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25th Anniversary

Saturday morning
Introduction by Helen

T am deputed to say a few words of warm and grateful welcome from those of
us who live here, and also from the larger group living nearby who have worked so
hard and given so much to prepare for these days - a welcome to all of you
wonderful friends from far, who have come to join in this celebration of our 25th
birthday. I also hope our joyful thanks for the quarter century of our life here
will reach out to the many more - double the number perhaps - who have been
unable to come but have sent us their love and good wishes.

The word celebration means '"to observe (a day or event) with ceremonies of
respect, festivity or rejoicing." "Observe" means to give attention to. The
three words, respect, festivity and rejoicing, delight me, and their meanings, I
believe, will live in our midst for these two days. This evening there will be
stories of our beginnings, and slides which make one wonder why we were so
certain this was the place. Someone recently reminded me of Jung's letter in
reply to a woman's questions about how she ought to live. When I remember our
stumbling beginnings this letter brings a warm feeling of gratitude that we have
somehow, even if not very consciously, followed his splendid advice — don't ask
impossible questions, he said to her; just put one foot in front of the other and
do with conviction the next most necessary thing - then, he said, she would
always be in tune with her individual way, and with the meaning of her life,
however unknown this seemed to her. Never waste any energy speculating uselessly
or ask to know ahead of time how one ought' to live.

However, apart from the actual beginnings here, there is one story I'd like
to tell you of the very first seed which, after many years and strange wanderings
became Apple Farm. TI'm the only one left to tell it, but it was very often
spoken of by Else, with great conviction, as the first seed. Else will be, I
know, constantly present in the hearts and minds of most of us during these two
days, remembering the strength and beauty of her spirit and what it meant LO the
birth and life of the Farm as it was and is and will be. She used to say that
the first seed was discovered in the Malibu Hills in California. Robert Johnson
and I had a cottage there where we could go when either of us needed to be alone,
and we also invited a few friends and members of our small discussions groups to
meet there with us on specified afternoons. However gradually the response
dwindled, and only Else and I remained. It was a pl;ce for talks and suppers
together, and here we imagined the emergence of some kind of community. We were
very vague as to the practicalities, but the seeds of what finally grev were
indeed there though dormant - their 'earth' not yet found. I think she would
have liked us to remember this today.

I also want to share some thoughts for present and future. I recently read
Peter Brook's new book, The Shifting Point. Peter Brook is in my view the
greatest contemporary theatre directd?j__gbme of you may know his contributions
to Parabola or have heard of his great Shakespeare productions, and many have
heard about his nine-hour version of the great Indian legend, the Mahabharata,
or of his research center for actors of all countries in Paris. In the last
chapter but one of his book he writes about cultures. 'Culture' means the
conscious cultivation of nature by mankind, originally the cultivation of Fhe
soil. The word came to be applied to all levels of human consciousness, mind and
spirit. Collective or national cultures are expressed in their moralities, their



:rts, their social and political attitudes, their patterns of behaviour and their
ceremonies. Collective cultures today are, as Peter Brook says, rapidly
decaying. There have been attempts to replace them, to renew the spirit through
individualistic values in opposition to collective forms. (There is no need to
point out that he very clearly means the values of individualism, not
individuation.) He says that all cultures express themselves and try to affirm
their values through their celebrations, even individual ones. "The wish to make
known, to show others, is always in a sense a celebration."

In Peter Brook's words, "If we are honest we have to admit that very few
collective celebrations of our societies today" (except, I add, the few based on
the sacred) "have any affirmation to make that goes beyond the dualities, and
that individualistic ones are essentially superb celebrations of the ego." I
shall quote now from his essay:

What matters to us today is to be very much on our guard in
our attitude toward "culture" and not take the ersatz for the
real. Both cultures - that of the state and that of the
individual - have their own strength and their achievements,
but they also have strict limitations due to the fact that
both are only partial. At the same time both survive because
both are expressions of incredibly powerful vested interests.
Every large collectivity has a need to sell itself, every
large group has to promote itself through its culture, and in
the same way, individual artists have a deeply rooted

interest in compelling other people to observe and respect
the creations of their own inner world...

