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1: Review: Resurrection Letters - Prologue - Transpositions
The Prologue to Bertrand Russell's Autobiography What I Have Lived For Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly
strong, have governed my life: the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of
mankind.

The path of discovery leads her down the road of revolution as she becomes entangled in a power struggle
between the classes. Fiction T - English - Fantasy - Chapters: Okay, this is basically my first story and I guess
I had some crazy inkling that it was good enough to show to people Please give me feedback so I can improve
it Prologue "â€¦We hold these Truths to be self-evident, that all Men are created equal, that they are endowed
by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of
Happiness â€” That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted among Men, deriving their just Powers
from the Consent of the Governed, that whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these
Ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its Foundation
on such Principles, and organizing its Powers in such Form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their
Safety and Happinessâ€¦" -Declaration of Independence Some countries have those rights- some countries, of
course, meaning the majority of the world, nowadays. The thought of such a document never dawned on our
Founding Fathers, I guess. They enjoyed their power the way it was, and I suppose that they always enforced
that power with an iron grip gloved in velvet. But now that grip is weakening. People of all social classes,
whether of the aristocracy itself, or of the peasants whose labor is spent slaving away with little benefit for
themselves, are longing for the "â€¦Right of the People to alter or abolish it". And that is what will happen.
That ideal, whether commonly upheld by our government, will be exploited to its fullest. In such a reckless
venture, our people, who we are supposed to protect and receive protection from, will abandon any guarantee
of safety for the fiery passion of their ideals. And now that we have agreed to do so, what will the
consequences be? All that we need is a catalyst. The one small spark that will turn hydrogen and oxygen into
water, the last article before a blood- bath, a safeguard, maybe. Someone who could lead and guarantee a
future after a revolt ended. And we found her. Now all that is left is to recruit her and all of the impassioned
people under our care and the storm will start. The dreams that should have been thought of hundreds of years
ago will finally be realized. Your review has been posted.

Page 1

PROLOGUE: LONGING FOR PASSION pdf
2: Thesis Statements | Bethune College
prologue. WHAT I HAVE LIVED FOR. Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: the
longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of mankind.

This is the prologue to the Autobiography of Bertrand Russell, written on 25 July in his own hand. Three
passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: These passions, like great winds, have
blown me hither and thither, in a wayward course, over a deep ocean of anguish, reaching to the very verge of
despair. I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy -- ecstasy so great that I would often have sacrificed
all the rest of life for a few hours of this joy. I have sought it, next, because it relieves loneliness -- that terrible
loneliness in which one shivering consciousness looks over the rim of the world into the cold unfathomable
lifeless abyss. I have sought it, finally, because in the union of love I have seen, in a mystic miniature, the
prefiguring vision of the heaven that saints and poets have imagined. This is what I sought, and though it
might seem too good for human life, this is what -- at last -- I have found. With equal passion I have sought
knowledge. I have wished to understand the hearts of men. I have wished to know why the stars shine. And I
have tried to apprehend the Pythagorean power by which number holds sway above the flux. A little of this,
but not much, I have achieved. Love and knowledge, so far as they were possible, led upward toward the
heavens. But always pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of cries of pain reverberate in my heart. Children
in famine, victims tortured by oppressors, helpless old people a hated burden to their sons, and the whole
world of loneliness, poverty, and pain make a mockery of what human life should be. I long to alleviate the
evil, but I cannot, and I too suffer. This has been my life. I have found it worth living, and would gladly live it
again if the chance were offered me. Black Display Binder Date: This is a page from the Defence of the Realm
permit book which was issued to Russell during World War I after his peace activism led to his being banned
from certain areas of Britain. Russell had already been convicted and fined for airing his anti-war views, and
he served nearly five months of a six month prison sentence handed down in February Here he was denied
access to the "Newhaven Special Military Area". However, special arrangements were made for him to attend
the court martial of his friend Clifford Allen. Your Permit Book is also returned.
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3: Mastery - Prologue - Movellas
Because of my natural-born passion for learning and deep preoccupation with game development as a means of
expression, wanting to contribute to strengthen its status quo as an artistic means, I began to acquire the knowledge
and skills necessary for accomplishing this new challenge and started creating the game's universe that evolved.

