
May 7 marks exactly a month since I packed the small 
red bag I had bought in Hanoi, and set out from Cornell, 
looking for America. So far,'it has been a tougher and 
longer voyage than the one which set me down in North 
Vietnam some two years before. 

In the course of that month, I have changed domicile 
some six times; this in strict accord with a rule of the 
Jesuit Order, making us, at least in principle, vagabonds 
on mission; 'It is our vocation to travel to any place in 
the world where the greater glory of God and the need of 
the neighbor shall impel us.' Atnen, brothers. 

It may be time for a modest stock-taking. The gains 
sought by such felonious vagrancy as mine, are in the 
nature of things, modest to the point of imposing silence 
on the wise. The 'nature of things' being defined simply 
as: power. It is entirely possible that any hour of any day 
may bring an end to the game; the wrong chance meet- 
ing, a thoughtless word of a friend, a phone tip the pos- 
sibilities are without end. But one takes this for granted, 
and goes on, knowing that practically all of us are power- 
less, that the line dividing the worth of one's work from 
inertia and discouragement is thin indeed. (What manner 
of man today exudes confidence, moral spleen, righteous- 
ness, sense of messiahship at once cocksure, and dead 
serious? God, who grants us very little these days, at 
least keeps us from that.) 

But what can I hope to accomplish, on the run as I 
am, having to improvise and skimp and risk being ridicu- 
lous, or plain two-cents wrong? How can I reject honored 
presumptions of conduct, like, "the good man is respon- 
sible for his actions"; he "pays up on demand." Or the 

FATHER DANIEL BEPd~IGAN, s.J., convicted for destroying dra~ 
records in Maryland, has refused to surrender to the authorities. 

older Socratic dictum: "one owes the state restitution for 
broken law, violated order?" 

The method of Martin King, violation of local or state 
law and submitting to jail, had a great deal going for it; 
circumstances supported the principle. Being in jail was 
invariably an appeal to a higher jurisdiction. It brought 
the attention of national authorities to the fact of local 
or state violations; it brought pressures from above. Such 

a tactic, apart from its mystique, was in fact a calculated 
political act. It dramatized in the face of brutal local 
forces, purportedly of law and order, the captive state of 
virtuous men, at the mercy of lesser jurisdictions. And 
it seemed for awhile to pay off. Both Kennedy and John- 
son professed to be moved by innocence under fire; they 
pledged themselves to amelioration, not merely in freeing 
demonstrators, but in bringing legal redress of widespread 
wrong. 

Alas and alas, how could such a tactic apply to me 
and my friends? What superior jurisdiction would rush 
to action, on the occasion of our jailing? To whom could 
we appeal? To the International War Crimes Tribunal? 
To the United Nations? To the World Court? In our in- 
stance, straw men all; the United States has pushed them 
flat, along with the other superpowers. No, those of us 
who are willing to go to jail, must seek our analogies 
elsewhere than in the civil rights movement, if we were 
politically serious. (As indeed, Philip, David, John, Tom 
and Marjorie are, and will be heard from.) 

But as far as national due process is concerned, the 
highest appeal courts duly swept aside the issues we tried 
to raise. That, of course, did .not remove the issues; they 
grow hotter and more lethal every day. The war is 
mounting in fury. The Congress, the universities, the 
churches, bankers, workers, decent citizens of all stripes, 
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separately or in concert, are talking to stone-deaf power. 
For at least the past six months, when jail was becoming 
a nearer and larger threat, the students with whom I 
worked for three years, and for whom my decision 
seemed to be of some import, said to me time and again, 
with imploring; when they come for you, don't go in! 

The festival at Cornell offered a delicious opportunity, 
too good to let pass. Some 10,000 students had come to- 
gether for a post-Woodstock .festival of arts, politics, 
communal living, all in honor of non-violence and Ca- 
t0nsville. Such a gathering, it seemed to me, must not be 
taken lying down, lost in wondering admiration. Accord- 
ing to certain presumptions, mainly of university btficials, 
(whose relief was guarded, oblique, but in the air) I was 
indeed going to jail. But those to whom I was respon- 
sible, in the church and the resistance, had other urgings, 
rarely expressed, often legible in faces and eyes. Would 
I be inventive on the night, open to other voices, other 
directions? 

Irresistible. At 7:40 P.M. on Friday, April 17, I ended 
ten rustic days in hiding on the land, and entered the 
great Barton Hall, scene of last year's 48-hour live-in 

/ 

after the Black seizure of the student union. Scene, too, 
of ROTC reviews and maneuvers and confrontations; 
the only place on campus where gun toting is 'invisible' 
and legal to this day. I was decked out gorgeously, like 
an outer space insect, in big goggles, motorcycle helmet 
and jacket, surrounded by a troupe of students, variously 
hirsute, hippy, fierce and celebrational. Waskow was 
thundering away on stage, the Freedom Seder was in 
progress. The moment arrived when Elias the prophet is 
summoned, figure of providence for all those in legal 
jeopardy. Supposing that I qualified, I walked on stage. 

