544

L

The Contempo%

He, by His incarnation, who entered the “zone of the existentig] » th
creating the hoped-for bridge between time and eternity. For I&ierkue
gaard, love of Christ is translated into the fundamental understa &

. “ 3 » - n i
of reality: “Christ says: I will manifest myself to him who loves m: ng
and the lover ... himself is transformed into the likeness of the th{,;'
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beloved, and to become what one loves is the only fundamenta] wa
understanding.” Having possessed a “troubled truth,” the man of fy.of
now possesses the assurance that all absurdity dissolves when he “ith
“I believe.” e
Kierkegaard’s philosophy places him in the forefront of the Persong|
ist tradition. Eschewing the academic because it would restrict himat(;
its _categories, he delves into the unlit regions to discover the well
springs of the human person. This aspect of his thought has worked it;
way _mto contemporary appreciation of personhood and left an inde]
ible impression on existentialism; it has given fresh insights to the ps .
chologist and the theologian, as well as to the philosopher. il

Readings

The Search for Personal Meaning {(from Journals)

What I really need is to get clear about what I must do, not what I
must know, except insofar as knowledge must precede every act. What
matters is to find a purpose, to see what it really is that God wills that
I shall do; the, crucial thing is to find a truth which is truth for me, to
find the idea for which I am willing to live and die. Of what use would
it be to me to discover a so-called objective truth, to work through the
philosophical systems so that I could, if asked, make critical judgments
about them, could point out the fallacies in each system; of what use
would it be to me to be able to develop a theory of the state, getting
details from various sources and combining them into a whole, and
constructing a world I did not live in but merely held up for others to
see; of what use would it be to me to be able to formulate the meaning
of Christianity, to be able to explain many specific points—if it had no
deeper meaning for me and for my life? And the better I was at it, the
more I saw others appropriate the creations of my mind, the more trag-
ic my situation would be, not unlike that of parents who in their pover-
ty are forced to send their children out into the world and turn them
over to the care of others. Of what use would it be to me for truth ¥
stand before me, cold and naked, not caring whether or not I ackno%l-
edged it, making me uneasy rather than trustingly receptive. 1 certain-
ly do not deny that I still accept an imperativeof knowledge and that
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through it men may be influenced, but then it must come alive in me,
and this is what I now recognize as the most important of all. This is
hat ™Y goul thirsts for as the African deserts thirst for water. This
s what is lacking, and this is why I am like a man who has collected
furniture, rented an apartment, but as yet has not found the beloved
1o share life’s ups and downs with him. But in order to find that
dea—or, to put it more correctly—to find myself, it does no good to
plunge still farther into the world. That was just what I did before.
The reason I thought it would be good to throw myself into law was
that 1 believed I could develop my keenness of mind in the many mud-
dles and messes of life. Here, too, was offered a whole mass of details
in which I could lose myself; here, perhaps, with the given facts, I
could construct a totality, an organic view of criminal life, pursue it in
ol its dark aspects (here, too, a certain fraternity of spirit is very evi-
dent). I also wanted to become a lawyer so that by putting myself in
another’s role I could, so to speak, find a substitute for my own life and
by means of this external change find some diversion.

This is what I needed to lead a completely human life and not mere-
ly one of knowledge, so that I could base the development of my
thought not on—yes, not on something called objective—something
which in any case is not my own, but upon something which is bound
up with the deepest roots of my existence [Existents], through which
I am, so to speak, grafted into the divine, to which I cling fast even
though the whole world may collapse. This is what I need, and this is
what I strive for. I find joy and refreshment in contemplating the great
men who have found that precious stone for which they sell all, even
their lives, whether I see them becoming vigorously engaged in life,
confidently proceeding on their chosen course without vacillating, or
discover them off the beaten path, absorbed in themselves and in
working toward their high goal. I even honor and respect the by-path
which lies so close by. It is this inward action of man, this God-side of
man, which is decisive, not a mass of data, for the latter will no doubt
fqllow and will not then appear as accidental aggregates or as a succes-
sion of details, one after the other, without a system, without a focal
point. T, too, have certainly looked for this focal point. I have vainly
sought an anchor in the boundless sea of pleasure as well as in the
del?ths of knowledge. I have felt the almost irresistible power with
wl}'Ch one pleasure reaches a hand to the next; I have felt the counter-
feit enthusiasm it is capable of producing. I have also felt the boredom,
the shattering, which follows on its heels. I have tasted the fruits of the
tee of knowledge and time and again have delighted in their savori-
Ness. But this joy was only in the moment of cognition and did not
tave a deeper mark on me. It seems to me that I have not drunk from

€ cup of wisdom but have fallen into it. I have sought to find the
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