In he published Principles of Mathematics, an examination of the foundations of mathematics and logic. But
he was also an inspiration to scientists in another way: Russell lived to be 97 years old. His three-volume
Autobiography â€” begins with a perfect thesis statement, followed by its development in a mini-essay. This
Prologue is a model of organization and clarity that we should imitate whenever we write academic essays:
These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither and thither, in a wayward course, over a great ocean of
anguish, reaching to the very verge of despair. I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy - ecstasy so
great that I would often have sacrificed all the rest of life for a few hours of this joy. I have sought it, next,
because it relieves loneliness--that terrible loneliness in which one shivering consciousness looks over the rim
of the world into the cold unfathomable lifeless abyss. I have sought it finally, because in the union of love I
have seen, in a mystic miniature, the prefiguring vision of the heaven that saints and poets have imagined.
This is what I sought, and though it might seem too good for human life, this is what--at last--I have found.
With equal passion I have sought knowledge. I have wished to understand the hearts of men. I have wished to
know why the stars shine. And I have tried to apprehend the Pythagorean power by which number holds sway
above the flux. A little of this, but not much, I have achieved. Love and knowledge, so far as they were
possible, led upward toward the heavens. But always pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of cries of pain
reverberate in my heart. Children in famine, victims tortured by oppressors, helpless old people a burden to
their sons, and the whole world of loneliness, poverty, and pain make a mockery of what human life should
be. I long to alleviate this evil, but I cannot, and I too suffer. This has been my life. I have found it worth
living, and would gladly live it again if the chance were offered me. Yet, Russell uses them in such a way as to
present his ideas with clarity and emotion. Anatomy of a Thesis Statement A thesis statement has two parts:
Mixed prairie grasses should be substituted for corn as a source of biofuel, because, first, they grow on
marginal land, freeing up more fertile land for food crops; second, they require no fertilizers or chemicals that
can run off into the water supply; and third, they produce more energy per acre than corn or sugar cane.
Students often write only half a thesis statement, the opinion part, but neglect to add the reasons for their
opinion. Opinions without reasons are not interesting, especially to your professors. The readers of your thesis
will be asking themselves: Why should I believe you? How do you know? Three Reasons In high school you
may have been taught that an academic essay requires three reasons. This is too rigid. Your thesis statement
can contain one to several reasons. You should list your reasons, and then select from them the strongest ones.
The number of reasons may also be constrained by the word limit on your assignment. You only have space
for a certain number of reasons. Support for Your Reasons Be sure to support your reasons with evidence:
Second, describe the pollution from fertilizer run-off: Third, statistics from scientific studies showing how
much fuel is derived from various grasses; compare this to what has been the experience with corn in North
America and with sugar cane in Brazil. Thesis Statement as Mini-Outline This is your template for writing a
thesis statement and supporting it with evidence and argument. The thesis statement is half the battle in
writing an academic essay: Once it is written, all you have to do is fill it in with your data. You will also
receive help on how to use APA or other citation systems and how to write your bibliography references.
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4: The Last Temptation - prologue
Prologue: Longing for passion --Wanderlust and the adventures I've had to take --Creative lands and the beauty I ache
to see --Working ways and the jobs I cannot.

