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In my life the contemplation of existential matters such as life and 

death has always popped up in the most absurdly agitated of times as well as 

the most tranquil, subconsciously and of will. Through the arguments I would 

have with myself I would establish from a fairly young age a superficial 

acceptance of death. I would take refuge in the then incomprehensible and 

distant preaches of priests and through the reassurance of my grandmother’s 

superficialities, I felt saved, making three rushed crosses when going by a 

church, lighting candles for the dead, I felt a peace with death, knowing 

that by doing these sacred rituals I was guaranteed a spot up in the pearly 

gates, free of charge.  

As I grew older and these rituals became common practice, a move to the 

United States rocked my boat and these rituals, despite their deep 

implantation into my DNA, faded into unreadable pencil markings hid in the 

deep deserts of the brain, just like that. Slowly by slowly, a season in hell 

deeper by day, a personal renaissance, a detachment from all religious values 

occurred in my soul, subconsciously, I forgot about my sure pact with death. 

At one point I came to denounce it, and so I swapped a worn illusion with a 

new one; such is the cycle of youth. I was now free, I had realized the 

bigotry of what I had been taught and for now death was non-existent; I was 

immortal for all I thought.  

Now that I was free of duty, I was also free of death, and if I did 

think about death it was romantically, making a mockery of it, treating it as 

something I could see myself enjoying. This Daedalus-like attitude would 

stand me in good stead, but like all Daedaluses, we mature. I grew sick of 

illusions, however hedonistically and superficially indulging and fulfilling 



they could come to be, I accepted religion as a part of life. As my friend 

would say, that it’s like lying; there’s truly nothing like it and should be 

respected for what it is. Of course this acceptance leads to revelation, and 

starting from Buddhism, I realized that these texts, these stories, fiction 

or non-fiction they are, it is irrelevant, they are the most beautiful 

melodies my ears ever heard. I became enraptured in the I Ching and Buddhist 

philosophy, and it opened a door in my mind, I became friendlier, I accepted 

the Catholicism that so tormented my youth, that I had denounced, I grew to 

love Peter and Paul, I grew to love Allah, and I realized that Nietzsche may 

be right, but there’s something to these stories. These stories, it is 

irrelevant if they are real or not, can help us understand others, but most 

importantly ourselves. 

From time to time during these days of spiritual motivation was this 

term I constantly heard echoed in the essays of C.S. Lewis and in Christian 

philosophy, agape. In Koine Greek it translates to English as love, but put 

in the context of numerous Biblical references, it is more precisely defined 

as unconditional love, love despite circumstance, a term and concept which I 

did not understand at the time, I stored at the back of my mind just in case. 

  Following a hard transition from my home to my birthplace, I 

naturally experienced delusions of melancholy and feelings that put me in 

blue moods, and now that I am back in the place in which death first was 

raised to my attention, it has come back to my thoughts. I have been through 

some unhealthy circumstances and these raise awareness, even if they are 

minor, to that old burning flame which will not secede from burning inside 

man’s soul. Of course, I willfully contemplate it at times and that is when 

it is most visible, and I realize that one must be completely sure he is in 

the correct mental state to accept it, there is no other way, and while we 

may be able to philosophize all we want on this, the only state one can truly 



accept death is on his deathbed, face to face with death. Until then, he can 

only become prepared with spiritual fulfillment and knowledge. 

Yesterday, walking into the room of the care center, I was filled with 

high expectations as I had built a movie in my head of some sort of idealized 

version of a grandfather I never had telling me the history of the world 

while sitting on a park bench. I’ll start out by saying that these 

superficial intensions were smashed, far beyond any conceivable expectation. 

I stared at all of their faces, and was unexpectedly greeted by smiles from 

ear to ear, unlike the frowning elders I’m accustomed to seeing wandering 

aimlessly about town. It was reassuring, and up until the little children 

singing I thought it was sweet, cute. But then, out of the corner of my eye, 

I noticed a man standing up and intensely moving his hands to the rhythm, and 

I decided to look him directly in the eyes and I could see that he was lost 

in the music. I was not prepared to look, I was taken back. As a pressure of 

the ones around us, it is generally frowned upon to display intense emotion 

around other human beings. Our emotions are reserved and controlled, the 

exception is that of when we are children and we are not influenced by anyone 

but our instincts, we can express what we please. But in the eyes of this 

man, the ecstasy of the music had captured him, and the innocence of 

childhood had transcended his soul, he was not seventy, eighty years old, but 

what I saw was a ten year old boy, smiling and looking into the void of time, 

he was reborn. He was pure, he was love. This man had transgressed those 

invisible lines we set for ourselves; he was free of us, and most importantly 

of the person we made him. Of course that made me uncomfortable for a few 

minutes, because I as a member of this society that declares us as free only 

on paper, witnessed a glimpse of true freedom. It reminded me of Jack 

Nicholson’s iconic speech in the ‘60s heyday film, Easy Rider, 



“Oh, yeah, that's right. That's what's it's all about, all right. But talkin' about it 

and bein' it, that's two different things. I mean, it's real hard to be free when you are bought 

and sold in the marketplace. Of course, don't ever tell anybody that they're not free, 'cause 

then they're gonna get real busy killin' and maimin' to prove to you that they are. Oh, yeah, 

they're gonna talk to you, and talk to you, and talk to you about individual freedom. But they 

see a free individual, it's gonna scare 'em.” 

