inexplicable joy, a joy so powerful that I could not restrain it, but had to break into song, a mighty song, with room for only one word: joy, joy! And I had to use the full strength of my voice. And then in the midst of such a fit of mysterious and overwhelming delight, I became a shaman, not knowing myself how it came about But I was a shaman. I could see and hear in a totally different way. I had gained my enlightenment, the shaman’s light of brain and body, and this in such a manner that it was not only I who could see through the darkness of life, but the same bright light also shone out from me, imperceptible to human beings but visible to all spirits of earth and sky and sea, and these now came to me to become my helping spirits.7

		

		After his pilgrimage, the shaman then returns to the community of his tribe, “reborn” by way of his self-healing process. Now he is able to liberate the ordinary hunters of the band by revealing to each of them his own personally enlightening inner vision.

		The shaman can also bring spiritual calm and confidence to a troubled tribe by helping them to work out the merited misfortunes that have befallen them. He will usually go into a trance at such times, his helping spirits speaking through his mouth in those poetically cryptic ways in which spirits (and gurus) speak. They ask the troubled ones what is causing the unhappiness. The power of the shaman’s personal presence leads the troubled person to acknowledge that his thoughts have been bad, and his actions evil. The helping spirits of the shaman then make veiled references that evoke the whole story.

		For example, to a woman who has caused “bad blood” among the men by her seeming infidelity, the spirits may say: “I see a gleaming object, broken in your lower body.” With the encouragement of the communal audience, the sufferer believes that she has been seen through, purges herself with an outpouring of confession of her misdeeds, and then talks out and settles the troubles between herself and other members of the tribe.

		This purging brings peace to the tribe through constructive human interaction mediated by the inspiring power of the shaman’s confidence in his own inner vision, and by the metaphorical evocation of the troubled seeker’s own tale.

		Another powerful example of the guru who instructs by metaphor may be found in the Zaddik, the spiritual leader of the Hasidim. The Hasidic phenomenon was “a Jewish mystical movement of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, a movement which brought a charm, a vitality, and a personal relevance that touched and renewed the lives of a despairing people.”8

		Devastated by Cossack oppression, the hope-starved Jewish people had turned in vain desperation to the false messiahs who arose, and to the cultist esotericism of the masters of the Kabbalistic mysteries. They struggled to retain their faith in the covenant with God, the faith that their suffering had meaning. They found themselves fooled, betrayed, lost in a spiritual desert, and unable to understand the mysterious prophecies of the Kabbalists in which they had hoped to be able to believe.

		It was in response to this desperate search for guidance that the Baal Shem-Tov, the first Zaddik, appeared. No longer would men have to depend on the magical authority of the priestly keepers of incomprehensible secret truths. Instead, this new guru promised that truth would be open to all men, that each would be able to renew his faith by joining the Zaddik on a personal pilgrimage. This guru would acknowledge his own human fallibility, yet trust his feelings, and expect a like commitment from those who would seek his guidance. They would no longer be bewildered pilgrims standing like children before the gates of the temple. The meanings which they sought would be accessible to all. No longer would there be a distinction between the sacred and the profane. Everyday life would be hallowed, and each man would be responsible for that bit of existence that God had entrusted to his care.

		The guru of Hasidism would join the other pilgrims in their search, rather than offering them the authoritarian teachings of the high priest or wizard. One such Zaddik describes his leadership by likening his Hasidic pilgrims to a band of wanderers who have become lost in a deep, dark forest. They chance upon their guru, who has been lost even longer. Unaware of his helplessness, they ask him to show them the way out of the woods. He can only answer: “That I cannot do. But I can point out the ways that lead further into the thicket, and after that let us try to find the way together.”9

		Like the shaman, the Zaddik instructs by metaphor, by indirection, not by teaching the pilgrims to be more like him, but to be more like themselves. Rather than offer dogma to his followers, he offered himself. He was the teaching. His trembling before God inspired faith, and his risking being foolish gave the Hasidim the daring to be themselves. His stories instructed each pilgrim by way of what the seeker brought to it, rather than by laying down instructions on how to live.

		So it was that when the Hasidic pilgrims vied for who among them had endured the most suffering who was most entitled to complain, the Zaddik told them the story of the Sorrow Tree. On the Day of Judgment, each person will be allowed to hang all of his unhappiness on a branch of the great Tree of Sorrows. After each person has found a limb from which his own miseries may dangle, they may all walk slowly around the tree. Each is to search for a set of sufferings that he would prefer to those he has hung on the tree. In the end, each man freely chooses to reclaim his own personal set of sorrows rather than those of another. Each man leaves the tree wiser than when he came.