In English one says in a cliche, "Y
and this is so very true that anyt
takes a clear, definable form.
the moment a form becomes fixed, it loses it virtue, the life
goes out of it; that is why a cultural policy loses its
virtue the moment it becomes a program. Likewise, the moment
a society wishes to give an official version of itself it
becomes a lie, because it can "pe pinned down." It no longer
has that living, endlessly intangible quality that one calls
the truth, which can perhaps be seen in a less hazy way if
one uses the phrase "an increased perception of reality."

ou can pin down a lie,"
hing less than the truth
That is why in all cultures,

You will, I am sure, have felt the deep relevance of all this to our work
here and to this, our celebration - for eévery group, however small, with anything
to affirm or celebrate is a tiny culture, T ap glad to think that when we have
been asked, which is hundreds and hundreds of tiges through the years, "What does
Apple Farm do? What are its programs," we have replied that it is something
impossible to define, as we have no Programs, etc., and the minimum of
structures. And over and over again the Questioner, if he or she remains
interested and comes to stay here, will say, "I had no idea what to expect but I
felt the meaning of being here in a very few hours" - and they all essentially
say the same thing. The most recent comment came from anm overseas visitor, a
religious and a professor of philosophy, who said that she had worked with

dreams, studied Jung, etc. for years, but "here suddenly I felt it all came alive
because the thoughts and the images are lived ip a context."
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This is an example of what Peter Brook calls the third culture, the culture

of links.

What are these relationships, constantly changing in their forms? We can
only seek the@ vhen we realise that this question is akin to the Grail question
whose answer is never spoken. "Who serves the Grail? Whom does the Grail

I quote his own words again.

The third culture is "not the one that carries a name or a
definition, but which is wild, out-of-hand...something that
for the rest of the world is dynamic, unruly, which demands
endless adjustments, in a relationship that can never be
permanent...

For the third culture is the culture of links. It is the
force that can counterbalance the fragmentation of our world.
It has to do with the discovery of relationships where such
relationships have become submerged and lost - between man
and society, between one race and another, between the
microcosm and the macrocosm, between humanity and machinery,
between the visible and the invisible, between categories
languages, genres. What are these relationships? '

serve?” When we each sit at our particular table of the Grail we indeed seek all

these relationships as expressed by Peter Brook.
truth to us if we first seek

legend tells, from the Grail

But they will only reveal their
. them in our links to our companions around our
particular table, and to our own unconscious figures. We are then fed, as the

itself, which stands at the center of the circle and

gives to each individual his unique food -~ the kind he chooses. Yet, though the

"food is constantly changing, still all of it nourishes the truth of the
unfathomable One.

A final quotation from C. G.
through all of the years, sums u
those of this, our celebration,

and so we give thanks to him.

The living spirit grows and even out-grows its earlier forms
of expression...this living spirit is eternally renewed and
pursues its goal in manifold and inconceivable ways
throughout the history of mankind. Measured against it the
names and forms that men have given it mean very little, they

are only the changing leaves and blossoms on the stem of the
eternal tree.

(Psychology and Religion, p. 347)

So, once more, a heartfelt welcome!

Jung, whose ‘work and life have guided us
p for us the meaning of this culture of links and



Following Helen's introduction, Jane began the rest of the morning program.

Good morning, and again, welcome. We've been looking forward to this time -
sometimes with trepidation - but mostly with enthusiasm. And now the time is
here —~ we've begun!

We're going to present several things this morning, and over the weekend,
that have come to our attention in the last two years or so. Many of them
reflect the themes of Friday ngiht groups on contemplation, play, story, work,
imagination, eros - myths - and the continuing incarnation. The themes are not
new, but it seems we need to hear them again and again. At times we may favor
hearing them from older, familiar voices, and then again a new voice may bring
new insights. Though we're a larger group than is usual here at Apple Farm
(that's some understatement!), we'll present our talks in the manner of Friday
night groups - that is, more in a mood of thought and contemplation, of sharing,
rather than lecture or discussion. But please feel free to ask questions, ask
for anything to be repeated, or to make comments.