I found ecstasy, I found anguish, I found madness, I found the solitary pain that gnaws the heart, But peace I
did not find. Now, if I sleep, â€”[ edit ] Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my
life: These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither and thither, in a wayward course, over a deep
ocean of anguish, reaching to the very verge of despair. I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy â€”
ecstasy so great that I would often have sacrificed all the rest of life for a few hours of this joy. I have sought
it, next, because it relieves loneliness â€” that terrible loneliness in which one shivering consciousness looks
over the rim of the world into the cold unfathomable lifeless abyss. I have sought it, finally, because in the
union of love I have seen, in a mystic miniature, the prefiguring vision of the heaven that saints and poets have
imagined. This is what I sought, and though it might seem too good for human life, this is what â€” at last â€”
I have found. With equal passion I have sought knowledge. I have wished to understand the hearts of men. I
have wished to know why the stars shine. And I have tried to apprehend the Pythagorean power by which
number holds sway above the flux. A little of this, but not much, I have achieved. Love and knowledge, so far
as they were possible, led upward toward the heavens. But always pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of
cries of pain reverberate in my heart. Children in famine, victims tortured by oppressors, helpless old people a
hated burden to their sons, and the whole world of loneliness, poverty, and pain make a mockery of what
human life should be. I long to alleviate the evil, but I cannot, and I too suffer. This has been my life. I have
found it worth living, and would gladly live it again if the chance were offered me. This was one of the great
events of my life, as dazzling as first love. I had not imagined that there was anything so delicious in the
world. After I had learned the fifth proposition, my brother told me that it was generally considered difficult,
but I had found no difficulty whatever. This was the first time it had dawned upon me that I might have some
intelligence. From that moment until Whitehead and I finished Principia Mathematica , when I was
thirty-eight, mathematics was my chief interest, and my chief source of happiness. Like all happiness,
however, it was not unalloyed. I had been told that Euclid proved things, and was much disappointed that he
started with axioms. At first I refused to accept them unless my brother could offer me some reason for doing
so, but he said: The doubt as to the premisses of mathematics which I felt at that moment remained with me,
and determined the course of my subsequent work. This led me to abandon the "First Cause" argument, and to
become an atheist. Throughout the long period of religious doubt, I had been rendered very unhappy by the
gradual loss of belief, but when the process was completed, I found to my surprise that I was quite glad to be
done with the whole subject. I had gone out to buy a tin of tobacco; on my way back, I suddenly threw it up in
the air, and exclaimed as I caught it: When I argued with him, I felt that I took my life in my hands, and I
seldom emerged without feeling something of a fool. I was sometimes inclined to feel that so much cleverness
must be incompatible with depth, but I do not think that this feeling was justified. In this respect my travels
were very useful to me. Within five minutes I went through some such reflections as the following: For a time,
a sort of mystic illumination possessed me. I felt that I knew the inmost thoughts of everybody that I met in
the street, and though this was, no doubt, a delusion, I did in actual fact find myself in far closer touch than
previously with all my friends, and many of my acquaintances. Having been an Imperialist, I became during
those five minutes [ Having for years cared only for exactness and analysis, I found myself filled with
semi-mystical feelings about beauty, and with an intense interest in children and with a desire almost as
profound as that of the Buddha to find some philosophy which should make human life endurable. A strange
excitement possessed me, containing intense pain but also some element of wisdom. The mystic insight which
I then imagined myself to possess has largely faded, and the habit of analysis has reasserted itself. But in
something of what I thought I saw in that moment has remained always with me, causing my attitude during
the first war, my interest in children, my indifference to minor misfortunes and a certain emotional tone in all
my human relations. I had had no idea until this moment that my love for her was even lessening. The problem
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presented by this discovery was very grave. We had lived ever since our marriage in the closest possible
intimacy. We always shared a bed, and neither of us ever had a separate dressing-room. We talked over
together everything that ever happened to either of us. She was five years older than I was, and I had been
accustomed to regarding her as far more practical and far more full of worldly wisdom than myself, so that in
many matters of daily life I left the initiative to her. I knew that she was still devoted to me. I had no wish to
be unkind, but I believed in those days what experience has taught me to think possibly open to doubt that in
intimate relations one should speak the truth. I did not see in any case how I could for any length of time
successfully pretend to love her when I did not. I had no longer any instinctive impulse towards sex relations
with her, and this alone would have been an insuperable barrier to concealment of my feelings. I did not at
once tell her that I no longer loved her, but of course she perceived that something was amiss. She retired to a
rest-cure for some months, and when she emerged from it I told her that I no longer wished to share a room,
and in the end I confessed that my love was dead. I justified this attitude to her, as well as to myself, by
criticisms of her character. I had supposed that most people liked money better than almost anything else, but I
discovered that they liked destruction even better. I had supposed that intellectuals frequently loved truth, but I
found here again that not ten per cent of them prefer truth to popularity. The First War, p. As a lover of
