Ten Years

Ten years is a long time in the life of every human being. Because time is the most precious gift at
our disposal, being of all gifts the most irretrievable, the thought of time possibly lost disturbs us
whenever we look back. Time is lost when we have not lived, experienced things, learned, worked,
enjoyed, and suffered as human beings. Lost time is unfulfilled, empty time. Certainly that is not
what the past years have been. We have lost much, things far beyond measure, but time was not
lost. Indeed, the insights and experiences we have gained and of which we have subsequently
become aware are only abstractions from reality, from life itself. Yet just as the ability to forget is a
gift of grace, so similarly is memory, the repetition of received teachings, part of responsible life. In
the following pages | want to try to give an accounting of some of the shared experience and
insight that have been forced upon us in these times, not personal experiences, nothing
systematically organized, not arguments and theories, but conclusions about human
experience—lined up side by side, connected only by concrete experience—that have been
reached together in a circle of like-minded people. None of this is new; rather, it is something we
have long been familiar with in times gone by, something given to us to experience and
understand anew. One cannot write about these things without every word being accompanied by
the feeling of gratitude for the community of spirit and of life that in all these years was preserved
and shown to be worthwhile.
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