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BOOTS IN THE SKY

What is the essential difference between what I’m doing in Scientology and other people? Is it because I’m brighter? No. Is it because I know more? No. There’s really only one thing: I recognize that it’s my job. I also recognize anybody has this job.

There was this great big pair of boots and they were sitting right in the middle of this uni​verse. They were awfully big boots. You could get down amongst them with telescopes. You could look the length and breadth of them and find abso​lutely nothing inhabiting them.

In these boots, it just simply said, „These are the boots which go down a road which leads out of this joint.“

Other people (when they ever did see them) had been driving spaceships through them and playing hopscotch in them and so on. These boots were sitting right there.

They sat on the doorstep of every door that has ever been covered with crepe. They sat on the doorstep of every bank that ever reneged on a pledged agree​ment or refused a loan to somebody who was des​perate. They sat on the doorstep of every church which, itself, was pretending to take vast responsi​bility. They fell across every single boulevard and progress that Man ever thought he could make. He could go ahead and take responsibility for destroy​ing culture, but not for helping a single individual in it. Fascinating!

You look at those boots — they weren’t even big boots. They were little boots, little kids’ boots. There wasn’t anything to them. And what’d you do? You just threw some space out that big, that’s all. You narrowed the space down to the universe of one man and you found out he was a highly rep​resentative man, and then you took a look. The boots were very wearable.

They’re very simple boots. But what do you know? These boots have a catch to them. They aren’t just one man’s boots. They were every man’s boots. And because I assayed
 to take a few steps in them and square them around and find out where the road was and what leather they were made out of, didn’t absolve a single individual who cared to bene​fit from those boots from wearing them. And that is the grimmest joke of all.

A person has to come up the scale so that he can take responsibility for himself and all of his fellows and the whole cockeyed, condemned universe before he can walk down that road out. Isn’t that fascinating?

He can’t even run his engram bank unless he says, „It’s my business and I mean to make it so.“ Isn’t that interesting? If on the other hand, he’s down the tone scale, he „knows“ all knowledge is inhibited, he „knows“ all things are inhibited, he „knows“ everything is scarce, he „knows“ death is inevitable, he „knows“ all these things. He „knows“ he has no space. He „knows“ that life is an object, not an animate, glorious thing. And as long as he „knows“ that, then he will know no more. Actually, at that level one knows practically nothing.

The bank will sit there and some of the little in​cidents in it might be quite bright and it might be interesting. But boy! Is it of narrow scope! It’ll be a little tiny bank.

Those great big ridges standing out there have to be handled by a big guy, if you’re going to han​dle them all the way. now we have the modus operandi of how you get to be a big guy. There isn’t any gimmick factor whereby you all of a sudden discover you have to make up your mind to be self-determined.

You could take a preclear by the nape of his neck and hold him up there and bang his head against the wall with our techniques and get a result. If you start him on that line, you’d never have to explain a thing to him. He’d finally wind up some​where, but he’d never walk out of this universe with your help.

He’ll only walk out of this universe if you permit him to recover enough force so that he can have responsibility for what’s going on.

There isn’t any hidden gimmick; there isn’t any​thing else he has to think; there isn’t anything he has to believe in, really, to amount to anything to go this way. You could boot him up this line quite artificially, but what you’re really doing is taking him and putting these boots on him. He has to be fitted with these boots and these boots are called Responsibility: The ability to handle force and take the responsibility for the use of it, the ability to create and handle space of any dimension and take the responsibility for handling it. He’s got to be able to take responsibility for all enforcement, and all desire way up the line, and all space before he’ll walk any place.

Unfortunately, for your sakes, this isn’t fiction.

I wish it were. If it were just a pleasant afternoon, we could all go on being slaves.

But unfortunately it doesn’t happen to be fiction. As the Chair of Physics in one university said, „The diabolic accuracy of these predictions will be borne out by the most exacting research and investiga​tion.“ Our techniques are diabolical because they take slaves away from those who would have slaves. They set men free. They’ll even set men free who don’t want to be free at all. I think that is the grimmest jest.

When it comes to any of these techniques they all add up to something I’ve talked to you about before, time and time again — Freedom.

Freedom is lots of space and the ability to use it. That’s all freedom is. It’s exactly what it says it is. It is the most idiotically literal thing imaginable — Freedom: Lots of space and the ability to use it.

Complete freedom is above the level of not even needing space. And not even having to agree. That is above the level of freedom. That is Cause itself. You never saw Cause itself ever being worried.

Prime Cause has nothing which could enslave it, except itself. Just like there’s really nobody ever going to really pick up this preclear and carry him out of this universe. nobody’s ever going to do that. He can have his boots put on but he’ll still have that last mile he has to walk himself.

That means that he’ll have to take responsibility for what he does and his force; not only for that but for everything that goes on around him.

We find out that there is a bigness which has to grow in the person. And if you don’t see that big​ness growing, he’s not on his way out.

The difference between the preclear that has to be chained down to have the boots put on him and me is, I never wanted to be a slave and I never had to be. That’s all. I never agreed.

L. RON HUBBARD
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