


A martyrdom is a crossroads and a place of 
meeting; it is also a place of worship. We know 
that in the early church, men spontaneously set 
their altars up at the place where good men had 
died in witness. Where the blood of good men had 
run, the eucharist was celebrated, the blood of 
Christ was drunk. And in that place, men came to 
know their brother for the first time; slave and 
free, Jew and Gentile became one in Christ, drawn 
one to another by the blood that lay warm upon 
the altar. In such a way, the witness of blood is a 
supreme witness to human unity. It is a hard 
saying ; our blood runs cold at the price exacted 
in order that the simplest of human recognitions 
may have place, that man may know his brother. 
But who is to instruct us in a better way? 

Dear friends, in the geography of our land, the 
rivers of the South may yet flow• north. It may be 
that the land has imperceptibly tipped, that the 
blood sacrifices of one hundred years shall now 
turn in our direction; to ease our moral impasse, 
to shed light upon our path. Our own blood flows 
tranquilly in our veins; its untroubled murmur, its 
childish complaints, the fear that lies in it like a 
biotic, the dread that sends us fleeing change, flee
ing sacrifice, fleeing neighborhoods, fleeing our 
brothers-who can speak to this death? Indeed, 
a few have stood in the breach, have conquered 

36 

their dread, have put their bodies where the' 
words were. In the letting of their blood, such Ill 
have been freed of the cowardice that plagues th 
blood of the living. And such men may yet help t 
free us of the imperfection to which life itself co 
demns us. Being white, we cannot be black; bein 
Episcopal, we cannot be Catholic, being affluent, w 
cannot be poor. But when a man has given h' 
blood, he has literally given everything; more, 
has been transformed into his gift. So he becom 
a universal man in the gift of his manhood. H 
blood has reached further, and cried out lllor 
truthfully, than ever his word could, so a gift tha 
is normally postponed until the end of things, i 
brusquely placed in our hands. A man of the la 
day becomes the man of our day. We may now, 
we will, take in our hands the life blood of Dani 
where the gunshot released it. The living blood • 
offered to God., and to men, to transform our pusi, 
lanimity into heroisn1, our denseness into mor 
clarity, our dead words into prophetic speech, o 
inanity into faithful deeds. In this blood, may we 
take heart; may we take up with new heart the 
task of the living: one nation, one mankind, on� 
Body of Christ. 
This sermon v:as preached by Father Berrigan at t 
memorial service for Jonathan Daniels held at St. Andrew' 

Church, Yonkers, New York. 

KATALLAGET 




