
I remember muteness as a prolonged and giddy fast, 
where every moment is a feast of ut.terance received. Time 
and events are merely poured, unremarked, and ingested 
directly, like blood pulsed into my gut through a jugular 
vein. Could two live that way? Could two live under 
the wild rose, and explore by the pond, so that the smooth 
mind of each is as everywhere present to the other, and 
as received and. as unchallenged, as falling snow? 

We could, you know. We can live any way we want. 
People take vows of poverty, chastity, and obedience
even of silence-by choice. The thing is to stalk your 
calling in a certain skilled and supple way, to locate the 
most tender and live spot and plug into that pulse. This 
is yielding, not fighting. A weasel doesn't "attack" any
thing; a weasel lives as he's meant to, yielding at every 
moment to the perfect freedom of single necessity. 

I think it would be well, and proper, and obedient, 
and pure, to grasp your one necessity and not let it go, 
to dangle from it limp wherever it takes you. Then even 
death, where you're going no matter how you live, cannot 
you part. Seize it and let it seize you up aloft even, till 
your eyes burn out and drop; let your musky flesh fall 
off in shreds, and let your very bones unhinge and scatter, 
loosened over fields, over fields and woods, lightly, 
thoughtless, from any height at all, from as high as eagles. 
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THERE 1s A SINGING GROUP in this Catholic church today, 
a singing group which calls itself "Wildflowers." The 
lead is a tall, square-jawed teen-aged boy, buoyant and 
glad to be here. He carries a guitar; he plucks out a little 
bluesy riff and hits some chords. With him are the rest 
of the Wildflowers. There is an old woman, wonderfully 
determined; she has long orange hair and is dressed coun
try-and-western style. A long embroidered strap around 
her neck slings a big western guitar low over her pelvis. 
Beside her stands a frail, withdrawn fourteen-year-old 
boy, and a large Chinese man in his twenties who seems 
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