civilization, the return to barbarism appalled me. I leapt out of bed and saw a Zeppelin falling in flames. The
thought of brave men dying in agony was what caused the triumph in the street. This made us somewhat
unpopular in the neighbourhood, and a mob presently besieged the church The mob burst in led by a few
officers; all except the officers were more or less drunk. The fiercest were viragos who used wooden boards
full of rusty nails. An attempt was made by the officers to induce the women among us to retire first so that
they might deal as they thought fit with the pacifist men, whom they supposed to be cowards Two of the
drunken viragos began to attack me with their boards full of nails. While I was wondering how one defended
oneself against this type of attack, one of the ladies among us went up to the police and suggested that they
should defend me. The police, however, merely shrugged their shoulders. The police remained unmoved. At
this the police rushed to my assistance. They were, however, too late to be of any service, and I owe my life to
a young woman whom I did not know, who interposed herself between me and the viragos long enough for me
to make my escape. The First War, pp. I found prison in many ways quite agreeable. I had no engagements, no
difficult decisions to make, no fear of callers, no interruptions to my work. I read enormously; I wrote a book,
" Introduction to Mathematical Philosophy " I was rather interested in my fellow prisoners, who seemed to me
in no way morally inferior to the rest of the population, though they were on the whole slightly below the
usual level of intelligence, as was shown by their having been caught. For anybody not in the first division,
especially for a person accustomed to reading and writing, prison is a severe and terrible punishment; but for
me, thanks to Arthur Balfour, this was not so. He asked how to spell it, and remarked with a sigh: The longing
has often been strong enough to lead me into self-deception. I have imagined myself in turn a Liberal, a
Socialist, or a Pacifist, but I have never been any of these things, in any profound sense. Always the sceptical
intellect, when I have most wished it silent, has whispered doubts to me, has cut me off from the facile
enthusiasms of others, and has transported me into a desolate solitude. Underlying all occupations and all
pleasures I have felt since early youth the pain of solitude. I have escaped it most nearly in moments of love,
yet even there, on reflection, I have found that the escape depended partly upon illusion. I have known no
woman to whom the claims of intellect were as absolute as they are to me, and wherever intellect intervened, I
have found that the sympathy I sought in love was apt to fail. I have loved a ghost, and in loving a ghost my
inmost self has itself become spectral. I have therefore buried it deeper and deeper beneath layers of
cheerfulness, affection, and joy of life. But my most profound feelings have remained always solitary and have
found in human things no companionship. The sea, the stars, the night wind in waste places, mean more to me
than even the human beings I love best, and I am conscious that human affection is to me at bottom an attempt
to escape from the vain search for God. They called me up for medical examination, but the Government with
its utmost efforts was unable to find out where I was, having forgotten that it had put me in prison. If the War
had continued I should very soon have found myself in prison again as a conscientious objector. I discovered
that in this I had been completely mistaken, and that life was infinitely sweet to me. I have some slight regret
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that this did not happen, as I might have become a god, which would have been very chic for an atheist. As the
Japanese papers had refused to contradict the news of my death, Dora gave each of them a type-written slip
saying that as I was dead I could not be interviewed. I wanted to understand and to make others understand;
also I wished to raise a monument by which I might be remembered, and on account of which I might feel that
I had not lived in vain. From the outbreak of the First World War until my return from China, social questions
occupied the centre of my emotions: I tried to discover some secret of wisdom, and to proclaim it with such
persuasiveness that the world should listen and agree. But, gradually, the ardour cooled and the hope grew
less; I did not change my views as to how men should live, but I held them with less of prophetic ardour and
with less expectation of success in my campaigns. When my first child was born, in November , I felt an
immense release of pent-up emotion, and during the next ten years my main purposes were parental. Parental
feeling, as I have experienced it, is very complex.
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5: Longing by J.D. Landis
"Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life," wrote Bertrand Russell in the prologue to
his autobiography: "the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of mankind."
This five minute video, a preview of a three-part series.

Skylar Youth A Werecat coming home. A Vampire longing for her forgiveness. And a killer on the loose. Can
they forget the past to save today? The worn and water weathered bridge embracing markings of summer love
and winter romances; peppering the pallid wood in names and symbols remaining secret, but to those who
marked it. Ashlyn remembered her untouched desires. The adoration, love and ever burning passion did not
wane for many years, blooming in her heart and mind, until it lay distilled in the murky depths of her gaze.
The sun peeked out between the bruised clouds, a butterscotch amongst blueberry black, fighting against the
storm waiting to rage. The cool chill settled beneath the folds of velvet clothes and silken hair. She
remembered the silence. Not a word spoken nor given, simply vanishing as if She were merely the smoke of a
dying fire. Ashlyn remembered a phantom. It clung to the hinges of her thoughts. A phantom with clear, blue
eyes. The gaze a shade darker than the sky and a fraction lighter than the ocean, prone to change like summer
storms. The unreadable gaze unnerved her and yet thrilled her, goading her to react, to dive deeper beneath the
surface. Ashlyn remembered her tempting closeness. The whisper of her hair against her skin. The innocent
smiles and heartfelt promises. Your review has been posted.
