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“Dear Friends In Christ”

When a good man dies, there is no mistaking
the logs. We know it in our bones and in our flesh.
We know it ag if we had awakened one morning
and, turning to rise, come upon a bandaged stump
in place of a whole limb. We know our loss, as
the price of being awake at all. We know it, when
we have loved another, his voice and face and liv-
ing thought; when death has left us only a photo
upon a wall, and silence, and a life of secret
grieving.

Indeed death does not always have the same
sting, Tt comes easily to the old; it thins their
blood to water; then like a midday sun, it draws
them into the atmosphere, leaves the veins dry,
like & vine cut down in autumn. We can understand
the word of the King to Hamlet: “you must know,
vour father lost a father, that father lost, lost
his . . . .” But the death of the voung is another
matter: When it occurs in circumstances of injus-
tice and brutality, it cleaves us to the bhone; it
challenges faith with manifest absurdity, it leaves
us appalled and dismembered. How could such a
thing occur? What is the meaning of this death?
Or, indeed, does it have any meaning at all? And
if the violeni death of the young is meaninglesg,
what are we tc say of thig absurd universe, of this
absurd God? QOur faith has accepted the fact of
death, has made it at least remotely bearable. The
word of God penetrates the appearance of death,
blesses our hope of immortality, gently quiets our
protest and rebellion. Those we love, it assures us,
. are not taken from us; their lives are changed for
the better. A mystery breaks through the universal
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éf altar, there ig neither Greek nor Jew, freeman
1 slave, male nor female standing about the altar.
fere is only one New Man, Jesus Christ, of whom
all are members, limb for limb. A universal
Llcodstreamn joing man to man, religion to religion,

oe to race, sex to sex. The family of man is ohce
d for all created in Christ; a delicate weh of
fo joins me to the race of man, in Him. The con-
sicting eurse of nationalism, tribal loyalties, racial
eniies, clags injustices, is lifted; in Christ the
1I of the blood is heard at last for what it 18, in
- manifest intention of God. It is a call, as old
. the blood of Abel, as young as the Dblood of
onathan Daniels; it cries out from the earth, I am
jiir brother.
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We have all been moved to the heart by the
sath of this man. Unworthy of the blood of Christ,
o are unworthy of the blood of such a brother.
le cannot easily claim him, we come only relue-
Jntly, and with a kind of dread, to the truth in
ich this man’s sacrifice implicates us. It is not
a5y to be brother to such a man; our understand-
ng depends in fact on the most electric and ironic
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fate of death, which the Greeks saw as iron neces Hange 0 cart

sity and the Romans softened with a gentle longin
for immortality in the memory of man 'The Chris
tian word is both rigorous and merciful; it assure
us that love of others is more than a tempor
blessing, that we shall see again those whom w
have loved in both flesh and spirit. “We shall &
rise again.” To be man is to be immortal, as man

The words of Paul to the Christians of Corint
imply a universal release from the slavery 0
death, His words profoundly alter not only oi
view of the afterlife but our view of the world
our understanding of what human community i
of what our duties of piety toward others are, 0
what the simple word ‘“brother” means. But th
word of God is one thing; our understanding of i
is surely another. Awareness of our brother, a liv
ing awareness that accepts the price and task o
reconciliation, does not come easily to men. Sucl
an awareness dislocates our loyalties; it demand;
that one go beyond the blood, beyond the tribe, 1
order to come upon the will of God. Family loyalties
family professions, family status, family ethics
are placed in question. When the Gospel is in the
air, all, all other loyalties are heard only wit
extreme regervation; for their summons is ofté
intoxicating . . . and sometimes peigonous.

How can we know wmy brother, Jonathan Dan-
élé, without knowing as well all the brothers
hom he recognized as his own? How far will
Kis death stretch us upon the rack of the world?
Weé are not merely celebrating a new friendship
his afternoon, as though I, a Roman Catholic, had
ome suddenly to understand in the death of a
Protestant, the presence of a brother. Jonathan
Daniels did not win me so easily. Nor ean I welcome
1im easily to my own heart. Indeed this young
leath has called me further than I had thought, or
wen wished. How could I have gained this man
or friend, and not have gained you? How could I
rragp the hand of the dead, without seeing that
his hand was closed, with the rigor of its final
hoice, upon white hands and black, Jew and Catho-
ic, the defeated and the persecutor, the Vietna-
mese, the Congolese, the Rusgian—all men, all
ntractable and stained and unworthy hands—even
my. own?

