CHAPTER 24





	Just before I was to get out of the Army, we had to make a mass jump for the benefit of the reporters, showing once again we were ready to go anywhere, do anything, kill anyone for the benefit of those kind folks at home and for freedom and for America.  We loaded up the planes in full equipment, about a thousand of us, and we took off in a giant "V" from the marshaling areas and headed for the big sandy dropzone where all the reporters and photographers were gathered in grandstands, watching and waiting to report what they saw.  As we came over one plane behind lost altitude, and it was too late to do anything because the guys ahead were already spilling out, their chutes were opening and they were hanging helplessly in the sky.  Right through them the dropping plane cut, propellers whirling, cutting, ripping, tearing.  There were screams and curses, and the sound of shredded cloth, the motors buzzing, as the plane moved right through the dropping men, their equipment hugged to their shapes, their empty guns strapped to them, and the reporters below standing up and running around excitedly, popping their flash cameras.


	(Oh, it was a fascinating sight from above, looking down at the death-dives my buddies were taking in full view of the nation's press; gladiators in a spectacle get more applause when they die, and I could almost hear the presses at the big newspaper plants beginning to whir and get ready to applaud "these heroic youngsters who went to their graves so good old America could be ready to defend itself."  Watch the men die, watch the men die, isn't it fun to watch the men die, watch the men die, isn't it fun-and it's right, because they are dying for a good reason that we made up; whoopie, watch the men die!  Bloodthirsty crowd fed on kidnappings, murders and rapes, now reading about the slaughter of its own young, whoopee, how the crowd loves it, see them buy the newspapers, one, two, three, like happy children, see them look for blood that the photographers found, see them relish the twisted limbs, the split figures, the smashed heads, see their eyes moving slowly across the replica of ripped flesh and then return, see them shudder and then look again so they can shudder once more and then look again and again and again.)


	The photographers knew their job; they scrambled to get the pictures, and the bloodier the better, as far as their paychecks were concerned.  While a man screamed at their feet, they stood and photographed him, because it was their job to do this, it was what their readers wanted, that crowd, that homefront, that America which feasted its eyes on bloody bodies.  I saw it all on the way down; I floated through the sky at the end of my canopy and I saw it all beneath me, the squirming bodies, the still bodies, the running photographers and the shrieking ambulances, all, all at my feet, the people, the killed and the killers, the gladiators and the spectators, the living and the dead, the trickers and the tricked, the con-men and the slobs, the hunters and the hunted, the audience and the actors, the crowd and the corpses, the users and the used, all.  I floated down to it.


	There was little time to think as I hit the ground and bundled up my chute.  I threw the silk and hamess on a passing jeep and ran to help the medics.  There were bodies everywhere across the huge expanse of sand; and yet from above it had looked like there were few bodies specked out across the earth because that expanse was so big.  Chawed faces looked up at me with no cheeks; the top of one head was scalped back.  There was an arm; here was a leg, and over there the body, the torso still wiggling in its harness.  Oh my God, have you ever seen men in chunks?  Well, here they were.  A shoulder was sliced off.  A man was split.  There were about fifty of them, and I ran trying to find one I could help.  Right through the middle of fifty the plane had flown, its propellers ripping flesh as well as chutes, and now the aftermath was all over the ground, screaming, pleading, silent, wobbling, whining, whimpering, cursing, shouting --- and the voices of many were already gone.  It was like only one thing I had ever seen before --- butchering day on a chicken farm, when for fifty yards there was nothing but white headless bodies flopping and scrambling in blood --- but I got a sick feeling when I remembered these were men like me, thinking, doing, painfully feeling, with strings of relatives branching out from thern, and here they were like so many chickens, for no reason, sliced up and groveling on the sandy dropzone, dying, unwhole, gasping, and suddenly feeling finity catching up with them, passing them by, leaving them dead, nothing, ended, all over with, and no way to come back again as if from a dream because this was it, death.  I hated what was happening to them; I detested it!  I swore at it too --- "Jesus Christ!" --- but it kept right on happening.


	Why in God's name, I thought, was the whole world intent on destroying its young?  Why were they so determined to hunt the young men down, me, people like me, killing them, until there was nothing left?  Why must there always be a red face over my shoulder --- death --- chasing me, making me run faster and faster, until it caught me like it caught all the rest?  Why?  Why?  Why?  The world, the country, the people, were after me, swinging that big blade, trying to cut me down --- I could have just as easily been in that first plane as in any other.  It was only luck that I was still alive, and I knew they would get me sooner or later, setting up endless possibilities, putting me in an infinite number of desperate situations until finally, like the bloody bodies I saw now all around me, they would get me, too.  All along I had been trying to defend myself against vague dangers and never against the real enemy --- other people --- the real monstrous face behind all situations I found myself in, and now I had to make up my mind, decide forever, or I was as doomed as Mrs. Johnson, Charlie, Melvin, Frank Nolan, and all those cut to ribbons that I saw now on the sand, their blood feeding red energy into the grey dust, their deaths a secret delight to all the folks at home.  I had to finally look hard, accept the past and present and then decide what it meant for the sake of myself and all those who miglit come after me.  I had to accept what people really were, what they had in mind for me, what they wanted to use me for.  For once, I had to look and see the red monstrous face at my back, fiercesome, insane, murderous, amoral, human, gruesome  --- it, they, all were trying to kill me for no reason but that to kill was the way of life.  Murder was both sport and reality, both entertaining and essential, both the artful and the awful; to murder meant success, while to die meant failure.  It was both heaven and hell, depending entirely on which side of the knife you were on.  God was a killer and the devil was death.  And what was man, that creature in the middle?  God was a killer and the devil was death, then man was the infinite sacrifice, the body on the altar, the offering, the Christ.  Man was always Jesus Christ, crucified.


	(And then I had it, the whole truth, the way things were, the reality, the past and the present and the future --- I had the infamous Trinity of all existence by the tail; I had finally seen it, accepted it, felt it, known it, swallowed it, advanced into the middle of it.  It was old and it was new; it was known always and it was never known by anyone; it was always there and it had just appeared now; it was a three-headed monster, eating of itself, and it was real, it was everything, it was me.  I could even describe it, coldly and mercilessly.  GOD was everything, the father of all, determined on murder, a killer on the trail of his son JESUS CHRIST, who was one man, individual, doomed to die, to be killed by the father, the people, the country, the world in all its infinite might, and who when dead was resurrected as the HOLY GHOST, the perfect complete sacrifice that could be born only by death, that could be called into existence only when the man ceased to exist himself.  I could phrase it, the simple reality of every situation, and the complex reality of all situations: "Everything kills a man leaving only his spirit!" --- and that dear friends, young and old, is what is.  Everything kills, including man.  Everything dies, including man.  But only a man can be sacrificed and no other thing, because only a man KNOWS he is being killed for the benefit of GOD, and it is this knowledge that makes his sacrifice holy --- a HOLY GHOST, all knowledgeable, and without which GOD would die.  The past is dead, the present is a sacrifice, and the future is possible only when it is made holy by the spirit of sacrifice, by a man's willingness to die, his spirit, his soul, the eternal seed that contains miniscule chromosomes which in turn programme, literally create, the world of the future.  Reality is a trinity of past, present and future; there is birth, death and rebirth --- a gigantic three-headed, red-faced monster which gives a man life, then demands the man's death as a sacrifice to itself so the monster can live on.  Mankind, the earth, the world, the sum total of everything there is, GOD, demands our death so that it can continue, and the nature of our sacrifice becomes the future.)


	If man wishes to predict the future, he has o