I'1l begin by reading you some paragraphs about stories from a book titled
Circling Back by Gary Holthaus and then read a short story from the same book.

One value of stories is that they provide a vehicle for
talking about things beyond the stories themselves, We are
people of the word - word as creative act, and word as bond.
Stories become the means of exploring our bonds, the
agreements we make with ourselves, with one another and with
the earth. They may expand our vision, allowing us to see
more than we have before, or they may narrow our view,
providing both depth and focus for our perception of the
world. They illumine the sacredness and madness, the meaning

and lack of it, in our connections with one another, and with
all creatures animate or inanimate,

Further, some stories are never told once and for all.
"What is right," says Empedocles, "can well be uttered even
twice." We create stories, but the great stories last, and
return to create us. They go out and come back. We retell
them and send them out again. How do we speak of friends, of
those we love, or warn ourselves of those we fear, except
through stories? The story becomes the medium for life
itself. The old ones gone continue to tell us how to live
through stories. Those stories with the substance of myth
must be told over and over again in each generation.

Without a story the present is less sensible and less
bearable, the future more difficult to discern and more
frightening. In the great stories of any people we are
nourished, revealed to ourselves, inspired by the deeds of
heroes, brought to the edge of despair by the shadow that
falls "between the idea and the reality." But the past, put
before us in a story, is at the same time put behind us, and



we are healed. The story is our refuge; its respite enables
a new freedom in us: past and present are commingled, and
the outlines of the future, though vague, are made visible,
for the seeds of the past we may be sure, are growing into
the present and will ripen, fall into history, and grow again
in the days to come.

(p. xii)

WHAT TO DO
IF YOU MEET A BEAR

A Greenhorn approached
Two oldtimers:

"What do I do
if I meet a bear?"
He asked.

T.A. Anderson said
"Spit in his eye."

To which Sam Hill responded,
"Most of us don't spit too good
over our shoulder."

(p. 61)

) Jean (Clampitt) has something next. Psyche Speaks by Russell Lockhart, "The
Dream Wants a Dream," pp, 19-23

F}orence (Brummitt) will read and show us two pictures from Estelle
Lauder's Women as Mythmakers (Excerpts from the chapter on Remedio Vero)

Next, Don (Raiche): Farlier Jane spoke of old familiar voices. One is
Edward Edinger. We went back to his Ego and Archetype and his comments on that
central story of our civilization - the Christian myth. He suggests that, far
from having exausted the meaning of Christianity, we have hardly begun to live
the deeper levels of its truths. (p. 152) '

A nev voice is that of Marguerite Yourcenar, confirming in an imaginative
work, The Abyss (p. 219 ff), the statements that Edinger makes.

) Both Eginger and Yourcenar speak to the continuing incarnation. Through and
1ndee§ by virtue of our fragility, weaknesses and poverty come the utterly human
individual acts of story, eros, imagination and work that create new life for all
of us.

Jean again, from Gary Snyder, The Real Work, pp. 81, 82.

Well, that's a smattering of things new and old - a rich selection - there
are other things we've been reading at group Friday nights. We've reread Helen's
Dark Wood to White Rose (which will be coming out in a new edition), von Franz's
seminar on Brudder Klaus, Edinger and Lockhart. And there are some new novels
you maybe haven't heard of ~ The Bone People, Ceremony, Skallagrigg. Well,
enough? Yes. Before we have a break, Paula (Wissing)has some announcements.




Saturday evening

This was an evening of slides and stories, reminiscences of the 25 years of
Apple Farm. It opened with champagne punch and toasts by Helen Luke, John
Gerber, Nancy Hector, Barbara Johnson, with a final one by Helen again.

Helen

I want to propose a toast to Apple Farm in celebration of our 25th
anniversary and I think, at this time in particular, of the Farm as a place of
'Exchange' in the deepest sense - a place of those true meetings in the Self
without which there can be no "individuation" - meetings that may be frequent or
infrequent, that happen sometimes daily or sometimes only once. It is also a
place where the activities of ego and shadow are confronted, accepted, suffered
and loved on the way to transformation. And so, ladies and gentlemen, will you
drink with me in grateful wonder to the Farm, its past and its future, in the
here and now.

