CHAPTER 26





	There is only one battle worth fighting and that battle is with death itself.  Friends, only idiots think it is cowardly to resist death, for in fact it is the bravest thing a man can do since he must suppose his opponent is superior and will beat him sooner or later, but sometime.  And only if a man resists death does his inevitable loss to it give spiritual meaning to the future.


	Recognize, when someone is exhorting you to war, that the brave man fights war itself, since war is death, and if they send you off to war you have already lost your fight.  War, remember is no proving grounds, but a pit into which you are enticed, sent, thrown, or lured; and you can win nothing once you are in it.  Once you have taken the hook you can struggle all you want but the line still leads toward shore and the net.  Put up a fight against those who would have you killed, fight first with those who would have you sent to war, struggle first against the exploitation of your life.  This is the important battle.  Delay your death whatever way you can.


	Do not put your life on the line for any cause, remember the only cause worth dying for is life and so any risk that can't reward you with escape from a death already present stands to cost you more than it can ever give you.  Do not place yourself in danger but try to avoid it, and only risk death when you are in actual danger of death.


	This is the great secret that I searched the world for: a man's death is holy only when he dies while trying to avoid death and live; a man who "gives up his life" for anything no matter what is a fool, a man used, exploited, tricked, a slob not worth sympathy or concern.  If you are living then you are successful, no matter what level you live at, and if you are dead you have been defeated, no matter what you died for.  So the only worthy death is one suffered by mistake, one that leaped upon you with neither your knowledge nor your consent, or one that overtook you while you were running from it.


	Oh, all those old mouths will try to dissuade you from this; they will say "a man must be willing to lay down his life" for this and that, and they will call you a coward if you refuse.  Remember, they are out to kill you, and their words are their weapons used to place you in a hopeless situation.  The truth of the matter is that "a man must be willing to risk laying down his life to avoid death," and there is no other risky act that has any meaning, no other cause that deserves your loyalty, although the fat-cats will go to any lengths to convince you to risk your life for their ends.


	Remember, all other people, all other things in this world, are out to kill you, rub you down until you die, scrape you thin until you disappear, use you until you break down, consume you and swallow you and spit out your soul, trick you until you are so confused you cease to exist, exploit you until you have nothing left to offer --- so if you would last and this is your only objective then you must conserve yourself, keep most of yourself hidden, refuse them the use of yourself, give your loyalty to no one and be enveloped by nothing, remain silent so you can't be tricked, and give nothing of yourself to any project, cause, or greater body.  You will be treated to mighty sham --- reasons why you should throw away your life for this and that, but if you understand that the executioner's blade lies behind every exhortation then you will keep your life for yourself, as long as you can.


	I can hear the ministers, the priests, the rabbis, now screaming in their God-given robes that God can demand the life of any man, that we must all give our lives to God, offer ourselves up to His trust, do what He tells us to do in the "Good" books, which strangely enough are all written in the language of men.  As I said before, I don't deny that God, or everything, demands our lives, stalks us at every moment trying to spill our blood for the benefit of those we will leave behind, but I do say that unless we put up a grand fight, tricking God as long as we can, playing the game with Him for our own benefit until we lose, then when we do lose and die, knuckling under to His butcher's instincts like cows capering down a stockyard gangway, we have made our deaths meaningless and of no use to the future, spiritless, unholy, leaving a void for the nucleus of all those things to come.  But if we smash God in the grinning face, slip out of the way of that religiously swinging knife, trip Him and slip away to live for a few more days, escape again and again, cunningly slide from His grasp and disappear from His view, slip around Him, over Him, under Him, hanging onto our lives at all costs, then when He finally does get us, and He will, for everything is so much mightier than one thing, then He will have the sacrifice of a worthy opponent, a man who never asked for pity, who succumbed at the end in spite of himself, and lingering on in the absence of a body will be the gigantic spirit of one man's effort, to belong to no one but himself, whole and complete, memorable even in defeat, distinguished even in death, leaving the ghostly presence of his pride, his will to be, his hatred of death and all ends, and this Holy Ghost will give the future such a forceful start it will be off and running before God can kill it again
