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"SOMETHING TO LIVE FOR"

A bishop by the name of Robert E. Goodrich Jr., tells
about a woman he once met who impressed him with her power to
concentrate on one subject. He met her on an airplane when he
was assigned a seat next to her. She was one of those
vivacious, attractive grandmothers who just happened to have
with her pictures of all twelve of her grandchildren. They
were her all-consuming passion; the best looking, smartest
children in the whole world and she minutely described each one.

Soon an hour had passed and she was still going strong,
as the ever-patient clergyman did nothing but listen. Appar
ently, it suddenly dawned on her that she had, to say the least,
dominated the conversation. She turned once more to the bishop
and said, "Now, Bishop, I've been doing all the talking about
my favorite subject. You must talk for awhile. Tell me, what
do you think of my wonderful grandchildren?"

At the very least we would have to say, that woman had a
single-minded commitment and, obiously, something to live for.
We can admire both qualities . At the same time, we may suggest
that there could have been an additional quality in her life
which was missing. Are grandchildren a proper, all-consuming
passion for one's life? They may be under certain circumstances,
and then again, they may not be under ordinary circumstances.

Now let me dare to give you a second illustration and
this one about mountains. It comes from a book by George Schaller,
entitled Stones of Silence. In that book, the author tells of
some men he knew who planned to climb K-2 in the Himalayas
and to climb it by an entirely new and more dangerous route.
He writes these words:

"While I have neither the passion nor technical
ability to pit myself against a peak as grand as K-2,
I sensed what elemental longing attracted the climbers.
Once in awhile, I also act on some wild dream to climb
a summit. The complexities of life vanish...as my
whole being focuses on an unsolved challenge; the
objective is wholly clear, success or failure depend
ing on myself alone, the limits of my strength and
skill and especially my will. For once, mind and
muscle are perfectly integrated. It has been aptly
said that climbing is a living metaphor for unifying
one's existence. At its purest, climbing is done
solely for its own sake, without anticipation of
reward. But, of course, the rewards are there: Moments
of intense happiness, the satisfaction of extending
the limits of experiencef the feeling of having
been a part of the natural world where death is mean
ingless and random."