John

To a woman of truly extraordinary humanity, courage and beauty, one who has
told us in her writing that "it is when we admit our powerlessness that the guide
appears,' and who appeared as guide in the lives of so many of us, and others, in
person or in her writing, at a point where we faced our own powerlessness and who
‘assisted us, as she also wrote, "until we dare to face the responsibilities of

JOY"—-

With deep gratitude, profound esteem and a love, particular and shared among

us, a love which is one with "the love that moves the Sun and all the other
stars"--

Would you join me in a toast—

to Helen.

(The quotations are from pages 11 and 157 of Dark Wood, the latter the page on
which Helen cites and comments on the final line of Dante's Commedia, also quoted
above.) Lommedia

Kay Heustis presented Helen with a bouquet of roses on behalf of all of us.

Nancy

I would like to pay a tribute at thig time, a very special tribute to
another founding pioneer of Apple Farm - Jape Bishop. Each of us, in our own
way, has contributed and been a part of the 1ife and growth of the Farm. But I
believe the fact of our existence today, after 25 years, is due in great measure
to Jane -~ to the strength of her dedication and vision, to her real perseverance
in her search for the truth, and for her wonderful intuition. I speak on behalf
of myself. I know Helen joins me, and Else, as well as all of us gathered



7
together here and afar.

And so, Jane, we offer this toast of thanks to you - as our friend and as
leader of Apple Farm.

Barbara

I would like to propose a toast to Else Hope, a pioneer and co-founder of
Apple Farm. I have heard it said by many and have indeed felt Else's presence
thoughout this preparation for and celebration of Apple Farm's 25th year. Her
strength, vision, wisdom and love helped forge the foundation of Apple Farm and
she continues to live this strength within and without all of us.

To you, Else - with love.

Helen

May I add another toast - to the fourth of those who moved down the road to
start the work of Apple Farm - a toast to Nancy, whose steadfast and warm
devotion and support has meant so much to us and to all who have stayed here.
There is a picture of the four of us taken, I think, just before we moved - and
looking a lot younger, of course - which you may see tonight! Nancy was in fact
the first to join me, living nearby, in the very early days when I rented a small

house ?n Three Rivers, and she greatly eased the loneliness as we waited for
something to come into being,




Sunday morning

Welcome to all of you who weren't able to be here yesterday, and welcome
back to all of you who were here yesterday. We had a grand day, didn't we? I
didn't think we could top it, but the music* has - or rather has equalled it.
Thanks again to the musicians.

There are more greetings from those who weren't able to come.
Margaret Neill called yesterday, and Anne Fuller sends greetings and

congratulations via Mary. And it feels as though there is an unseen host of
others with us,

Don and

To begin our presentation today I have a poem written by Helen.
written for another occasion. I had meant to read it last night and f
feels like it wants to be included so I brought it this morning.
attention through Fay (Artsen). She had sent it years ago to her daughter Nancy.
When Nancy heard about the celebration she thought we might want to use it, so

she sent a copy to Fay - and Fay brought the copy to me - and here it is. Many
of you may remember it.

It was
orgot. It
It came to my

To Apple Farm

Nine years ago a seed fell to the ground,

Took root in lives of many still unknown.

Tended, the green shoot sprang towards the sun;

We could not name it as it put forth leaves

Yet, strangely, as it grew, for each it had a name.

One said, "I've found a rose bush in the woods;"

Another saw a hearth fire in the sSnow;

Some told of blossom, or of crisp, tart fruit

Taken and eaten from an apple tree;

And all said "something grows and burgeons in my heart."

Nine months the child lies hidden in the womb.
Nine years - perhaps a labour has begun,

The pains of birth in me, in you, in us -

A birth beyond the tree, the flower, the fruit?

I wait, we wait, in darkness for the coming child.

And, as we wait, I look back on the years,

Nine years of growing under sun and storm.

Glory I see, and pettiness, anger and joy;

But through them shines a thread of many strands, .