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6: Desirable Nightmare Chapter 1: Prologue: Remember, a supernatural fiction | FictionPress
What I Have Lived For The Prologue to Bertrand Russell's Autobiography Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly
strong, have governed my life: the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of
mankind.

I finished it, then immediately started again on page one and read it all again. Then I read it a third time not
long after that. I passed it on to a handful of friends, most of whom were just as excited about it as I was. Now,
I have to confess that we are all amateur pianists who get together and play classical music for each other
periodically. The story itself is so rich in romance and genius and history, that alone is a huge plus. I had little
interest in the Schumanns before this book, but then I read several biographies on both Robert and Clara, as
well as on Brahms, and I found Landis stayed very close to historical facts. The book also sparked my interest
in the music of Schumann, much of which is now quite dear to me. I even looked into the music of Clara
Schumann and found several pieces very appealing. Adding to the richness of the book is the historical
background to the story of the Schumanns, the famous or semi-famous musicians of the times who came into
their lives, the politics, the manners. And his use of language is wonderful, so often choosing just the right
word, whether or not it might be in the vocabulary of an "average" reader. I may not be able to speak to the
general public, but to someone interested in music of that era, I say, You must give this book a try. The first
part of the story was fairly balanced between Clara Wieck and Robert Schumann and their story. But after he
is institutionalized, Clara disappears. The author claims it is because she did not visit him but I just found the
story unbalanced from that point and harder to follow. It was good to read before bed because it definitely put
me to sleep at that point. If the wh You need a good vocabulary and a good dictionary to read this book. The
definitely lived interesting lives at interesting times but I would have preferred more love story or more
historical story and less insanity. Many parts of this book I found very hard to take so it definitely stretched
my world view. The story was interesting enough though it bogged down a bit at the end when Robert was in
the asylum , but the writing was terrible. The sentences were endless with countless clauses that made
negotiating many of the sentences like finding your way through a maze. Then he insisted on trying to impress
you with his vocabulary and including every bit of knowledge his research had turned up, even if it meant
putting it in a footnote with only a peripheral relationship to the text. These folks were the celebrity rock stars
of their day - Clara as Taylor Swift, young prodigy, paraded through Europe as a celebrated pianist, wowing
thousands in an era when the piano and its mastery was just coming into its own. It takes commitment, as
Clara needed to stay in love with her Robert Landis does not work very hard at any sense of time and place,
but that was fine with me. What is love, after all. Vastly better than a biograph An exception work of well
researched history of the amazing Clara Wieck Schumann and Robert Schumann with guest appearances by
Chopin, Liszt and Mendelssohn. Vastly better than a biography.
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7: Bertrand Russell: â€˜What I Have Lived Forâ€™ | The Unlearner
The adoration, love and ever burning passion did not wane for many years, blooming in her heart and mind, until it lay
distilled in the murky depths of her gaze. The sun peeked out between the bruised clouds, a butterscotch amongst
blueberry black, fighting against the storm waiting to rage.

ScarredAngelWings Kurt hates Sebastian and lets him know it every time they speak. He refuses to believe
that Sebastian has any interest in him. Sebastian is determined to prove his true feelings, even if it take a few
rounds of angry sex from Kurt before he can start to show that he really does care and hopefully get Kurt to
realize that the passion he mistook for hate might actually become love. There will be quite a bit of swearing
in this story. There will also be sexual content. The Prologue is pretty tame, but Chapter one contains both of
the things I just warned about as will most of the chapters. This is my first M rated story so let me know how I
do! The Breakup "I kissed Sebastian. It was date night. Usually this meant lots of cuddling and kisses. Tonight
Blaine had barely touched me. There was a time I would have forgiven Blaine for cheating on me. I might
have cried. I would have needed space for a few days. After all it had just been a kiss. That time was long past
though. Our relationship had been slowly breaking apart for a while now and this was just the finally stab it
needed to officially kill it. Our fragile relationship could never recover from this. His voice was sad but
resigned. This is both of us ending it. You want me to break up with you. You want me to do it but we both
know this is a mutual thing. Not anymore, if we ever did. Our relationship had its good moments but we were
always missing something crucial. He looked tired as he rubbed his tear swollen eyes. Our relationship had
been
utterly
boring.
