
The Universal Infidel 

Abin’s Way 

He had never doubted there was a purpose for life though never eager to 
conclude what it was.  Such conclusions seemed premature and vain, far beyond 
what he, or any human, could possibly imagine. 

Religions seemed more a matter of desperation than of resolution.  So, he was 
very much content to let his little life transpire as it would: and, perhaps, bits of 
fact would reveal themselves along the way. 

As casual and peaceful as he was there always lingered a feeling of anticipation, 
a voice, a faint vision of something or someone waiting for him.  It was a strange 
sense of need.  He was needed.  Yet, he also needed it and did not know why. 

Abin considered himself to be average in every way.  His only real ambition was 
to live honorably and be a good man.  To this, he succeeded and failed to his 
own measure. 
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Abin did not pray.  It seemed absurd to attempt to tell the unknown and 
unknowable what It already knew, what to do or what he wanted to happen. He 
did take a moment in each day to thank whatever forces of nature and life for 
his blessings.  He routinely sat quietly in the silence of his own solitude, looked 
into the darkness with his curious mind, exploring what might be there beyond 
his mortality. 

Long ago, he had come to grips with fear.  Fear of the unknown is to fear life 
itself…as life is, most certainly, an unknown mystery; a mystery of what it really 
is, why it is and in the manner that it is.  So, his inner ventures into the darkness 
were as fearless and innocent as the purest of children; yet, somehow, he felt a 
magnificent strength and wisdom that armored him from whatever evils or 
dangers might linger in the darkness.  

Such is the total of Abin, a simple man. 

 