- No, we celebrate something far more than a
tiew friendship this day. The word of God tells
18 80, The word of God says that the death of this
Han is martyrdom, a drama, a crisis, a summongs
‘change of heart, a death and resurrection, mys-
eriously joined to the destiny of Christ, and the
stiny of all men; a death that sucks us into its
:___rtex, its moment of truth, its bloodletting and
uel defeat, its terrifying call to conversion. The
truth of such a death comes hard to us. We are
Mready for it; we are used to an easy faith:
Which is to say, to easy lives and easy death. We

But the blood of Christ summons us to all men
When I have drunk His blood, I may not ever agai
question the blood which runs in the veins of othe
men; of men of color, of men who worship ir
another Church, of men whose blood runs vickate
in the streets. When the blood of Christ is updﬂ
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expect faith to bless our somnolent hearts, to
reduce our suffering, to prosper our blood line. But
the Bible has another message for us; it calls us
to an universal existence, to life in publie, to respon-
sibility for, and to, all men. And in order that a
man may be a univergal man, he must overcome
the ecall of the blood and all it implies ; its ingularity
and fear, its adoration of idols, its dread of life.
The call ig as old as the murder of Abel, the exodus
of Abraham, the vocation of Moses, the call to the
New Testament mission. The disciple must leave
all things: he must leave father and mother and
flocks and good repute and gecure lodgings, and
presuppositions and prejudice and false hope, and
the cheap grace that flows tranguilly in the veins
of the tribe. He must go out from himself; into
exile or bondage or prison. And this is not all.

The New Testament summoning to faith may
be a call to martyrdom. Blood will have blood, we
are told; the Blood of Christ lays claim on the
blood of man. All the idolatries and paganisms con-
secrated by the worship of blood, by the superiority
of the blood, by the blood that visits the unthinking
brain and the unconverted heart—all these are
destroyed, the unholy fevers are stilled, the inhu-
man chill is warmed, when “a man lays down his
life for hiz friend.”

A transfusion of blood. The bleod of Jonathan
Daniels, flowing in the dust of an obscure southerr
town, hag joined the great stream of the blood of
Christ, the blood of martyrs, the blood of good
men. Despite the call of the blood, the call to cleri
cal peace and clerical immunity, unexpected and
undeserved like the blood of Christ, Jonathan Dan-
iels is joined to the bloody witness of black mar
and white, of Jew and Gentile, of man and woman
crying out from beneath the throne of the Lamb
“those who had been killed for the sake of the
faithfulness of their witness.”

Such a witness indeed sternly forbids all othes
calls. Before the spectacle of the martyrs, theb
moral splendor, their incorruptible gift, heaven anc
earth stand transfixed. We know with the best par
of us, which the blood of heroes has quickened, tha
martyrdom is neither to be explained nor explaine
away. Before the martyrs our conceits fall silent
our human expectations wither; the web of nature
in which man had been ensnared, is torn asunde
and the fact of martyrdom becomes a miraculou
crossroads, a place crisis, a place of drama. No on
can come upon it, and come away unchanged. The
unbeliever is shaken by a mystery for which neithe
logic nor cynicism had prepared him; the believe
is shaken from his paltry secrnity, from a faitl
which had taken into account neither the omni
presence of tragedy nor the rigorous call for love
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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
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their dread, have put their bodies where t}
words were. In the letting of their blood, such 1y
have been freed of the cowardice that plagues ¢
blood of the living. And such men may yet help
free us of the imperfection to which life itself ¢q
demns us. Being white, we cannot be black; %ei
Episcopal, we cannot be Catholic, being affluent,
cannot be poor. But when a man has given
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 mpo
truthfully, than ever his word could, so a gift th
is normally postponed until the end of things,
brusquely placed in our hands. A man of the ]
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 pus
lanimity into heroism, our denseness into mor
clarity, our dead werds into prophetic speech, oux
inanity into faithful deeds. In this blood, may ws
take heart; may we take up with new heart the
task of the living: one nation, one mankind, ong
Body of Christ.

This sermon was preached by Father Berrvigan at ti@
memorial service for Jonathan Daniels held at St. Andre

Church, Yonkers, New York.






