A Parable on the Necessity of Vulnerability in Relationships and Community

On the Queen’s honor, it was quite the party.  Sir Lichtenstein, in the corner, had his lance pointing menacingly toward the crowd.  His back was strategically to the wall, his head lowered – no weakness exposed here.  Sir Galihad clanged confidently through the crowd, his suit of armor banging against the other knights.  The face shield on his helmet was lowered and no one could have guessed that behind those boisterous challenges was a tear-streaked face.  Sir  Lancelot had his sword drawn and sought to parry with everyone that came within striking distance.  Everyone was so busy ducking his flashing sword that they couldn’t have noticed, behind his shield, the gaping wound in his chest.

Yes sir, it was quite the party.  Knights clanging about, banging into each other, bouncing off each other, challenging each other, but never touching one another.  A toast to the queen here.  A story of bloody victory there.  Swords clanging overhead in united camaraderie (or was it a challenge?)    

Our motto:  ‘Never alone’ in reality is ‘forever alone.’  ‘Alone,’ in fact, is too kind of a word for life inside the suit of armor.  ‘Imprisoned’ perhaps?  My suit of armor – an iron barrier against any attack; a wall to keep everything and everyone out; locking me safely away from… well, really, from life.  I exist inside a moving fortress, or dungeon.  I’m locked inside a custom-fit cage – invincible, invulnerable, untouchable!

Knights touching?  The thought is incomprehensible!  To touch requires exposure.  For a knight, exposure is vulnerability.  To open the armor enough for someone to look in my eye, to wipe my tears, to TOUCH ME – the risk is just too great for a knight.  Who knows what would happen?  I could drop my shield and someone could slide a rapier under my breastplate.  If I took off my helmet they could take off my head.  No, it’s better to remain untouched and unscathed than to touch and be touched!

But even in the midst of the jostling and clanging off each other, I wonder: “What’s behind those other face shields. Is there really anyone in there at all?  Are there men in there, or fighting machines?  Could Sir Galihad really just be a Daddy and Sir Lichtenstein a husband?  Does Sir Lancelot have a mother who wishes he would write once in a while?  Does Sir Raphal ever cry or get scared?  Could any of them ever learn to love?  To relate?  To touch?

Nah, not inside a suit of armor!  So I lowered my face shield, picked up my lance and buckler and lumbered into the iron men.  I could joust and parry and attack and defend with the best of them.  Inside my suit of armor – I am untouchable!  

Mike R. Neely
