
CITY

Ever since I started to prosper in the things of this world, my appetite grew as well,
stronger and more demanding. Sometimes it grew to the point of becoming ravenous and
consuming. At first I used to step back a bit and try to keep a relative perspective on
what was happening to me. But after a while the avalanche of good things and good
people soothed that desire; or rather it numbed my conscience to the point of contented
insensitivity. I had acquired a refined taste for power and influence based on wealth,
position and a circle of intelligent and "beautiful" people with like values. All was
focused on myself and my world, which I just happened to be smack dab on top of and in
the center of

One other thing though did begin to grow and develop, cropping up regularly. At first
it was that restless drive and quest for the top of the heap, that relentless drive, pushing
for the ultimate. Then ITustrationwould roar as that better thing or position always
appeared just out of reach. Then began those irritable attacks about other people. One
had to be forcibly objective with them to get any value out of them. Then came all of the
distrusts and the anger. The growing selectivity in the circle of my worthy friends made
it smaller and smaller continually.

Sleeplessness required more and more outside satisfaction to bring on the rest- the
women, the alcohol and drugs, and more women. Many times pressuring dreams would
flood over my sleep forcing my hand at decisions that daily overwhelmed me, penetrating
and deeply affecting my life. It is this one dream that I wish to share through this story.

It began simply enough, after one of those darker days that signaled that a possible
bitter and tragic end was drawing near. It was a day foreshadowing a sudden, shattering
end. But that night, for some reason a deep calming sleep moved over me drawing into
an ever deepening state of rest. The peaceful experience was something I'd never known
before, even prior to my bitter-sweet days of worldly success. The more I settled into this
rest the more I sensed the atmosphere of quiet and calm all about me. It was an inner
harmony of sorts that seemed to sing with a soothing whisper within my soul ever so
gently. A truly satisfying warmth flowed over me as well.

As I reluctantly opened my eyes I found myselflying in a delightful bed of beautiful
flowers, the colors and shapes I didn't recognize! The aroma of combined fragrances did
something within me. Warmth came from the brightest sky I had ever seen. A nearby
stream teemed with life. I couldn't imagine where I was; it was like nothing any fairy
tale or imagination had described.

I felt like simply lying back down in the pleasure of it all, and would have if some
voices hadn't come to my ears. As I looked about I saw what appeared to be an old farm
cart. On it were two men. I sprung to my feet and gingerly walked over to them, my
footsteps feeling unusually light.

With a warm greeting I asked them where they were headed. They answered
something about a city. Their words sailed over me because I was struck by their
physical conditions. One looked strangely old and squinted through eyes dimmed by a
cruel aging. The other was hunched over and had peculiar sores covering his face and
arms. They gladly offered me a ride to this city, but I turned silently away, puzzled by all
the goodness and perfection around me now pierced through by the stark contrast of these
two pitifully poor creatures.
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About that time some wonderful birds soared over, flying ever so gracefully. Their
own special beauty and uniqueness sparked again a sense of joy which I felt renewed.
Then I thought of this city spoken of by the two
odd men. How majestic it must be in light of what my eyes had already seen. So, I
began to follow behind the cart as it slowly moved down a straight, narrow road. As I
walked each step seemed more alive with a growing splendor, lighter and happier.
Drinking in more delight than I could possibly hold, I felt as if I would burst.

Then another puzzling encounter occurred. This time it was with a group of simple,
ignorant peasants that drew near. They reminded me of scenes out of Latin America or
any of a number of poor and pathetic countries. In a few minutes of halting talk they
exhausted their vocabulary. I decided quickly to press on by myself While waling this
road I met regularly with plain down trodden and pitiful, humble people. Many were
sickly and a number were disfigured and maimed. Bare simplicity and poverty appeared
to be the common bonds for all of them. These people increased in numbers the closer
we got to this special city until the road was like a swollen stream, or rush hour at an
inner city market strip. Those who weren't hobbled and somehow lame helped those
who were. I caught myself often staring at them. To me they were strangely out of
place.

The one thing which perplexed me was the light all about us. There were no shadows
anywhere! And the closer we got to the city, the brighter everything became because of
this light. The pleasant brightness, like light playing on jewels, gave added wonder to the
already amazing displays at every hand. Instead of any glare, everything became more
distinct and more enhanced. This city, unbelievably so, appeared to logically be the
source of the light, which radiated from it in every direction like the sun.

