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With anelephantto rideupon—“with ringson
herfingersandbellsonhertoes,”
she shall outdistancecalamity anywhere she
goes.
Speedis not in her mind inseparablefrom car-
pets.Locomotionarose
in the shapeof an elephant;sheclamberedup
andchose
laboriously. So far as magic carpetsare con-
cerned,sheknows
thatalthoughthesemblanceof speedmayattach
to scarecrows
of aestheticprocedure,thesubstanceof it is em-
bodiedin suchof those
tough-grained animals as have outstripped
man’s whim to suppose
them ephemera,and have earnedthat fruit of
their ability to endureblows
which dubs them prosaicnecessities—notcu-
rios.

You probably know the one about the two
monks,but I’ ll tell it anyway. They werewalk-
ing alongone daywhenthey cameto a stream
wherea young lady was waiting, hoping that
someonewould help her across. Without hes-
itating,oneof themonkspickedherupandcar-
ried her across,putting her down safelyon the
otherside. The two monkscontinuedwalking
along,andaftersometime, thesecondone,un-
able to restrainhimself, said to the first, “You
know we’re not allowedto touchwomen.Why
did you carry that womanacrossthe stream?”
Thefirst monkreplied,“Put herdown. I did two
hoursago.”

Oncewhen several of us were driving up to
Boston,we stoppedat a roadsiderestaurantfor
lunch. Therewasa tableneara cornerwindow
where we could all look out and seea pond.
Peoplewereswimminganddiving. Therewere

specialarrangementsfor sliding into the water.
Insidetherestaurantwasa jukebox. Somebody
put a dime in. I noticed that the music that
cameout accompaniedthe swimmers,though
they didn’t hearit.

Onedaywhenthewindowswereopen,Chris-
tian Wolff playedoneof his piecesat thepiano.
Soundsof traffic, boat horns, were heardnot
only duringthesilencesin themusic,but, being
louder, were more easily heardthan the piano
soundsthemselves. Afterward, someoneasked
ChristianWolff to play thepieceagain with the
windows closed. ChristianWolff said he’d be
gladto, but thatit wasn’t really necessary, since
thesoundsof theenvironmentwerein no sense
aninterruptionof thoseof themusic.

OneeveningI waswalking alongHollywood
Boulevard, nothingmuchto do. I stoppedand
looked in the window of a stationeryshop. A
mechanizedpenwassuspendedin spacein such
awaythat,asamechanizedroll of paperpassed
by it, the penwent throughthe motionsof the
samepenmanshipexercisesI had learnedas a
child in the third grade. Centrally placed in
the window was an advertisementexplaining
themechanicalreasonsfor theperfectionof the
operationof the suspendedmechanicalpen. I
wasfascinated,for everythingwasgoingwrong.
The pen was tearing the paper to shredsand
splatteringink all over the window andon the
advertisement,which, nevertheless,remained
legible.

Good morning and welcome to Camp
Achievement. I’m Anne Brand, founder and
director. I’m sureyou’ve got questions– you
standout whenyou aska question! – but hold
on to themfor now. I havesomethingsto say.

Someof you think this is going to beeasy—
just anotherexecutive retreat: a little R&R, a
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good chanceto sleeparound. Wrong. This
will be painful, rigorous, and difficult. Be-
causeat CampAchievement,we testyour will
to achieve.

How? First: unfamiliar environment. Per-
formancemattershere,not history. You from
Harvard? The deerdon’t care. Second:hard,
unfamiliar tasks. We don’t checkyour typing
speed.We make you build a cabinout of grass.
Youdon’t just run a ropescourse,youdesignit.
Third: teamwork. You betterdecidethat your
ego takesa backseatto achievement. And fi-
nally: your own white-hotambitionto succeed.

That’s right. Without that fiery ambition,we
candonothing.Weprovideacatalyst.Youneed
to light thespark.

But you’re successfulalready. You feel satis-
fied,right?

Wrong. I’ve talked to a lot of you one-on-
one, and it’s amazinghow you all mentioned
college. You werecoatedwith gold. Captains
of the football team,bestridingyour campuses
like colossi. The world belongedto you, and
youweregoingto openit upandtake it all.

But now, yousaid,you’re just– OK. Your job
is OK. Themoney’s OK. You usedto begreat;
now you’re OK. You aren’t a success,you’re a
survival. Your goldencoating’s gone,andyou
miss it more thananything in the world. And
I bet late atnight, whenyou think no onecan
hear, you point an imaginarygun at your head
andsayPow! – andit feelsgood.Right?

Sure,you cankeepliving like this. You can
die fifty yearsfrom now not having changeda
thing. You candie irrelevant. Or you canmake
thefirst achievementof many to comeandsay,
No. I wantmore.What’s your choice?

Comeon, people! Answer me! This is the
easiestthing you’ll do all weekend! Are you
gonnagiveup?Are yougonnajust survive?!
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