We
never
had
those
frantic
rip-off-each-others-clothes-and-fuck-each-other-into-the-mattress moments. The kisses were all frustratingly
chaste. The sex was always sweet and slow and absolutely dull. Even our fights lacked spark. We sometimes
had terse disagreements and moments of irritation at each other but there was never fury or anger. There were
no strong emotions in our relationship. It lacked a very important thing. I really like him. There was no
bitterness in my words. Blaine smiled at me sadly. The wooing was all just a game for him. He told me the
only reason he pursued me was because he was amused by how much it pissed you off. That stupid bastard,
getting off on seeing me furious. Everything about him infuriated me. Everything he did made we want to
strangle him. We both sat on opposite sides of my bed lost deep in thought. Finally he stood up. His face was
blank. His eyes were still sad. I just waited for the sound of the front door shutting before I collapsed onto my
bed feeling numb. Your review has been posted.
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8: The Three Passions of Bertrand Russell: Love, - Lapidarium
RESURRECTION LETTERS: PROLOGUE Andrew Peterson Centricity Music, For those individuals who are unfamiliar
with his work, Andrew Peterson is a type of artistic Renaissance Man.

Prologue The dual substance of Christ-the yearning, so human, so superhuman, of man to attain to God, or
more exactly, to return to God and identify himself with him-has always been a deep inscrutable mystery to
me. This nostalgia for God, at once so mysterious and so real, has opened in me large wounds and also large
flowing springs. My principal anguish and the source of all my joys and sorrows from my youth onward has
been the incessant, merciless battle between the spirit and the flesh. Within me are the dark immemorial forces
of the Evil One, human and pre-human; within me too are the luminous forces, human and pre-human, of God
- and my soul is the arena where these two armies have clashed and met. The anguish has been intense. I loved
my body and did not want it to perish; I loved my soul and did not want it to decay. Every man partakes of the
divine nature in both his spirit and his flesh. That is why the mystery of Christ is not simply a mystery for a
particular creed: The struggle between God and man breaks out in everyone, together with the longing for
reconciliation. Most often this struggle is unconscious and short-lived. A weak soul does not have the
endurance to resist the flesh for very long. It grows heavy, becomes Flesh itself, and the contest ends. But
among responsible men, men who keep their eyes riveted day and night upon the Supreme Duty, the conflict
between flesh and spirit breaks out mercilessly and may last until death. The stronger the soul and the flesh,
the more fruitful the struggle and the richer the final harmony. God does not love weak souls and flabby flesh.
The Spirit wants to have to wrestle with flesh which is strong and full of resistance. It is a carnivorous bird
which is incessantly hungry; it eats flesh and by assimilating it, makes it disappear. Struggle between the flesh
and the spirit, rebellion and resistance, reconciliation and submission, and finally-the supreme purpose of the
struggle-union with God: This is the Supreme Duty of the man who struggles-to set out for the lofty peak
which Christ, the first-born son of salvation, attained. How can we begin? If we are to be able to follow him
we must have a profound knowledge of his conflict, we must relive his anguish: While setting down this
confession of the anguish and the great hope of mankind I was so moved that my eyes filled with tears. I had
never felt the blood of Christ fall drop by drop into my heart with so much sweetness, so much pain. In order
to mount to the Cross, the summit of sacrifice, and to God, the summit of immateriality, Christ passed through
all the stages which the man who struggles passes through. That is why his suffering is so familiar to us; that is
why we share it, and why his final victory seems to us so much our own future victory. If he had not within
him this warm human element, he would never be able to touch our hearts with such assurance and tenderness;
he would not be able to become a model for our lives. We struggle, we see him struggle also, and we find
strength. We see that we are not all alone in the world: He conquered the invincible enchantment of simple
human pleasures; he conquered temptations, continually transubstantiated flesh into spirit, and ascended.
Reaching the summit of Golgotha, he mounted the Cross. But even there his struggle did not end.
Temptation-the Last Temptation-was waiting for him upon the Cross. Before the fainted eyes of the Crucified
the spirit of the Evil One, in an instantaneous flash, unfolded the deceptive vision of a calm happy life. It
seemed to Christ that he had taken the smooth road of men. He had married and fathered children. People
loved and respected him. Now, an old man, he sat on the threshold of his house and smiled with satisfaction as
he recalled the longings of his youth. How splendidly, how sensibly he had acted in choosing the road of men!