The next hour and a half were stormy indeed. I recall 
a sense of weightlessness, almost of dislocation; the 
throng of young faces, singing, dancing, eating, the calls 
of support and resistance. Much love, many embraces, 
the usual press of journalists. Then, in a quiet moment, 
a friend whispered; Do you want to split? 

It was all I needed. Why not indeed split? Why con- 
cede, by hanging around, that wrong-headed power 
owned me? Why play mouse, even sacred mouse, to 
their cat game? Why turn this scene into yet another 
sanctuary, so often done before, only delaying the in- 
evitable, the hunters always walking off with their prize? 

When the lights lowered for a rock group, I slipped 
off back stage. Students helped lower around me an 
enormous puppet of one of the twelve apostles, in use 
shortly before by a mime group. Inside the burlap, I had 
only to hold a stick that kept the papier mach6 head 
aloft, and follow the others, making for a panel truck 
in which we were to pack the costumes. The puppets 
were pitched aboard; I climbed in, blind as a bat, sure 
of my radar, spoiling for fun. It was guerrilla theater, a 
delight, just short of slapstick. An FBI agent ran for the 
phone, our license plate was recorded, the chase was on. 

But our trusty van, hot with destiny, galloped for the 
woods, and we made it. 

The rest is modest history, of sorts. My brother and 
David Eberhart were picked off in New York the follow- 
ing Tuesday amid a hue and cry worthy of bigger game. 
I settled in, here and there, for the short or long haul; 
resigned to the fate of harmless creatures, in the open 
hunting season of our society; neither hoof nor claw, 
only protective coloration. A k,_'nd of road runner, stop- 
ping here and there to gain breath and take soundings 
with friends, and then move on. 

The first month has been an interesting experiment; 
the breaking of idols. That myth of omnicompetence, 
surrounds almost any large federal authority, a myth 
inflated despite all sorts of contrary available evidence; 
(the successive CIA fiascos in Southeast Asia and else- 
where, the wrong marines on the wrong beaches, the 
utter inability [a spiritual failure] to touch the sources 
of unrest at home). Was there something here to be 
dramatized? The FBI is quite possibly composed of 

earnest, stern, honorable Romans. (I am always made 
to feel secure when meeting them, there are so many 
Catholics; even when they stoop to conquer, poking 
under beds for priests, they never forget their folklore; 
it is always; 'Are you there, Father Dan?'). FBI training, 
so the cruder movies tell us (we have little other infor- 
mation available) includes grueling hours spent over hot 
computers, fingerprint recorders, rifle ranges. The bureau 
undoubtedly has all the men and money required to 
track down public enemies like myself. There has not 
yet been a strike threat by the agents for salary emolu- 
ment; nor has J. Edgar ever called agonized public 
attention to rusty six-shooters or empty saddles. 

Grant them all that. Still I suggest my case offers 
interesting evidence of a striking failure of power, be- 
ginning with the FBI and extending even to Vietnam. 
It is a failure of overkill technology, of pacification, of 
search and destroy missions, of Vietnamization, of in- 
discriminate trampling of national boundaries. 

I am prepared even, subject to acts of God, to set 
down a tentative principle, a kind of meta-temporal 
translation from the sayings of Chairman Jesus; 'Where 
the fish travel in schools, it is useless to work with even 
the most sophisticated reel. The only solution; metamor- 
phose into a fish.' Also to our point, is a warning drawn 
from strict textual scrutiny of the New Testament. To 
wit, there is only the barest internal evidence that Luke 5, 
10 ("Fear not, I shall make you fishers of men") has 
literal reference to the F.B.I. 
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I could go on, but perhaps a point is made. A dizzying 
thought occurs to me, shaking my hand as I write. Could 
it be that your humble servant, without script or staff, 
might be an instrument for demythologizing Big Bro 
Justice? I like the idea, even as a voice reminds me it 
is fraught with presumption. 

But in face of all that power, all that legitimacy, all 
those hunters and hounds---what can I count on when 
the chips are down? 