		The metaphorical teachings of the Hasidic guru sometimes took the form of his own personality being a substitute for dogma, of the pilgrim’s relationship with him being the vehicle for salvation. Whatever the Zaddik was doing at any given moment was what mattered most to him, and he did it with his whole soul. Thus it was that his followers would come to him, not to be taught great truths, “but to watch him tie his bootlaces.”10

		As a final example of the guru who instructs by metaphor so that his disciples may learn what they already know, let us consider the Zen Master. The original Buddhist teachings first appeared in Southern India where they helped to free men from the imprisoning Hindu social caste system and the Yoga emphasis on control of mind and body. As the teachings were passed northward through China, they allowed men to see through the tradition-bound social conventions that held them fast. And then in Japan, the spirit of Zen imbued the Japanese penchant for ceremonial elegance with an absurdity that undid its own restrictions.

		A favorite method of Zen guidance is the Koan exercise. The disciple is given a problem on which to meditate, a problem that is insoluble by conventional or intellectual means. With it the Zen pilgrim must struggle until either he gives up in despair or he gives in and is enlightened. A classical example is for the master to direct him to concentrate on “the sound of one hand clapping.”

		Such conundrums are often offered in response to the young monk’s demands for clarification. Ironically, it is these very demands with which he confounds himself. So it is that when he asks: “How can I ever get emancipated?” the Zen Master may answer: “Who has ever put you in bondage?”11 Or, consider this exchange:

		
			A monk asked: What is the meaning of the First Patriarchs’ coming from the West?

			Master: Ask the post over there.

			Monk: I do not understand you.

			Master: I do not either, any more than you.12

		

		Only by such indirection can the Master lead the pilgrim to turn back to the here-and-now moments of his everyday life, to learn that there is no truth that is not already apparent to everyone. This sense of immediacy without struggle comes across in the sad/lovely parable of the Zen Master who, while out walking one day, is confronted by a ferocious, man-eating tiger. He backs away from the animal, only to find that he is trapped at the edge of a high cliff. The tiger pursues the Master whose only hope of escape is to suspend himself over the abyss by holding on to a frail vine that grows at its edge. Above is the tiger who would devour him. Below is the certain death of a long fall onto the jagged rocks. The slender vine begins to give way, and death is imminent. Just then the precariously suspended Zen Master notices a lovely ripe wild strawberry growing along the cliff’s edge. He plucks the succulent berry and pops it into his mouth. He is heard to say: “This lovely strawberry, how sweet it tastes.”

		By speaking to him in metaphor, the guru turns the pilgrim in upon himself. He offers the seeker only what he already possesses, taking from him that which he never had. What the guru knows that the seeker does not is that we are all pilgrims. There is no master, and there is no student. At its worst, the fundamental humanity of the guru may be expressed in his inevitable corruptibility. The grace of the guru and the disciples who take his place are subject to the same eventual decay that is the other face of all human forms of growth. The charisma of the guru may become as self-serving as the very Establishment against which it arose, as it is routinized by efforts to sustain its power. The arrogance of the guru may tempt him to self-elevation, or he may be done in by his followers’ needs to make more of themselves through his apotheosis. Empty ritualistic parodies may eventually be all that are left of teachings that were once spontaneous and alive. The reification of his metaphors by those who take his place may lead to the hollow appearance of continuity, without the original life-giving substance of inspired teaching.

		The teaching mission of the guru is an attempt to free his followers from him. His metaphors and parables make it necessary for the pilgrims who would be disciples to turn to their own imaginations in the search for meaning in their lives. The guru instructs the pilgrims in the tradition of breaking with tradition, in losing themselves so that they may find themselves.

	
		3. Disclosing the Self

		
			Contemplation of my life

			Decides the choice

			Between advance and retreat.1

			Hidden dragon. Do not act.2

			I Ching

		

		The guru instructs by metaphor and parable, but the pilgrim learns through the telling of his own tale. Each man’s identity is an emergent of the myths, rituals, and corporate legends of his culture, compounded with the epic of his own personal history. In either case, it is the compelling power of the storytelling that distinguishes men from beasts. The paradoxical interstice of power and vulnerability, which makes a man most human, rests on his knowing who he is right now, because he can remember who he has been, and because he knows who he hopes to become. All this comes of the wonder of his being able to tell his tale.

		
			When the great Rabbi Israel Baal Shem-Tov saw misfortune threatening the Jews it was his custom to go into a certain part of the forest to meditate. There he would light a fire, say a special prayer, and the miracle would be accomplished and the misfortune averted.