What insanity to have wanted to save the world! What joy to have escaped the privations, the tortures, and the
Cross! But all at once Christ shook his head violently, opened his eyes, and saw. No, he was not a traitor,
glory be to God! He was not a deserter. He had accomplished the mission which the Lord had entrusted to
him. He had not married, had not lived a happy life. He had reached the summit of sacrifice: Content, he
closed his eyes. And then there was a great triumphant cry: I have accomplished my duty, I am being
sacrificed, I did not fall into temptation. This book was written because I wanted to offer a supreme model to
the man who struggles; I wanted to show him that must not fear pain, temptation or death-because all three cab
be conquered, all three have already been conquered. Christ suffered pain, and since then pain has been
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sanctified. Temptation fought until the very last moment to lead him astray, and Temptation was defeated.
Christ died on the Cross, and at that instant death was vanquished for ever. Every obstacle in his journey
became a milestone, an occasion for further triumph. We have a model in front of us now, a model who blazes
our trail and gives us strength. This book is not a biography, it is the confession of every man who struggles.
In publishing it I have fulfilled my duty, the duty of a person who struggled much, was much embittered in his
life, and had many hopes. I am certain that every free man who reads this book, so filled as it is with love, will
more than ever before, better than ever before, love Christ. Translation from the Greek:
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The Last Temptation. By Nikos Kazantzakis. Prologue. The dual substance of Christ-the yearning, so human, so
superhuman, of man to attain to God, or more exactly, to return to God and identify himself with him-has always been a
deep inscrutable mystery to me.

Will it forever be so, ere the end of our days? Legolas and Gimli and all who reside in Middle-earth are the
creation of J. R Tolkien, and I claim no ownership. Many moons had waned and waxed over the trees of his
home in his lifetime, but he had not seen the Ages of the world come and go, each with defeat, each with
victory. He was young, yet he was not. There was much he did not know. He had not known, he could not
have known - that something so little could be so fatally alluring. It shrieked through the trees now, like a
force of fury unleashed. It was a storm come from the West, whipping through Middle-earth with angered
passion. Perhaps it was the last will of Sauron, passing with the wind as the Dark Lord had, howling as it
went. The trees shivered in the storm, great claws of branches seeming to try to cling onto anything and
everything. Raindrops shimmered in the air like a pale veil before they pounded the grass and trees. Clouds
were shielding the moon and stars from sight, and the twilight had almost lost its battle against the emerging
darkness of the night. Such a dark night. Will you not speak? Almost like ice it felt on his face, and Legolas
closed his eyes for a moment to savour the feel. Autumn would come and autumn would fade into winter once
more, as it had always been. Yet every pass of season was different. Little changes, big changes. Nothing
stayed the same. But the Elves desired the lasting. He desired the lasting. Mortals did not last. Am I to be what
you settled for because you cannot have what your heart truly wants? He looked almost angry. Lady Galadriel
is fairest of all living things and brighter than the morning star. But can you touch a star? I revel in her light,
but she is too distant for me to ever desire her warmth. Do not look in me for warmth, Gimli. I cannot give it
to you. He lowered his head. I sought something that my heart warned me was denied. The rain seemed to
thunder in his ears now, echoing his furious heartbeats. Unasked for, unlooked for, unexpected. Yet it had
been familiar, like the tales of distant deeds of ages long past that he had never seen, but always felt in his
blood like a faint whisper. A longing for the days that had passed, for what had once been. A longing for the
passion that Elves had once knew, before the world was dimmed by Morgoth, cursed be his name. And for a
moment â€” a brief, fleeting moment â€” the touch of lips had made the whisper a scream and the passion a
fever though his veins. Passion did not last. What was greater than life everlasting? Gimli looked up at him at
last, rain streaking his cheeks and lips, glimmering like specs of light in the dark night. He was so
breathtakingly beautiful Legolas wondered why he not seen it before. This courage, this loyalty, this warmth,
this unchecked passion for life? I felt as if you shone with starlight and moonlight, only living light. You were
not distant as the moon, but even more beautiful. I needed only to reach out and touch you and the beauty
would be mine. I desire you, Legolas of the Elves, to hold and to caress. Do you despise me? My father will be
angered. I will forever long for the sea and the Blessed Realm. I am a poor choice, Gimli. Doom would fall on
Legolas Thranduilion. Your review has been posted.
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