The golden thread of friendship, woven of all our lives.

Now in the dark two images break free -

Water and Stone, the end and Lhe beginning.

Death, they are, and life, an undivided whole,

Inhuman to our hearts. What birth is this?

The agony of woman as she learns that child and stone are one.
Helen Luke

Fall 1972
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Next, two short readings, one from the booklets that were put together by

Nancy (Hector) and Paula (Wissing) of Helen's Christmas Eve talks; the other, two
letters of Jung's.

Nancy - Christmas Eve, 1987
Maureen — C.G. Jung Letters, Vol. I, pp 132, 33 and p. 168.

For a longer reading - would you believe The Rainmaker! (For those who
weren't here, it had started raining Saturday afternoon.) It was in Barbara
Hannah's biography of Jung, I believe, that she wrote that Jung insisted that the
rainmaker story be told at every meeting and gathering possible. Don (Raiche)
read selections from the version of the rainmaker in Irene de Castillejo's book,
Knowing Woman

Before we break for dinner, Paula has announcements.

*Carl Witt was commissioned to compose a piece for the 25th anniversary
celebration. This is what was played Sunday morning.
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Sunday evening
led by Jane Bishop

Well, we've stayed the course. Here we are,
celebration of Apple Farm's 25th anniversary. I'p reminded of what Else used to

say at parties, especially if she was a little high - "Aren't we a fi f
people?" And I think we'd all agree - aren't we though! the group o

near the end of our two day

(who even practiced at 7 am sometimes); the co
ago; to all of us here and all of those who ha
many, many thanks,

On the schedule it says I'm going to talk about Apple Farm apd the future.
And I am but, as you know, the future can't be predicted. We can, though, catch
glimpses of future possibilities through images and Symbols. And I've coilected
quite a range of dream images, symbols and thoughts from various people which T

and the others here will be reading. But before the readings and after and in
between, I'll have some thoughts and ideas to put in.

I'd like to begin with a quotation from Pierre Teilhard de Chardin,
"Someday, after mastering the wind, the waves, the tides and gravity, we shall
harness for God the energies of love. And then, for the second time in the
history of the world, man will have discovered fire." Well, we could spend all
evening just on that, and perhaps that is what we'll be doing in a fashion,
"Harness for God the energies of love." 1Is that what the new age is about?
Discovering fire for the second time? Is this where the frontier ig? Have we
done enough - either personally or collectively about winds and waves, tides and
gravity, that we can move on? Can begin to imagine harnessing for God the
energies of love? Before we go farther forward with this, let me back up 20 some
years to the Apple Farm statement, "Apple Farm in Michigan is not a 'Community"
in the ordinary sense of the word. It was not founded as a planned institution
but came into being as a focal point for a number of women who had been drawn
together already by community of interests and values." Came into being. Apple
Farm wasn't thought up. We're not what is called an intentional community.

Apple Farm wanted to be - we all helped it come into being. And there will be
others coming who will help it come into being also. This is how Apple Farm
began; this is most likely how it wil] continue. People - individuals - will
feel called to come to Apple Farm. And each of us, no matter how frequently or
how seldom we've been here, have added our bit, our part. Apple Farm is forever
coming into being. To quote again, from the statement,"There are no external
rules or formal conditions of membership. That which holds the group together is
a basic commitment of each individual, living her ordinary life, to the search
for interior growth. Without this no one would be drawn to the group. The
cuommitment may be defined as a basic choice made by the individual to follow with
all the integrity of which she is Capable the way of increasing consciousness,
which means growth in the capacity to love:" "growth in the capacity to love" -
harnessing for God the energies of love. This is the new frontier, the basis for
the new age. Are we there already? Have we been living it? Or have we settled
in - gotten a little too comfortable over the years? Perhaps it's time to move
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farther into the new age, to make some changes, to remind ourselves where we are

and why. (How do you know you'rg on the frontier?) Well, I have several things
here that have been written — things that have been drgamed. They all give clues
and hints about the future. And from such clugs and hints we may each find what
is our particular way to help Apple Farm come into being, to harness for qo? the
energies of love, to live on the frontier, to welcome the new age. (But it's
never been easy.) Moving into the future calls for sacrifice - and perhaps the
greatest sacrifice in our security-minded culture is giving up any certainty
about the future, any illusion that we can know the unknown, any certainty about
outer things - about money or health'or any one of a dozen things we find
ourselves clinging to. On thg frontier 9f love there are no certainties but
there is hope, there is creation, thefe is meaning. I'll read a little about _
Eros from Psyche Speaks (p. 22) That's what can happen on the frontier, guard it
though our ego does, Eros leaps over the boundaries and "we take part in the work

. "
of creation.