			Later, when his disciple, the celebrated Magid of Mezritch, had occasion, for the same reason, to intercede with heaven, he would go to the same place in the forest and say: “Master of the Universe, listen! I do not know how to light the fire, but I am still able to say the prayer.” And again, the miracle would be accomplished.

			Still later, Rabbi Moshe-Leib of Sasov, in order to save his people once more, would go into the forest and say: “I do not know how to light the fire, I do not know the prayer, but I know the place and this must be sufficient”

			Then it fell to Rabbi Israel of Rizhyn to overcome misfortune. Sitting in his armchair, his head in his hands, he spoke to God: “I am unable to light the fire and I do not know the prayer; I cannot even find the place in the forest All I can do is to tell the story, and this must be sufficient” And it was sufficient.

			God made man because He loves stories.3

		

		The contemporary pilgrim is a person separated from the life-infusing myths that supported tribal man. He is a secular isolate celebrating the wake of a dead God. When God lived, and man belonged, psychology was no more than “a minor branch of the art of storytelling and mythmaking.”4 Today, each man must work at telling his own story if he is to be able to reclaim his personal identity.

		Should he start out on a psychotherapeutic pilgrimage, he sets out on an adventure in narration. Everything depends on the telling. The “principle of explanation consists of getting the story told—somehow, anyhow—in order to discover how it begins.”5 The basic presumption is that the telling of the tale will itself yield good counsel. This second look at his personal history can transform a man from a creature trapped in his past to one who is freed by it But the telling is not all.

		Along the way, on his pilgrimage, each man must have the chance to tell his tale. And, as each man tells his tale, there must be another there to listen. But the other need not be a guru. He need only rise to the needs of the moment. There is an old saying that whenever two Jews meet, if one has a problem, the other automatically becomes a rabbi.

		But sometimes it is not enough for there simply to be another to listen. A man not only needs someone to hear his tale, but someone to care as well. This universal human need is touchingly revealed in the metaphor of the Legend of the Lamed-Vov.6

		According to the ancient Jewish tradition of the Lamed-Vov, there are at all times thirty-six hidden Just Men, thirty-six secret saints upon whom the continued existence of the world depends. When one dies another takes his place. The Lamed-Vov are indistinguishable from other human beings, except in the heartbreaking depth of their caring. And only so long as the Just Men exist, only so long as their special caring continues, just so long will God allow the world of ordinary men to continue to exist. So inconsolable are the Just Men in their anguish about human suffering, that even God Himself cannot comfort them. So it is, that as an act of mercy toward them: “From time to time the Creator, blessed be His Name, sets forward the clock of the Last Judgment by one minute.”7

		The story is told about a young boy whose aging grandfather informs him that the last Just Man has died without designating a successor. The boy is to take his place as one of the Lamed-Vov. He can soon expect to attain the glow that is the aura of his coming ascendency. The boy is awed, but bewildered as to what he should do in this life as a Just Man. The old man assures him that he need only be himself, that he need not do anything to fulfill his destiny. In the meanwhile he need only continue to be a good little boy.

		But the child worries about his role, becoming obsessed with the idea that if he learns how to be a Just Man, perhaps God will be satisfied and spare his aging grandfather from dying. He fantasizes the grand self-tortures and self-sacrifices that may be required of him. Will he have to be dragged along the rough ground clinging to the tail of a Mongol pony, or would it be of greater merit if he were to be consumed by purifying flames while being burned at the stake?

		He is terrified, but ready to do whatever is required of him. He decides to work his way up, beginning by holding his breath as long as he can. When this does not seem enough, he holds a match to his hand, burning his palm to a painfully satisfying stigmatic char. His grandfather is deeply upset and yet touched when he learns that the boy has been training himself to die in order to save the old man’s life. He teaches the boy the nature of his monstrous error by explaining that as a Just Man, he will not be able to change anything. He will save no one. A Just Man need not pursue suffering. It will be there in the world for him as it is for each man. He need only be open to the suffering of others, knowing that he cannot change it. Without being able to save his brothers, he must let himself experience their pain, so that they need not suffer alone. This will change nothing for man, but it will make a difference to God.

		The boy wanders off trying to understand, but not seeing the sense or the worth of it all. His epiphany comes later that day when he catches a fly whose life he holds in the hollow of his hand. He knows a sudden sympathy for the terror and the trembling of the fly. The fly’s anguish is suddenly his own as well. Releasing the fly from his own trembling hand, he suddenly feels the glow of becoming one of the Lamed-Vov. He has become one of the Just Men. Love is more than simply being open to experiencing the anguish of another person’s suffering. It is the willingness to live
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