Finally, in spectacular fashion, the amazing city itself appeared on the horizon. From a
distance it looked like a brilliance of unapproachable light. Yet, the closer we all came,
the clearer and purer were the forms. A huge wall reminiscent of ancient Mid East city-
states, encircled it with a series of massive and ornate gates set at intervals. Our road led
up to one of them.

My feet skipped quickly along the road as we came to the immense, towering gate. I
stood awestruck for quite some time. It truly shone with a brightness not of the earth. I
had heard stories about such a place as a child, but counted it all as a foolish, childish
myth. Yet, here my own eyes were looking at part of such a wondrous reality. The high
walls sparkled with a gem-like quality. The base of each side of the gate was studded
like the crown of a king. And the gate itself was apparently carved out of a translucent
mixture of gold and ivory. At the top of this gate was something written in a language
that I couldn't recognize, let alone read.

I decided finally to bravely enter myself, as the line of misfits eagerly moved by me
streaming through the gate. So, I quickly stepped into the flowing line. Slowly by surely
I headed towards the front until I realized that a mighty, fearful looking soldier of some
army was inspecting or checking each person as they passed him. Words were spoken
that again I couldn't understand. Anxiety grew as my turn eventually came. I sensed that
for some unknown reason I wouldn't be allowed to go through this gate. Sure enough my
fears proved true as the soldier paused and then pulled me aside like a rage from the
others. But then he startled me by speaking my own language.
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He said very bluntly that I wasn't dressed in the proper clothing to enter the "City of
Majesty". I had on an expensive and costly suit tailored especially for me for special
occasions, business or otherwise, and I thought he must be joking! Yet he persisted.
Words spontaneously jumped ITommy lips as I said they were the best I had, and I asked
him how or where to get the right clothes to enter. He then silently motioned me to a
small doorway of to the side. He then told me that it led to a place I could find proper
clothes. Along the way I would get a few glimpses of the city streets. But he added that
it would cost me the ones I now wore.

Without hesitation I slipped into the tiny passageway. Another intimidating soldier
much like the other one was waiting for me. After a terse greeting he ushered me along.
We went through a number of well lit hallways. Finally we burst out of the wall and onto
a sort of balcony. From there a small section of the city could be seen. My own refined,
articulate vocabulary failed me in describing what my eyes saw. It was as if my whole
being became eyes welling up with images of the splendor of the majesty they beheld.
For what seemed like hours I stood heart throbbing, unable to satisfy my desire to see
more and more, longing until it hurt within to simply dwell there, in this place of
unspeakable beauty and serenity.

Finally I realized that people were moving around down in the street. As I focused on
them I became startled at the fact that these were all the stumbling, broken and hopeless
ones I had seen with me on the narrow road! And some others were far worse in
appearance than I had seen. The stronger helped the weaker along. The more able served
the less. The wiser helped the seemingly foolish and retarded. The "lowly and despised
things" of my world worked beautifully together in this most beautiful of places. My
heart was tom and went out to these as it seemed such a paradox, a confusion of purposes
at this time. In such a place of perfection, why was imperfection allowed in these
people? I was bewildered.

Then the intimidating soldier ushered me on through more passageways until we
emerged at another vantage point. Again I saw wonder upon wonder, more than before.
But again my eyes riveted on the obviously physically poor and lowly. I shook my head
in puzzlement and felt distressed.

Again we descended and finally came out near a vast bathing area. As I looked at the
water, it gave the appearance of a many-faceted diamond. Equally sparkling were the
eyes of the many bathers. But more pathetic than before, these people were more
hobbled and crippled than the others. They appeared helpless and at the mercy of the
ones who dipped them into the crystal waters. I was moved by the great love, but
numbed by the terrible lameness.

On and on we went. Each time we stopped a breathtaking scene came upon me. Yet
the contrast of splendor with the great needs of the people who filled this city gnawed at
my insides. I couldn't grasp the glory in one hand while holding the poverty in the other
hand. It just didn't make any good sense and I felt grieved. Yet, I knew the beauty my
eyes beheld. And oh what tremendous beauty!

At last we came to a short and narrow doorway. The soldier told me that this was the
place where I could find out about all the right clothing. Without any more thought and
without words, I stooped very low and practically crawled inside barely squeezing
through the opening. By now my heart was bowed and yielded in a new way that made
me feel peculiarly good inside. It was like a letting go of things too heavy for me, and
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