The first reading Jean (Clampitt) will do, from Russell Lockhart's Psyche
Speaks (excerpts from pages 22, 23, 34, 49, 50, 53, 54, 63, 64, 65) These pages
are about Eros and the coming guest.,

This dream I heard over a year ago speaks in images some of the same themes.

(Let me say here this is an abbreviated version of the dream. All of the dreams
I'11 be telling you are somewhat abbreviated and I have each dreamer's permission
to tell them.) "There were two patterns or grids of light. The movement and
color in them were different. It was known they must join. An old king has one
grid, the other belonged to his brother, a bishop. A group of people, three men

and three women, were helping, trying to fix the grids together, but they weren't
" going together. While they're doing this, one of the women is putting out hay
for horses. The old bishop comes back to life to try to help. Nothing is
successful, but as they are trying, another group intrudes - 6 or 8 people,
youngish, unruly, post-college age. One of the women from the group that has
broken in goes over to one of the men in the smaller group and kisses him. This
causes jealousy in one of the women, and there is anger and fighting, and as this
is going on, the grids join. The light changes. There is a new pattern." Eros,
the divine creative shaft has leaped across the frontier and we are changed.

Now let us listen to Wendell Berry, writing about contemporaneity, song,
dance and love. The book is Standing by Words and Charlotte (Smith) will read.
Page 13, 2nd paragraph, excerpts from pp. 16,17, 60, 61, 62.

Berry also writes about the land, agriculture, farms. Here is a dream that
speaks to those themes. There was a preliminary dream. "The setting was the
Coliseum. A Zen priest was asking a group of Apple Farm community people, will
they be Romans or Christians? There wasn't any answer." The dream ends with the
question. You'll remember Don referred earlier to Edw;rd Edinger's concept that
we are still mostly Romans, wanting power, strength and honor, rather than living
the Christian values of poverty, weakness and degredation.

' Then this dream - "there was again a group of people, a largc group, not
just Apple Farm people, waiting for the arrival of Jung. They were in a
classroom or lecture hall-like place. A small group was coming toward them - a
man most impressive in a business suit, with several women around him. It was
speculated that Barbara Hannah and Marie-Louise von Franz might be among them,
but the group went on by, It wasn't Jung and company. As the group waits again
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it busies itself with a few more preparations, getting pencils ready, etc. And

when they look up they see Dr. Jung is there. He has arrived quietly without
fuss. He is dressed in farmer's clothes - jeans and a

shirt. lle is sitting on a child's chair, a simple olg

simple truths. He talks to them and then everyone head

There is a cow there that needs attention. WNothing much is wron i
; : she ca

be helped, but it needs doing. Jung stays alone with the cow, T s go

The othe
back to the classroom. As they talk they realize with some excitement t;:tgghis

This dream reminds

How are you doing? Need to stretch?

I thought it would be salutory for us to remember that the
of darkness, even as we look forward to welcoming the coming guest. (The greater
the light, the darker the shadow.) This darkness may in fact be bringing the
coming guest. Just as there is a personal shadow and a collective shadow that we
can get caught in, there is an Apple Farm shadow - and we all at times get caught
in it, as we do in others' shadows and the collective shadow. e become restless
or depressed - or worse, we begin to despair, to lose hope. The darkness moves
into us through our own unfaced shadow bits and we feel lost, overwhelmed, and
nothing will ever be right again. At times like these, Apple Farm can become a
projection point, and we begin to worry about its future - what will happen to
it? Something isn't right there. Vague fears begin to frighten us and all sorts
of conjectures begin as we try to find reasons for our fears outside ourselves.
When this happens we nced to jump into cur depression, as Jung has said, turn to
face our shadows as ye can, endure what we must and get on with our lives. So we
continue our search for interior growth. That's where the future lies — ip each
one of us living the symbolic life, living in the dark, living in the light,
listening to dreams, talking to friends, preparing to welcome the coming guest.