We as individuals are accustomed to think that we have the unlimited 

liberties in compliance with law to be free and preserve our born-given 

rights. And to an extent we do. We can do whatever we like, we can vote, say 

whatever we like, as long as it does not do anyone harm. But what a lot of us 

don’t have is spiritual liberty. When we mature, the ones around us try to 

define us with their influences, and these can infiltrate everything in our 

mentality, our thoughts, our emotions, our behavior, and our judgments. That 

is unless, we resist. Taking the context of the quote and the film, made in 

1969, Easy Rider showcased the fast-changing attitude of the youth of the 

American society, rebelling against the values their parents imposed upon 

them as “freedom” and thus creating their own. Keep in mind, that at that 

time, a typical father of a baby-boomer would claim that it is a citizen’s 

right to bear arms in a free country yet would not tolerate their children to 

wear their hair long. When these children, hippies, beatniks, whatever you’d 

like to superficially categorize them as, emerged and expressed that they 

were free from whatever fallacies they had been raised as, their parents, 

their neighbors, grew scared; their dream of freedom, that illusion they were 

living was being threatened, so what did they do? They labeled them outcasts; 

they rejected them because they could not understand that independence from 

society. But that was the spirit of the ‘60s that triumphed over that 

mentality. A generation had to be rejected so the next one could be 

incorporated. Prior to the ‘60s racism, segregation, and McCarthyism were 

happening in America. In the sixties, Martin Luther King Jr., the avant-



garde, and the flower children changed American mentality, incorporated 

acceptance of others, freedom of expression for all. This man, to me 

represented all this. He scared me, because I was in that cocoon, that 

safeguard of plastic freedom and I saw him, he was free. Being a musical 

person, I can relate, I sometimes play my guitar for hours on end without 

realizing, thinking but minutes have passed; I get lost. And I can only 

wonder if I look as strange to people when I play, and with a little luck 

maybe I manage to scare them. The man impressed me so, that I went and sat 

down with him and we talked about music, the sonatas of Mozart, the opera, 

the theater, and after a while of conversing I realized that this man, I 

wasn’t talking with him with the respect I have for elders in general. No, I 

was talking to him with a much greater and profound respect; a child’s. The 

way his face lit up with delight when discussing some time signature change 

in some composition and the way he formed his sentences, I saw I was talking 

to someone who was reborn. His body may have been old and weary, and so might 

as well have been his soul, but I guess the job of a home like this is not to 

take care of them physically until they perish, but the most crucial change 

that must happen to these people is to become children again. To rejuvenate, 

and this is what I saw, rejuvenation, these were spirits and bodies of eighty 

year olds, but there is a sort of forgiveness and understanding of the 

hardships they have gone through, as absurd as they could possibly be in 

eighty years of life, a soul can only rejuvenate or be juvenile through love. 

Arthur Rimbaud was thirty-seven when he died. He had the fullest life 

that I have ever read of, he had been through pure hell and had experience 

almost entirely demolish his innocence before he reached the age of twenty. 

When he was seventeen he wrote his magnum opus, A Season in Hell, a poem in 

nine parts detailing his life of experience as a maudit vagabond on the 

streets of Paris. It ends with the line, 



 “I went through … Hell over there; - and I will be able now to possess the truth within 

one body and one soul.” 

If Rimbaud at the ripe age of seventeen went through hell and realized 

the truth between body and soul, imagine what revelation someone of one 

hundred who also experienced hardships has gone through and what revelation 

they hold. Well at the care center, I met a woman who was one-hundred and 

five years old. It must be incomprehensible, to realize what she has seen, to 

feel what she has felt, to be who she has been. I was moved. I was looking at 

a living artifact of humanity and its culture; I saw the Great Depression, 

The Two World Wars, the Cold War, Picasso, Mandela, The Berlin Wall, 

Einstein, and Apollo 11. I could not speak, I got lost, I saw fifty museums, 

I heard one thousand stories, I felt one million emotions, and I saw one 

love. And yet this woman, one hundred and five years young, was all smiles 

and her eyes radiated a happy light, not sick in bed, weary, tired, and 

grouchy in the least. It reminded me again of a child. The fact that she had 

experienced so much and had seen so much, had been hurt so many times, had 

loved so many times, and was still smiling and full of life made an 

unforgettable impression upon me. She was full of love, a love so pure that 

can only be expressed by a child. I now realize what it was, it was agape; 

this was love without condition. The mistakes we make are attributing 

unconditional love to religion and to parents, when I see it as quite secular 

and child-like. I believe all humans are born with it. We grow to love the 

hand that feeds us naturally; we don’t have any other choice. A child is a 

better symbol for agape than a God or a mother. He has no other option, 

because he has not yet been taught to hate or been hurt. This woman, who in 

one hundred and five years no doubt has been wronged and hurt many times, 

like any other human being has, but to have a love as shining as a child’s at 

that age is something incredible. Love without condition that was it, agape.  



In the eyes of the people there, I saw no remorse, no fear of death, 

just peace. And for some reason, for the first time since I left my home to 

this constant uncertainty, I felt reassured, reassured of my future, 

reassured of my past, reassured of my present, and reassured of my death. If 

these people, who have gone through so much more than I have, and have seen 

and done so much more, are still happy and loving in a manner one experiences 

only when he is a child, then there is no excuse why I shouldn’t be. All 

those ideas and stories in religion they were beautiful and reassuring, but 

not in any way like this. These people are those stories. But most 

importantly, these people are children. There is a phrase in William 

Wordsworth’s poem, “My Heart Leaps up When I Behold”, 

“Child is the father of the man” 

 It’s a very cryptic line indeed, but now it makes sense to me. The 

child is a father figure to the man. The man grows from being a child and 

eventually becomes the father of his own children. But he will always have 

his dream to live up to, the dreams he had when he was a child. And that 

child figure, those memories will dominate him until he makes a peace with 

them. And when the man becomes older, and has made a peace with the past (as 

we have seen with the people at the care center) the man will become a child 

again, and the child is the father of the man.  

 