Mr. Mitchell, it is reported, was recently presented 
with a shiny night stick by a local police department. It 
was inscribed: 'To the top cop.' He carried it home under 
his arm, grim with satisfaction. Now the head of the Jus- 
tice Department has at his disposal, directly or through 
others, some hundreds of thousands of night sticks and 
assorted other hardware, goods and services, plus the 
hands itching to wield them on command. I contemplate 
all this vast panoply of power; and I am not shaken, any 
more than Buddha under his plane tree. For I have other 
armaments, resources and visions, of which Mr. Mitchell 
can know little. My friends, in the main. I number amon, g 
them, for a start, professors, resisters, priests and nuns, 
some black Panthers, a deceased corpulent Pope (preg- 
nant with a new world), many men and women at present 
serving time, Kurt Vonnegut, David Smith and his sculp- 
ture, Corita, my mother of 85 years (a woman of rare 
fiber and beauty),., John of the Cross and his road map 
for a dark night, Paul Goodman (crotchety and vision- 
ary), the Vietnamese. I could go on, Mr. Mitchell, but 
you get the idea. From the swamps of Asia, from the 
American underground and jails and campuses a word 
goes forth; 'When the chips are down,' the little people 
ask 'Who are your friends?' And further; 'Who owns this 
land anyway?' 

The question burns like a night flare. The night sticks 
come running. But the night sticks can do nothing; they 
do not signify. In the deepest sense (forever lost to top 
cops) they are ersatz; wooden limbs in place of living 
ones. They substitute woodenly and hardly at all, for 
lost friendship, lost communion, contemplatives and ac- 
tivists, for friends and countrymen and dreamers, open 
minds, closed mouths, the network of men and women 
who at need can be counted on to 'harbor, aid and abet,' 
and, as the saying goes, generally mother up the works 
and agents of power. 

My being at large is thus related, in some quirky way 
I leave to others, to an infinitely mol;e striking historical 
occurrence. That happening is evident by now to every- 
one in the world, except the President of the USA, his 
cabinet and chiefs of staff, J. Edgar and his sleuths, the 
CIA, the Daughters of the American Revolution and 
General Westmoreland. (The ultimate person named, re- 
cently addressed the penultimate ladies, in the following 
words: 'Our own revolution has ended the need for revo- 
lution forever.' Yes, perhaps.) The occurrence I refer to 
should nonetheless be stated, for benefit of us all. Sim- 

ply, Vietnam cannot be defeated. I take the fact to heart, 
an article of human faith, constantly buttressed by news 
out of Asia and Washington. In public places and pri- 
vate, I cherish it, and smile and smile to myself, the de- 
light of a man to whom sanity is surprise, gift, delight. 
Translated to my life and hard times, the fact means 
something; if our friends and I use our wits, our act is 
going to have a long, long run, on Broadway and beyond. 

It's because we own the land. The night sticks of the 
chief cop are no apt substitute, given the real world, for 
organs, limbs, compassion, brain, historical sense, pa- 
tience, courage, the non-violent resources of good friends. 
The top cop, even as he invents more and more elec- 
tronic junk, censors, intercoms, copters, taps, bugs, com- 
puters et al., becomes less and less able to be a man; 
spontaneous, free-spirited, humorous, spunky--liturgical. 
I think we can match him, by being some of these things, 
at least some of the time. I think as a result, we can lib- 
erate even top cops, causing them to commit what one 
ex-agent assured me was the most heinous of internal 
crimes; embarrassing the Bureau. 

Finally, if they do run me down, I will claim a win 
anyway. I will go off to jail in better spirits than my 
captors. 

But in any case, we own the land. You cannot (by 
analogy) make a bomber pilot or a military adviser or 
a search and destroy mission, or, God help us, an igno- 
rant American private, into a guerrilla--for theater, for 
war or peace. None of these, nor the sum of their might, 
nor the full discharge of their ferocity, can claim to own 
the land. No one of them was born there, no one of them 
loves it there or has roots there. You cannot airlift or 
import or graft on, a substitute for the fact of birth, the 
genetic mystery of a love that is stronger than death. You 
cannot buy the people; their support, their trust. All who 
invade and murder and lay waste the land can only per- 
form such 'operations' as we read of daily--ending where 
such mad surgery always ends--in extermination. 

A clue for Americans. There are some of us who claim 
to own this land. We do not hold current lien or title or 
mortgage, or want to. We have no political power. Our 
claim is based finally on the strength of our intuitions-- 
on a sense of history generally lost sight of, despised, or 
suppressed. To wit; man has an inalienable right, in Kent 
State as in SongMy, in resister's jail or resister's under- 
ground, to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. 

That 'pursuit' is indeed something more than an hon- 
orable dead letter. Pursuit; a metaphor that draws blood; 
a chase, a hunt, an FBI-wanted list, jeopardy, disloca- 
tion, the poverty of man on the move. Those who pur- 
sue happiness must endure unhappiness, the dark night 
of resistance, doubt, delusion, nightmare; because they 
pursue decency and a human future, for the despised 
and expendable, the wretched of the earth. 

The first month is over, the future is charged with 
surprise. Come, Holy Spirit. 
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