re will be times

Next - a few things from Laurens van der Post, a man who certainly lived
through great darknesses in his life. Don (Raiche) will be reading from A Walk
with a White Bushman, where van der Post speaks of the community that seems to be
developing in the age of the spirit: 4 community of "hermits by pairs." XVII,
excerpts from pages 68, 69, 84, 85,

The following dream reminds me of vap der Post's "hermits by pairs," and of
our own lives, lived alone but shared as we move about the world.

In this dream the dreamer and a friend were looking at a map, or an aerial
view, of a certain location. They could see separate huts and the péths that
came out from them, each path at some point crossing and criss-crossing with the
other paths. It made them think of the desert fathers. It was known these
people were to be a bridge towards the fulfillment of Christianity.

How are you doing?

For the last part of this talk I'g like to read from a book called
Ceremony by Leslie Silko, a native American. It has so much to tell us
non-native Americans - or, like any Lrue story it has a lot to tell anyone. I
wish there was time to tell you the whole story, but I'll have to bg content to
give you a very brief outline and read a few passages about ceremonies, about how
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necessary ceremonies are and how necessary that ceremonies must change - and

about the people who preserve and perform them, many as unsuspecting as Tayo, the
story's main character.

Tayo was a half breed — half white and half Navaho. He grew up in _
distressing circumstances, bu§ he did have, here and there, people who loved him
- and whom he loved. He was in WOrlq War II and a prisoner of the Japanese.

When he returned to his foster home in the Laguna pueblo of New Mexico, after
being in a mental hospital, his loved ones had died with the exception of the old
grandmother who mainly sat by her oil stove trying to keep warm. Tayo is a
sensitive young man and still very ill. He doesn't seem to get any better. One
of the things that troubles him deeply is that he prayed for it not to rain when
he was in the jungle. H? feel§ responsible for the present drought that has been
going on in New Mexico since his prayer. He runs around drinking with his
ex—army buddies but he isn't of them. They want to relive the past. Tayo senses
how futile that is. It's Fhe old grandmother who calls in a medicine man for )
Tayo, even though the auntie Wbose house they live in doesn't want it. This bit
describes old Ku'oosh, the medicine man, and the way he did his ceremony. (parts
of pp. 34, 35, 36) He does his talking, leaves tea and blue cornmeal and Tayo
begins to heal. He feels the land again and it speaks to him. But it's not
enough; more is needed, and not just for Tayo - for all of them in the pueblo.
Another medicine man, Betonie, is recommended by old Ku'oosh, and I'll again read
from Ceremony. (excerpts from pp, 116-123, 125, 126, 127, 132)

How do we face the paradox of change and keeping to the old ways? What is
basic and doesn't change? What needs to change? It is to be found for each of
us in our own lives. The answers come individually. Faithfulness to our
individual way benefits everyone in our "pueblo.' Tayo leaves Betonie with four
images and he follows the images, experiences many new things, and, past all
sorts of temptations, he completes the ceremony. The drought is broken and Tayo
feels the unity of all mankind with the land.

The future of the Farm lies in all of us. As it was each one doing what was
their part to make the celebration such a grand occasion, so it will be for
tomorrow and all the days to come. What is needed, who is needed, will come from
each individual living the symbolic life, prepariné for the coming guest, being
willing to live on the frontier, being willing to sacrifice - harnessing for God
the energies of love and discovering for the second time fire.

I'd like to end with the following dream. "The stumps of old trees around
the Apple Farm boundary were Sprouting - not only vigorously sprouting, they were
blossoming as well. In the center of the property was a spring. It was a place
for migratory birds to be fed by us and to drink,"

Thank you all for coming,
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